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The  Dodd  Family  Abroad. 


PREFACE. 

Although  tlie  faulty  judgment  of  au- 
ihors  on  their  own  productions  has  assumed 
»ometliin<:r  like  the  force  of  a  proverb,  I  am 
ready  to  incur  the  hazard  of  avowing  tliat 
the  present  volume  is,  to  my  own  tliinking. 
better  than  anything  else  I  have  done.  I 
am  not  about  to  defend  its.  numerous 
short-comings  and  great  faults.  I  will  not 
say  one  word  in  extenuation  of  a  plan 
which,  to  many  readers,  forms  an  insupcj"- 
able  objection — that  of  a  story  in  letters. 
I  wish  simply  to  record  the  fact  that  the 
book  afforded  me  mucli  pleasure  in  the 
writing,  and  that  I  felt  an  amount  of  in- 
terest in  the  character  of  Kenny  Dodd 
?uch  as  I  have  never  before  nor  since  ex- 
perienced for  any  personage  of  my  own 
creation. 

The  reader  who  is  at  JiU  acquainted  with 
tiie  incidents  of  foreign  travel,  and  the 
strange  individuals  to  be  met  with  on  every 
European  iiighway,  will  readily  acquit  me 
of  exaggeration  either  in  describing  the 
mistaken  i^npressions  conceived  of  conti- 
nental life,  or  the  difficulties  of  forming 
anything  like  a  correct  estimate  of  national 
habits  by  those  whose  own  si)here  of  obser- 
vation was  so  limited  in  their  own  coun- 
try. \\\  Kenny  Dodd,  I  attempted  to  por- 
tray a  man  naturally  acute  and  intelligent, 
sensible  and  well  judging  whore  his  jtrcju- 
dices  did  not  i)ervert  his  reason,  and  singu- 
larly quick  to  appreciate  the  ridicule  of 
any  absurd  situation  in  which  he  did  not 
figure  himself.  To  all  the  pretentious  am- 
bitions of  his  family — to  their  exaggerated 
sense  of  themselves  and  their  station — to 
their  inordinate  desire  to  figure  in  a  rank 
above  their  own,  and  appear  to  be  some- 
thing they  had  never  hitherto  attempted — 
I  have  made  him  keenly  and  sensitively 
alive.  He  sees  Mrs.  Dodd's  perils — there 
is  not  a  sunk  rock  nor  a  shoal  before  her 
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that  he  has  not  noted,  and  yet  for  the  life 
of  him  he  can't  help  booking  himself  for 
the  voyage.  There  is  an  Ii-ishman's  love 
of  drollery — that  passion  for  what  gives 
him  a  hearty  laugh,  even  though  he  comes 
m  for  his  share  of  the  ridicule,  which  re- 
pays him  for  every  misadventure.  If  he  is 
momentarily  elated  by  the  high  and  dis- 
tinguished comi)any  in  which  he  finds 
himself,  so  far  from  being  shocked  when 
he  discovers  them  to  be  swindlers  and 
blacklegs,  he  chuckles  over  the  blunders 
of  Mrs.  D.  and  Mary  Anne,  and  writes  off 
to  his  friend  Purcell  a  letter  over  which  he 
laughs  till  his  eyes  run. 

Of  those  broad  matters  to  which  a  man 
of  good  common  sense  can  apply  his  fac- 
ulties fairly,  his  opinions  are  usually  just 
and  true  ;  he  likes  truth,  he  wants  to  see 
things  as  they  are.  Of  everything  conven- 
tiontil  he  is  almost  invariably  in  error,  and 
it  is  this  struggle  that  in  a  manner  reflects 
the  light  and  sliade  of  his  nature,  showing 
him  at  one  moment  clear-headed  and  ob- 
servant, and  at  the  next  absurdly  mistaken 
and' ignorant. 

It  was  in  no  spirit  of  sarcasm  on  my 
countrymen  that  I  took  an  Irishman  to 
iei)resent  these  incongruities  ;  nay  more, 
I  will  say,  that  in  the  very  liability  to  be 
so  strongly  impressed  from  without,  lies 
much  of  that  unselfishness  which  forms 
that  staple  of  the  national  character  which 
so  greatly  recommends  them  to  strangers. 

If  I  do  not  speak  of  the  other  characters 
of  the  book,  it  is  because  1  feel  that  what- 
ever humble  merit  the  volume  may  possess, 
is  ascribable  to  the  truthfulness  of  this 
])rineipal  personage.  It  is  less  the  Dodd 
family  for  which  I  would  bespeak  the 
reader's  interest,  than  for  the  trials  of 
Kenny  Dodd  himself,  his  thoughts  and 
oi)inions. 

Finallv,  let  me  observe  that  this  story 
has  had  "the  fortune  to  be  better  liked  by 
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my  friends,  and  less  valued  by  tlie  pub- 
lic, than  any  other  of  my  books. 

I  wrote  it,  as  I  have  said,  with  pleasure  ; 
well  satisfied  slionld  1  be  that  any  of  my 
readers  might  ])eruse  it  witli  as  much.  It 
was  phinned  and  executed  in  a  (piiet  little 
cotta.2:e  in  the  (Julf  of  Spezia,  something 
more  than  six  yeai's  ago.  1  um  again  in 
the  same  hapi\y  spot ;  and,  as  I  turn  over 
tiie  i)ages,  not  altogether  lost  to  some  of 
the  enjoyment  they  once  afforded  me  in 
the  writing,  and  even  moi'e  than  ])efoi« 
anxious  that  I  should  not  l»e  alone  in  that 
sentiment. 

It  is  in  vain,  however,  for  an  author  to 
bespeak  favor  for  that  which  comes  not 
recommended  by  merits  of  its  own  ;  and  if 
Kenny  Dodd  finds  no  acceptance  with  you 
on  his  own  account,  it  is  ho])eless  to  expect 
that  he  will  be  served  by  the  introduction 
of  so  partial  a  friend  as 

Your  devoted  servant, 

CHARLES  LEVER. 

Marola,  Gulf  of  Spezia, 
October  1,  1^59. 


LETTER  I. 


TO  MR.  THOMAS  PCRCELL,  OF  THE  GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

Hotel  des  Bains,  Ostend. 

Dear  Tom, — Here  we  are  at  last — as 
tired  and  sea-sick  a  party  as  ever  landed 
on  the  same  shore  !  Twenty-eight  hours 
of  it,  from  the  St.  Katharine  Docks,  six 
of  them  bobbing  opposite  Margate  in  a  fog 
— ringing  a  big  bell  all  the  time,  and  fir- 
ing minute-guns,  lest  some  thumping  Li- 
diaman  or  a  homeward-bound  Peninsular 
should  run  into  us — and  five  more  sailing 
up  and  down  before  Ostend,  till  it  was  safe 
to  cross  the  bar,  and  enter  the  blackguard- 
little  harbor.  The  Phce)iix—i\y,\.t  was  our 
boat — started  the  night  before  the  Paul 
Jones  mail-packet,  and  we  only  beat  her  by 
a  neck  after  all  !  And  this  was  a  piece  of 
Mrs.  Dodd's  economy  :  the  Ph(enix  only 
charges  *' ten-and-six"  for  the  first  cabin  ; 
but,  Avhat  with  the  board  for  a  day  and  a 
night,  boats  to  fetch  you  out,  and  boats  to 
fetch  you  in,brandy-and-water  against  the 
sickness — much  good  it  Avas  ! — soda-water, 
stewards,  and  the  devil  knows  what  of 
broken  crockery  —  James  fell  into  the 
"  cuddy,'"'  I  think  they  call  it,  and  smaslied 
two  dozen  and  three  wine-glasses,  the  most 
of  a  blue  tea-service,  and  a  big  tureen — tlie 
economy  turned  out  a  ''delusion  and  a 
tnare,"  as  they  say  in  the  House.    It's  over 


now,  thank  God  I  and  except  some  bruises 
against  the  bulkheads  and  a  toUch  of 
jaundice,  I'm  nothing  the  worse.  We 
landed  at  niglit,  and  were  marched  off  in  a 
gang  to  the  Custom  House.  Such  a  time 
i  never  spent  before  !  for  Avhen  they  upset 
all  our  things  on  the  floor,  there  was  no 
getting  them  into  the  trunks  again  ;  and 
so  we  made  our  way  through  the  streets, 
with  shawls,  and  muffs,  and  silk  dresses 
all  round  us,  like  a  set  of  play-actors.  As 
for  me,  I  carried  a  tui-ban  in  one  hand, 
and  a  tray  of  artificial  flowers  in  the  other, 
with  a  toque  on  my  head  and  a  bird-of- 
paradise  feather  in  my  mouth.  James  fell, 
crossing  the  plank,  with  three  bran-new 
frocks  and  a  bonnet  of  the  girls',  and  a 
thing  Mrs.  D.  calls  a  "  visite" — egad,  they 
made  a  visite  of  it,  sure  enough,  and  are 
likely  to  stay  some  time  there,  for  they  are 
under  some  five  feet  .of  black  mud,  that 
has  lain  there  since  before  the  memory  of 
man.  This  wasn't  the  worst  of  it ;  for 
Mrs.  D.  not  seeing  very  well  in  the  dark, 
gave  one  of  the  passport  peoide  a  box  on 
the  ear  that  she  meant  for  poor  Paddy,  and 
we  were  hauled  up  before  the  polic'e,  and 
made  pay  thirty  fi-ancs  for  "insulting  the 
authorities,"  with  something  written  on 
our  passport  besides,  describing  my  wife  as 
a  dangerous  kind  of  woman,  that  ought 
to  bo  looked  after.  Poor  Mathews  had  a 
funny  song,  that  ran — 

If  ever  you  travel,  it  mustn't  seem  queer 

That  you  sometimes  gel  rubs  that  you  never  get  here; 

But,  faith,  it  appears  to  me  that  we  have 
fallen  in  with  a  most  uncommon  alloAvance 
of  friction.  Perhaps  it's  all  for  the  best, 
and  by  a  little  roughing  at  first,  we'll  the 
sooner  accustom  ourselves  to  our  new  po- 
sition. 

You  know  that  I  never  thought  much  of 
this  notion  of  coming  abroad,  but  Mrs.  D. 
was  full  of  it,  and  gave  me  neither  peace 
nor  ease  till  I  consented.  To  be  sure,  if  it 
only  realizes  the  half  of. what  she  says,  it's 
a  good  s])ecu]ation — great  economy — tip- 
top education  for  Tom  and  the  girls — ele- 
gant society  without  expense — fine  climate 
— and  wine  for  the  pi-ice  of  the  bottles. 
I'm  sorry  to  leave  Dodsborough.  I  got 
into  a  way  of  living  there  that  suited  me  ; 
and  even  in  the  few  days  I  spent  in  Lon- 
don, I  was  missing  my  morning's  walk 
round  the  big  turnip-field,  and  my  little 
gossip  with  Joe  Moone.  Poor  Joe  !  don't 
let  him  want  while  I'm  away,  and  be  sure 
to  give  him  his  turf  off  our  own  bog.  We 
won't  be  able  to  di-ain  the  Lough  meadows 
this  year,  for  we'll  want  every  sixpence  we 
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can  lay  our  hands  on  for  a  start.  Mrs.  D. 
says,  **  'Tis  the  way  you  begin  abroad  de- 
cides everything  ;  and,  faith,  our  open- 
ing, up  to  this,  has  not  been  too  prosper- 
ous. 

I  tlionglit  we'd  liave  got  plenty  of  letters 
of  rGCOinineiidatioii  for  the  Continent  wliile 
we  wore  in  London  ;  but  it  is  downright 
impossible  to  see  people  there.  A'ickers, 
our  menibci',  was  never  at  lionie,  and  Lord 
Puniniistone — I  might  besiege  Downing 
Street  from  morning  till  night,  and  never 
get  a  sigiit  of  him  !  I  wrote  as  many  as 
twenty  letters,  and  it  was  only  when  1  be- 
thought me  of  saying  that  the  Whigs  never 
did  anything  except  for  people  of  the  Grey, 
Elliott,  or  iiundas  famil}-,  that  he  sent  me 
five  lines,  with  a  kind  of  introduction  to 
any  of  the  envoys  or  plenipotentiaries  I 
might  meet  abroad — a  roving  commission 
after  a  dinner — sorrow  more  or  less  !  I 
believe,  however,  that  this  is  of  no  conse- 
(|uencc  :  at  least,  a  most  agreeable  man, 
one  Krauth,  the  sub-consul  at  jMoelen- 
drach,  somewhere  in  Holland,  and  who 
came  over  in  the  same  ])acket  with  us,  tells 
me  tliat  people  of  condition,  like  us,  find 
their  place  in  the  genteel  society  abroad  as 
naturally  as  a  man  with  moustaches  goes 
to  Leicester  Square.  That  seems  a  com- 
fort, for,  between  me  and  you,  the  fighting 
and  scrambling  that  goes  on  at  home  about 
loho  we'll  have,  and  who'll  have  w^,  makes 
life  little  better  than  an  election  shindyl 
K.  is  a  mighty  nice  man,  and  full  of  in- 
formation. He  ap])ears  to  be  rich,  too, 
for  Tom  saw  as  many  as  thirteen  gold 
watches  in  his  room  ;  and  he  has  chains, 
and  pins,  and  brooches  without  end.  He 
was  trying  to  ])ersnade  us  to  spend  the 
winter  at  Mojleiidrach,  where,  besides  a 
heavenly  climate,  there  are  such  beautiful 
walks  on  the  dykes,  and  elegant  society  ! 
Mrs.  D.  doesji'tlike  it,  however,  for  though 
we've  been  looking  all  the  morning,  we 
can't  find  the  place  on  the  maj) ;  but  that 
doesn't  signify  much,  since  even  our  Post 
town  of  Kellyunaignabacklish  is  put  down 
in  the  "  Gazetteer  "  "  a  small  village  on  the 
road  to  liruff,"  aiul  no  mention  whatever  of 
the  police  station,  nor  HannJgan's  seliool, 
nor  the  pound.  'I'hat's  the  way  the  black- 
guards makes  books  now-a-days  !  Mary 
Anne  is  all  for  Brussels,  and,  afterward, 
Germany  and  the  Rhine,  "but  we  can  fix 
upon  nothing  yet.  Send  me  the  letter  of 
credit  on  Brussels  in  any  case,  for  we'll 
stay  there,  to  look  about  us,  a  few  weeks. 
If  the  two  town-lands  cannot  be  kept  out 
of  the  "  encumbered  estates,"  there's  no 
help  for  it :  but  sure  any  of  our  friends 
would  bid  a  trifle,  and  not  see  them  knocked 


down  at  seven  or  eight  years'  purchase. 
If  TuUylicknaslatterley  was  drained,  and 
the  stones  ofE  it,  and  a  good  to])  dressing 
of  lime. for  two  years,  you'd  see  as  fine  a 
crop  of  oats  there  as  ever  you'd  wish  ;  and 
there  hasn't  been  an  "outrage,"  as  they 
call  it,  on  the  same  land  since  they  shot 
M'Shea,  last  .September ;  and  when  you 
consider  the  times,  and  the  way  winter  set 
in  early,  this  year,  'tis  saying  a  good  deal. 
I  wish  Prince  Albert  would  take  some  of 
these  farms,  as  they  said  he  would.  Kever 
mind  inclosing  the  town  ])arks,  we  can't 
afford  it  just  now  ;  but  mind  that  you  look 
after  the  })reserves.  If  there's  a  cock  shot 
in  the  boundary-wood,  I'll  turn  out  every 
mother's  son  of  the  barony. 

I  was  going  to  tell  you  about  Nick  Ma- 
hon's  holding,  but  it's  gone  clean  out  of 
my  head,  for  I  was  called  away  to  the 
police-ofiice  to  bail  out  Paddy  Pyrne,  tiie 
dirty  little  spalpeen  ;  I  wish  1  never  took 
him  from  home.  He  saw  a  man  running 
off  with  a  yellow  valise — this  is  his  story — 
and  thinking  it  was  mine,  he  gave  him 
chase  ;  he  douljled  and  turned — now,  un- 
der an  omnibus,  now,  through  a  dark  pas- 
sage— till  Paddy  overtook  him  at  last,  and 
gave  him  a  clippeen  on  the  left  ear,  and  a 
neat  touch  of  the  foot  that  sent  him  sprawl- 
ing. This  done,  Pat  shouldered  the  spoil, 
and  made  for  the  inn  ;  but  what  d'ye 
think  ?  It  turned  out  to  be  another  man's' 
trunk,  and  Paddy  was  taken  up  for  the 
robbery  ;  and  what  with  the  swearing  of 
the  police,  Pat's  yells,  and  Mrs.  D.'s  French, 
I  have  passed  such  a  half-hour  as  I  hope 
never  to  see  again.  Two  "naps."  settled 
it  all,  however,  and  five  francs  to  the  l>ri- 
gadier,  as  well-dressed  a  chap  us  the  com- 
mander of  the  forces  at  home ;  but 
foreigners,  it  seems,  are  the  devil  for  brib- 
ery. When  I  told  Pat  I'd  stop  it  out  of 
his  wages,  he  was  for  rushing  out,  and 
taking  what  he  called  the  worth  of  his 
money  out  of  the  blackguard  ;  so  that  I  had 
to  lock  him  into  my  room,  and'there  he  is 
now,  crying  and  screeching  like  mad. 

'J'his  will  be  my  excuse  for  anything  I 
may  make  in  way  of  mistakes  ;  for,  to  say 
tiuth,  my  head  is  fairly  nioidered  !  As  it 
is,  we've  lost  a  trunk  ;  anil  when  Mrs.  I). 
discovers  that  it  was  the  one  containing  all 
licr  new  silk  dresses,  and  a  famous  red  vel- 
vet that  was  to  take  the  shir.o  out  of  the 
Tuileries,  we'll  have  the  devil  to  pay ! 
She's  in  a  blessed  humor  besides,  for  she 
says  she  saw  the  Bi'igadicr  wink  at  Mary 
Anne,  and  that  it  was  a  good  kicking  he 
deserved,  instead  of  a  five-franc  piece  ;  and 
now  she's  turning  on  me  in  the  veriiacular, 
in  which,  1  regret  to  say,  her  fluency  ha^. 
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no  impediment.     I  must  now  conclude,  ni}' 
dciir  Tom,  for  it  is  quite  beyond  me  to  re- 
member more  tlian  tbat  I  am,  as  ever, 
Your  sincere  friend, 

Kenny  I.  Dodd. 
Betty  Cobb  insists  upon  being  sent 
home  ;  this  is  more  of  it !  Tiie  journey 
will  cost  a  ten-pound  note,  if  Mrs.  D.  can't 
succeed  in  (urning  her  off  of  it.  I'm  afraid 
the  economy,  at  least,  begins  badly. 


LETTER  II. 

MRS.    DODD   TO  MISTRESS    MARY  GALLAGHER,  AT  DODS- 
BOROUGH. 

Hotel  of  the  Baths,  Ostend. 

Dear  ^Molly, — Tins  is  the  first  blessed 
moment  of  quiet  I've  had  since  I  quitted 
home  ;  and  even  now  there's  the  table 
d'hote  of  sixty-two  in  the  next  room,  and 
a  brass  band  in  the  lobby,  with,  to  be  sure, 
the  noisiest  set  of  Avretches  as  waiters  ever 
I  heard,  shouting,  screaming,  knife-jing- 
ling, plate-crasliing,  and  cork-drawing— till 
my  head  is  fairly  turned  Avith  the  turmoil. 
Tiie  expense  is  cruel  besides — eighteen 
francs  a  day  for  the  rooms,  although  James 
sleeps  in  the  "salon  ;"  and  if  you  saw  the 
bed — his  father  swears  it  was  a  mignonette- 
box  in  one  of  the  windows  !  The  eating  is 
beautiful  ;  that  must  be  allowed.  Two 
soups,  three  fishes,  five  roast  chickens,  and 
a  piece  of  veal,  stewed  with  cherries  ;  a 
dish  of  choi)s  with  chicory,  and  a  meat-pie 
garnished  Avith  cockscombs — you  may  be 
sure  I  didn't  touch  them  ;  after  them  tiiere 
was  a  carp,  with  treacle,  and  a  big  plate  of 
larks  and  robins,  with  eggs  of  the  same, 
all  round.  Then  came  the  lieavy  eating  : 
a  roast  joint  of  beef,  Avith  a  batter-pudding, 
and  a  turkey  stuffed  Avith  chestnuts,  ducks 
ditto,  Avith  olives  and  onions,  and  a  mush-* 
room  tart,  made  of  grated  cliickens  and 
other  coiuliments.  As  for  the  sweets,  I 
don't  remember  the  half  of  tliem,  nor  do  I 
like  to  try  ;  for  poor  dear  James  got  a  kind 
of  surfeit  and  Avas  obliged  to  go  to  bed  and 
haA'e  a  doctor — a  complaint,  they  tell  me 
mighty  common  amongst  the  English  on 
first  coming  at)road.  lie  Avas  a  nice  man, 
and  only  cluirged  five  francs.  I  Avish  you'd 
tell  Peter  Belton  that  ;  for  though  Ave  sub- 
scribe a  })()und  a  year  to  the  Dispensary, 
Mr.  Peter  rhinks  to  get  six  shillings  a  visit 
every  time  he  comes  over  to  Dodsborough 
— a  pleasant  ride  of  eleven  miles — and  sure 
of  something  to  eat  besides  ;  and  now  that 
I  think  of  it,  Molly,  'tis  Avhat's  called  the 
learned  professions  in  Ireland  is  eating  us 


all  up — the  attorneys,  the  doctors,  the  par- 
sons. Look  at  them  abroad  :  Mr.  Krauth, 
a  remai'kably  nice  man,  and  a  consul,  tolcl 
me  last  night,  that  for  two-and-sixpence 
of  our  money  you'd  have  the  best  advice, 
laAV  or  medical,  the  continent  affords,  and 
even  that  same  is  a  comfort ! 

The  table  d'hote  is  not  Avithout  some 
drawbacks,  however,  my  dear  Molly,  for 
only  yesterday  I  caught  an  officer,  the 
brigadier  of  the  gendarmerie  they  call  him, 
throwing  sly  glances  at  Mary  Anne  across 
the  table.  I  mentioned  it  to  K.  I.,  but 
like  all  fathers  that  Avere  a  little  free 
and  easy  Avhen  young,  he  said,  "Pooh! 
nonsense,  dear.  'Tis  the  Avay  of  foreign- 
ers ;  you'll  get  used  to  it  at  last."  We 
dined  to-day  in  our  own  room  ;  and  just  to 
punish  us,  as  I  suppose,  they  gave  ns  a 
scrag  of  mutton,  and  tAvo  blue-legged 
chickens  ;  and  by  the  bill  before  me — for 
I  have  it  made  up  every  day — I  see  "  diner 
particulier"  put  down  five  francs  a  lieaci, 
and  the  table  d'hote  is  for  two  I 

K.  I.  Avas  in  a  blessed  passion,  and  curs- 
ed my  infernal  prudery,  as  he  called  it. 
To  be  sure,  I  didn't  know  it  Avas  to  cost 
us  a  matter  of  fifteen  francs.  And  now 
he's  gone  off  to  the  cafe,  and  Mary  Anne  is 
crying  in  her  own  room,  Avhilc  Caroline  is 
nursing  James  ;  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
Betty  Cobb  is  no  earthly  use  to  us,  and  as 
for  Paddy  Byrne,  'tis  bailing  him  out  of 
the  police-office  and  paying  fines  for  him 
we  are,  all  day. 

We'll  scarcely  save  much  this  first  quar- 
ter, for  Avhat  Avith  traveling  ex})enses  and 
the  loss  of  my  trunk — I  beheve  I  told  you 
that  some  villain  carried  uAvay  the  yelloAv 
valise,  Avith  the  black  satin  trimmed  Avitli 
blonde,  and  the  peach-colored  "gros  de 
Naples,"  and  my  tAvo  elegant  ball-dresses 
one  covered  with  real  Limerick  lace — these 
losses,  and  the  little  contingencies  of  the 
road,  will  run  aAvay  Avith  most  of  our  econo- 
mies ;  but  if  we  live  we  learn,  and  we'll  do 
better  afterward. 

I  never  expected  it  would  be  all  pure 
gain,  Molly  ;  but  isn't  it  Avorth  something 
to  see  life — to  get  one's  children  the  polish 
and  refinement  of  the  Continent — to  teach 
them  foreign  tongues  Avith  the  real  accent 
— to  mix  in  the  very  highest  circles,  and 
learn  all  the  Avays  of  ])eople  of  fashion  ? 
Besides,  Dodsborough  Avas  dreadful  ;  K.  I. 
Avas  settling  down  to  a  common  farmer, 
and,  in  a  year  or  two  more,  Avould  never 
have  asked  any  higher  company  than  Pur- 
cell  and  Father  Mahcr  ;  as  for  James,  he 
Avas  always  out  Avith  the  greyhounds,  or 
shooting,  or  something  of  the  l<jnd  ;  and 
lastly,  you  saw  yourself  what  was  going' on 
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between  Poior  Bolton,an(l  Mary  Aimcl  .  .  . 
She  miglit  have  had  the  pride  and  decency 
to  h)()k  hif^iier  tlian  a  di.si)ensai'y  (htctor. 
I  told  her  that  her  mother's  family  was 
M'Carthys,  and,  indeed,  it  was  not.liinf^ 
hnt  the  bad  times  ever  made  me  think  of 
Kenny  Dodd,  Not  tliat  I  don't  tliink 
well  of  poor  Peter,  but  sure  it's  hard  to 
dress  well,  and  keep  three  horses,  and 
make  a  decent  ap})earance  on  less  than 
eighty  pounds  a  year — not  to  talk  of  a  wife 
at  all"! 

I  hope  you'll  get  Christy  into  the  police 
— tiiey  are  just  tiie  same  as  tlie  Hussars, 
and  not  so  costly,  lie  sure  that  you  send 
off  the  two  trunks  to  Ostend  with  the  first 
sailing  vessel  from  Limerick  ;  they'll  only 
cost  one-and-fourpence  a  cubic  foot,  what- 
ever that  is,  and  1  believe  they'll  come  just 
as  speedy  as  by  steam.  Fm  sorry  for  poor 
Nancy  Doran  ;  she'll  be  a  loss  to  us  in  the 
dairy;  but  maybe  she'll  recover  yet.  How 
can  you  explain  Brindled  Judy  not  being 
in  calf  ?  I  can  scarce  believe  it  yet.  If  it 
be  true,  however,  you  must  sell  her  at  the 
S})ring  fair.  Father  Maher  had  a  conceit 
out  of  her.  Try  if  he  is  disposed  to  give 
ten  pounds,  or  guineas — guineas  if  you  can, 
Molly. 

There's  no  curing  that  rash  in  Caroline's 
face,  and  it's  making  her  miserable.  I've 
lost  Peter's  receipt  ;  and  it  was  the  only 
thing  stopped  the  itching.  Try  and  get  a 
copy  of  it  from  liim  ;  but  say  it's  for  l>etty 
Cobb. 

I  was  interrupted,  my  dear  Molly,  by  a 
visit  from  a  young  gentleman  wliose  visit- 
ing-card bears  the  name  of  Victor  de  Lanc}"", 
come  to  ask  after  James — a  very  niee])iece  of 
attention,  considering  that  he  only  met  us 
once  at  the  tjible  d'hote.  He  and  Mary  Anne 
talked  a  great  deal  together  :  for,  as  he 
doesn't  speak  English,  I  could  only  smile 
and  say  "we-we,"  occasionally,  ll-e's  as 
anxious  about  James  as  if  lie  was  his 
brother,  and  Avanted  to  sit  up  the  night 
with  him  ;  though  what  use  would  it  be  ? 
for  poor  J.  doesn't  know  a  word  of  French, 
yet.  Mary  Anne  tells  me  that  he's  a 
count,  and  that  his  family  was  very  high 
under  the  late  king  ;  bu.t  it's  di'eadful  to 
hear  him  talk  of  Louis  Philippe  and  the 
Orleans  branch.  He  mentioned,  too,  that 
they  set  spies  after  him  wherever  he  goes  , 
and,  indeed,  Mary  Anne  saw  a  gendarme 
looking  up  at  the  window  all  the  time  he 
was  with  us. 

He  silent  two  hours  and  a  half  here  ;  aiid 
I  must  say,  Molhr,  foreigners  have  a  won- 
derful way  of  ingratiating  themselves  with 
one  :  we  felt,  when  he  Was  gone  away,  as 
jf  Ave  knew  him  all  our  life.     Don't  pay 


I  any  attention    to   Mat,  but   sell   the  fruit, 
'  and  send  me  the  money  ;  and  as  for  Bandy 
j  Bob,  what's  the   use  of  feeding  him  now 
I  we're  away  ?     Take  care  that  the  advertise- 
I  ment  about  Dodsborougli.  is  in   the  Mail 
'and  the  Packet  every  week  :   "A  residence 
:  fit  for  a  nobleman  or  gentleman's  family — 
I  most  extensive   out-oftices,  and  two  hun- 
j  drcd    acres    of    land,    moi'e    if    required," 
i  ought  to  let  easy  !     To  be  sure,  it's  in  Ire- 
land, ilolly,  that's  the  worst  of  it.     There 
isn't  a  little   bit  of  a  lodging  here  on  the 
sands,    with    rush-bottom    chairs    and    a 
painted  table,  doesn't  bring  fifty  francs  a 
week  ! 

I  must  conclude  now,  for  it's  nigh  post- 
hour.  Be  sure  you  look  after  the  trunks 
and  the  pony.  Never  mind  sending  the 
Limerick  paper  ;  it  costs  three  sous,  and 
has  never  anything  ncAv.  K.  I.  sees  the 
7'imcs  at  the  rooms,  and  they  give  all  the 
outrages  just  .as  Avell  as  the  Irish  papers. 
.By  the  way,  avIio  was  the  Judkin  Delaney 
that  was  killed  atBiaiflf  ?  Sure  it  isn't  the 
little  creature  that  collected  the  County- 
Cess  ;  it  would  be  a  disgrace  if  it  was ;  he 
wasn't  five  foot  high  ! 

Tell  Father  Maher  to  send  me  a  few 
threatening  lines  for  Betty  Cobb :  'tis 
nothing  but  the  priest's  word  will  keep  her 
down. 

Your  most  affectionate  friend, 

.Jemima  Dodd. 


LETTKPt  III. 

MISS  DODD   TO   JIISS   DOOLAN,    OF   BALLYDOOLAX. 

Hotel  de  Bellevue,  Brussels. 

Dearest  Kitty, — If  anything  could  di- 
vert the  mind  from  sorroAv — from  the 
"  grief  that  sears  and  scalds  " — it  would  be 
the  delightful  existence  of  this  charming 
city,  Avhere  associations  of  the  past  and 
present  pleasure  divide  attention  between 
them.  We  are  stc)p])ing  at  the  Bellevue, 
the  great  hotel  of  the  upper  town  :  but  my 
delight,  my  ecstasy,  is  the  old  oily — the 
Grande  Place,  especially,  with  its  curious 
arfthitecture  of  medianal  taste,  its  high 
polished  roofs,  and  carved  architraves.  I 
stood  yesterday  at  the  window  where  Count 
Egm oil t  marched  forth  to  the  sealfold — 1 
touched  the  chair  where  jioor  Horn  sat  for 
the  last  time,  whilst  his  fainting  Avife  fell 
powerless  at  his  knees,  and  I  thought — yes 
dearest  Kitty,  I  own  it — I  thought  of  that 
last  dreadful  parting  in  the  summer-house, 
Avith  poor  Peter.  "My  tears  arc  blotting 
out  the  Avords  as  T  write  them.  Why — 
why,  I  ask,  must  Ave  be  Avretched  ?     Why 
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lire  wc  not  free  to  face  tlie  Iniinljlc  destiny 
which  more  sordid  spirits  would  shrink 
from  ?  What  is  there  in  narrow  fortune, 
if  the  heart  soars  above  it  ?  I'apa  is,  liow- 
ever,  more  inexorable  than  ever  ;  and  as 
for  mamma,  she  looks  at  me  as  though  I 
were  the  disgrace  of  our  name  and  lineage. 
Gary  never  did — never  could  understand 
me,  poor  child  I — may  she  never  know 
what  it  is  to  suffer  as  I  do  !  liut  why  do  I 
distress  you  Avith  my  sorrows  ? — "  let  me 
tune  my  Inirp  to  lighter  lays,"  as  that 
sweet  poet,  Ilayncs  Bailey,  says.  AVe  were 
yesterday  at  the  great  hail  of  Count 
lIaegenstroein,the  Danish  iimbassadorhcre. 
Papa  received  a  large  packet  of  letters  of 
introduction  on  Monday  last,  from  the 
Foreign  Office.  It  would  seem  that  Lord 
P.  thought  pa  was  a  member,  for  he  ad- 
dressed him  as  M.  P.  ;  but  the  mistake  has 
been  so  far  fortunate,  that  we  are  invited 
on  Tuesday  to  dine  at  Lord  Gledworth's, 
our  ambassador  here,  and  we  have  his  box 
for  to-night  at  the  opera — not  to  speak  of 
last  night's  invitation,  which  came  from 
him.  I  wore  my  amber  gauze  over  the 
satin  slip,  Avitli  the  '•  jonquilles  "  and  white 
roses,  two  camellias  in  my  hair,  with 
mamma's  coral  cliain  twined  through  the 
roll  at  the  back.  Count  Ambrose  de  Koncy 
called  me  a  ''rose-cameo,*'  and  I  believe  I 
did  look  my  best.  I  danced  with  "Prince 
ISierra  d'Aguila  Nero,"  a  Sicilian  that 
ought  to  be  King  of  Sicily,  and  will,  they 
say,  if  the  King  of  JS^aples  dies  without 
leaving  seven  sons.  What  a  splendid  man, 
Kitty  !  not  tall,  rather  the  reverse  ;  but 
such  eyes,  and  such  a  beard,  and  so  per- 
fumed !  the  very  air  around  him  was  like 
the  garden  of  Attarghul !  He  spoke  very 
little  English,  and  could  not  bear  to  talk 
French  ;  he  said  the  French  betrayed  "la 
sua  carissima  patria  ;  "  and  so,  my  dear 
Kitty,  I  did  my  best  in  the  syllables  of  the 
sweet  South.  He,  at  least,  called  my  ac- 
cent "divina,"  and  said  that  he  would 
come  and  read  Petrarch  with  me  to-mor- 
row. Don't  let  Peter  be  a  fool  when  he 
hears  this.  The  prince  is  in  a  very  dif- 
ferent si)here  from  i)oor  Mary  Anne  !  he 
always  dances  with  Queen  Victoria  when 
he's  at  Windsor,  and  called  our  Prince 
Consort  "II  suo  diletto  Alberto;"  and 
more  than  all,  he's  married,  but  separated 
from  the  princess.  He  told  me  this  him- 
self, and  with  what  terrible  emotion, 
Kitty !  I  thought  of  Charles  Kean  in 
"Claude  Melnotte,"  as  he  spoke  in  a  low 
guttural  voice,  with  his  hand  on  his 
bosom.  It  Avas  very  dreadful,  but  these 
temperaments,  molded  alike  by  southern 
climes  and  ancient  descent,  are  awful  in 


their  passionate  vehemence.  I  assure  you, 
it  was  a  relief  to  me  when  he  stoped  one  of 
the  trays  and  took  a  pineapple  ice.  I  felt 
that  it  was  a  moment  of  peril  passed  in 
safety.  You  can  form  no  notion,  dearest, 
of  the  fascination  of  foreign  manners, 
something  there  is  so  gently  insinuating, 
so  captivating,  so  bewitching,"  and  withal 
so  natural,  Kitty — that's  the  very  strangest 
thing  of  all.  There  is  absolutely  nothing 
a  foreigner  cannot  say  to  you.  I  almost 
blush  as  I  think  of  what,  I  now  know, 
must  have  been  the  veriest  common])lace 
of  society,  but  Avhich  to  my  ears,  in  all 
tlicir  untutored  ignorance,  sounded  very 
odd. 

Mamma — and  you  know  her  prudery — 
is  actually  in  ecstasy  with  them.  The 
prince  said  to  me  last  night,  "  Savez-vous, 
Mademoiselle  !  Madame  votre  mere  est 
d'une  beaute  classique  ?  "  and  1  assure  you 
ma  was  delighted  with  the  compliment 
when  she  heard  it.  Papa  is  not  so  tract- 
able :  he  calls  them  the  most  atrocious 
names,  and  has  all  the  old  prejudices  about 
the  Continent  that  we  see  in  the  old 
farces.  Cary  is,  however,  worse  agfiin,  and 
thinks  their  easy  elegance  is  impertinence, 
and  all  the  graceful  charm  of  their  manner 
nothing  but — her  own  words — ''egregious 
vanity."  Shall  I  Avhisper  you  a  bit  of  a 
secret  ?  Well  then,  Kitty,  the  reason  of 
this  repugnance  may  be,  that  she  makes  no 
impression  whatever,  notwithstanding  her 
beauty  ;  and  there  is  no  denying  that  she 
does  not  possess  the  gift — whatever  it  be — 
of  fascination.  She  has,  besides,  a  species 
of  antipathy  to  everything  foreign,  that  she 
makes  no  effort  to  disguise.  A  rather  un- 
fortunate acquaintance  ma  made,  on  board 
the  steam-paeket,  with  a  certain  Mr. 
Krauth,  who  called  himself  sub-consul  of 
somewhere  in  Holland,  but  who  turned 
out  to-be  a  Jew  peddler,  has  given  C'ary 
such  an  opportunity  of  inveighing  against 
all  foreigners,  that  she  is  positively  unen- 
durable. This  Krauth,  I  must  say,  was 
atrociously  vulgar,  and  shockingly  ugly  ; 
but,  as  he  could  talk  some  broken  English, 
ma  rather  liked  him,  and  we  had  him  to 
tea  ;  after  which,  he  took  James  home  to 
his  lodgings,  to  show  him  some  wonderful 
stuft'cd  birds  that  he  Avas  bringing  to  the 
royal  princesses.  I  have  not  patience  to  tell 
you  all  the  narrative,  but  the  end  of  it  Avas 
that  poor  dear  James,  having  given  all  his 
pocket-money  and  his  silver  pencil-case  for 
a  tin  musical  snuff'-box,  that  Avon't  l)lay 
Weber's  last  Avaltz,  except  in  jeiks  like  a 
hiccough,  actually  exchanged  two  dozen  of 
his  ncAV  shirts  for  a  box  of  Havanna  cigars 
and  a  cigar-case   with  a  picture  of  Fanny 
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Elssler   on   it!     Papa  was  in    a   towcrin<T| 
passion  when  he  lieard  of  it,  and  hastened  | 
off  to  K's  lodgings  :    but   he   had   ah-eady 
decanipcd.     Tiiis  unhappy  incident  tlirew 
:i  sliade  over  our  hist  few  (hiys  at  Ostcnd  ;  ' 
for  James  never  came  down  to  dine,  but  sat 
in  his  own  room   smoking   tlio    atrocious 
cigars,  and  contemplating  the  portrait  of 
the  charming   Fanny — pursuits    which,   I 
must  say,  seemed   to  have  conduced   to  a 
most  melancholy  and  despondent  frame  of 
mind. 

There  was  another  ^'  luhavenfure,'"  my 
dearest  Kitty.  My  thanks  to  that  sweet 
language  for  the  word  by  which  I  charac- 
terize it  !  A  certain  Count  Victor  de  Lan- 
cy,  who  made  acquaintance  with  us  at  the 
table  d'hote,  and  was  presuming  enough 
to  visit  us  afterwards,  turned  out  to  be  a 
common  thief  !  and  Avho,  though  under 
the  surveillance  of  the  police,  made  away 
with  ma's  workbox  and  her  gold  spectacles, 
putting  on  pa's  paletot,  and  a  new  plaid 
belonging  to  James,  as  he  passed  out.  It 
is  very  shocking ;  but  confess,  dearest, 
what  a  hind  it  must  be,  where  the  peddlers 
are  insinuating,  and  the  very  pickpockets 
have  all  the  ease  and  breeding  of  the  best 
society.  I  assure  you  that  I  couhl  not 
credit  the  guilt  of  M.  de  L.,  until  the  bri- 
gadier came  5'esterday  to  in(|uire  about  our 
losses,  and  take  what  he  called  his  "  si(/- 
nalemoit."  I  thought,  for  a  moment  or 
two,  that  he  had  made  a  mistake,  Kitty, 
and  was  come  for  vrine  ;  for  he  looked  into 
my  eyes  in  such  a  way,  and  spoke  so  softly, 
tluit  I  began  to  blush  ;  and  ]\Iamma,  al- 
ways on  the  watch,  bridled  up,  and  said, 
'*  Mary  Anne  ! "  in  that  voice  you  must  so 
well  remember  ;  and  so  it  is,  my  dear 
friend,  the  Thief,  and  the  Constable,  and 
I  have  no  doubt,  too,  the  Judge,  the  Jury, 
•and  the  jailor,  are  all  on  the  same  beat  ! 

I  have  just  been  called  away  to  see  such 
a  love  of  a  rose  tunic,  all  glace,  to  be  Avorn 
over  a  dull  slate-colored  ju])e,  looped  up 
at  one  side,  with  Avhite  camellias  and  lilies 
of  the  valley.  Think  of  me,  Kitty,  with 
my  hair  drawn  back  and  slightly  powdered, 
red  heels  to  my  shoes,  and  a  great  fan 
hanging  to  my  side,  like  grave  Aunt  Susan 
in  tlie  picture,  wanting  nothing  but  the 
love-sick  swain  that  ])lays  the  flageolet  at 
her  feet! — Madame  Adele,  the  nnxliste, 
savs,  "  not  long  to  wait  for  a  dozen  such  '' 
— and  this,  not  for  a  fancy  ball,  dearest, 
but  for  a  simple  evening  party — a  "  dancf- 
able  tea,"  as  papa  will  call  it.  I  vow  to 
you,  Kitty,  that  it  greatly  detracts  from 
the  pictorial  effect  of  this  taste,  to  see  how 
obstinately  men  will  adhere  to  their  present 
ungainly  and  ungraceful  styh  of  dress — 


that  shocking  solecism  in  costume,  a  nar- 
row-tailed coat,  and  those  more  fearful 
outrages  on  shape  and  symmetry  for  wliich 
no  name  has  been  invented  in  any  lan- 
guage. Now,  the  leveling  effect  of  this 
Ijlack  coat  system  is  terrific  ;  and  there  is 
no  distinguishing  a  num  of  real  rank  from 
his  tailor  :  amongst  English  at  least,  for 
the  crosses  and  decorations  go  frequent 
with  foreigners  are  unknown  to  us.  'talk- 
ing of  these,  Kitty,  the  Prince  of  Aguila 
Nero  is  splendid.  He  wears  nearly  every 
bird  and  beast  that  Noah  had  in  the  ark, 
and  a  few  others  quite  unknown  to  ante- 
diluvial  zoology.  These  distinctions  are 
sad  reflecti(ms  on  the  want  of  a  chivalric 
feeling  in  our  country  ;  and  when  we  think 
of  the  heroic  actions,  the  doughty  deeds, 
and  high  achievements  of  these  Paladins, 
we  are  forced  to  blush  for  the  spirit  that 
condemns  us  to  be  a  nation  of  shopkeepers. 

How  I  run  on,  dearest,  from  one  topic 
to  another  !  just  as  to  my  mind  is  pre- 
sented the  delightful  succession  of  objects 
about  me— objects  of*  Avhose  very  existence 
I  did  not  know  till  now  !  And  then  to 
think  of  what  a  life  of  obscurity  and  dark- 
ness we  were  condemned  to,  at  home  ! — 
our  neighborhood,  a  priest,  a  miller,  and 
those  odious  Davises  ;  our  gayeties,  a  de- 
testable dinner  at  the  Grange  ;  our  theat- 
ricals, '•  The  Castle  Specter,"  performed 
in  the  coach-house  ;  and  instead  of  those 
gorgeous  and  splendid  ceremonials  of  our 
church,  so  impressive,  so  soul-subduing, 
Kitty,  the  little  dirty  chapel  at  Bruff.  with 
Larry  Behan,  the  lame  sacristan,  holtbling 
about  and  thrashing  the  urchins  with  the 
handle  of  the  extinguisher  !  his  muttered 
"  If  I  was  near  yeez  ! "  breaking  in  on 
the  "  Oremus,  Domine."  Shall  I  own  it, 
Kitty,  there  is  a  dreadful  vulgarity  about 
our  dear  little  circle  of  Dodsborough  ;  and 
"  one  demoralizes,"  as  the  Fi'ench  say.  by 
the  incessant  ajtpeal  of  low  and  too  famil- 
iar associations. 

I  have  been  again  called  away  to  inter- 
pret for  papa,  with  the  police.  That 
graceless  little  wretch,  Paddy  Byrne,  who 
was  left  behind  by  the  train  at  Ma  lines, 
went  to  eat  his  dinner  at  one  of  the  small 
''Restaurants"  in  the  town,  called  the 
**Cheval  Pie,"  and  not  tinding  rhe  food  to 
his  satisfaction,  got  into  some  kind  of  an 
altercation  with  the  waiter,  when  the  name 
of  the  hostel  coming  up  in  the  disimte, 
suggested  to  Paddy  the  horrid  thought 
that  it  was  the  '"'Horse  Pie-house"  he  had 
chanced  upon — an  idea  so  revolting  to  his 
culinary  prejudices  that  he  smashed  and 
broke  everytJiing  before  him,  and  was  only 
subdued  at  last  by  a  corporal's  party  of  the 
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goiularmei'io,  who  luindculi'od  ;uul  convoyed 
him  to  Brussels  ;  and  here  he  is  now,  cry- 
ing and  calling  himself  a  "poor  boy  that 
was  dragged  from  home,"  and,  in  fact, 
trving  to  })ersuade  liimself  and  all  around 
him  that  he  has  been  sold  into  slavery  by 
a  cruel  master.  Betty  Cobb,  too,  has  just 
joined  the  cliorus,  and  is  eloquently  inter- 
weaving a  litltc  episode  of  Irish  wrongs 
and  sorrows  into  the  tissue  of  Paddy's 
woes  ! 

Betty  is  worse  than  him.  There  is 
nothing  good  enough  for  her  eat  ;  no  bed 
to  sleep  ui)on  ;  she  even  finds  the  Belgians 
deficient  in  cleanliness.  This,  after  Bruff, 
is  a  little  too  bad  !  Mamma,  however, 
stands  by  her  in  everything,  and  in  the  end 
she  will  became  intolerable.  James  intends 
to  send  a  few  lines  to  your  brother  Robert; 
but  if  he  should  fail — not  improbable,  as 
writing,  with  him,  combines  the  double 
difficulties  of  orthography  and  manuscript 
— pi'ay  remember  us  kindly  to  him,  and 
believe  me  ever,  my  dearest  Kitty, 
Your  heart-devoted, 

Mary  Anxe  Dodd. 

P.  B.  must  not  think  of  writing  ;  but 
you  may  tell  him  that  I'm  unchanged, 
unchangeable.  T'he  cold  maxims  of  worldly 
prudence,  the  sordid  calculations  of  worldly 
interests,  affect  me  not.  As  Metastasio 
says  : 

"0,  se  ragione  intenrle 
Subito  amor,  non  e." 

I  know  it — I  feel  it.  There  is  what  Balzac 
calls  iine  j)crversite  divine  in  true  affection, 
that  teaches  one  to  brave  father,  and  moth- 
er, and  brotber,  and  this  glorious  senti- 
ment is  the  cradle  of  true  martyrdom. 
May  my  heart  cherish  this  noble  grief,  and 
never  forget  that  if  there  is  no  struggle, 
there  is  no  victory. 

Do  you  remember  Captain  Morris  of  the 
25th,  the  little  dark  officer  that  came  down 
to  Bruff  after  the  burning  of  the  Sheas  ? 
I  saw  him  yesterday,  but,'Kitty,  how  dif- 
ferently ho  looked  here,  in  his  passe  blue 
frock,  from  his  air  in  "  our  village  ! "  He 
wanted  to  bow,  but  I  cut  him  dead. 
'"No,"  thought  I,  "times  are  changed, 
and  v/e  with  them  !"  Caroline,  who  was 
walking  behind  me  with  James,  however, 
not  only  saluted,  but  spoke  to  him.  He 
said,  "1  see  your  sister  forgets  me  ;  but  I 
know  how  altered  ill-health  has  made  me. 
I  am  going  to  leave  the  service."  He 
asked  where  we  were  sto))ping — a  most  un- 
necessary piece  of  attention  ;  for  after  the 
altercation  he  had  with  pa   on  the  bench 


at  Bruff,  I  think   common   delicacy  might 
lieep  him  from  seeking  us  out. 

Try  and  ])ersuade  your  papa  to  take  you 
abroad,  Kitty,  if  only  for  a  summer  ram- 
ble ;  believe  me  there  is  no  other  refining 
process  like  it.  H"  you  only  saw  James  al- 
ready— you  remember  wdiat  a  sloven  he  was 
— you'd  not  know  him  ;  his  liair  so  nicely 
divided  and  perfumed  ;  his  gloves  so  ac- 
curately fitting  ;  his  boots  perfection  in 
shape  and  polish  ;  and  all  the  dearest  lit- 
tle trinkets  in  the  world — pistols  and  steam 
carriages,  death's  heads,  ships,  and  ser- 
pents— hanging  from  his  watch-chain  ;  and 
as  for  the  top  of  his  cane,  Kitty,  it  is 
paved  with  turquoise,  and  has  a  great  opal 
in  the  middle.  Where,  how,  and  when  he 
got  all  this  "  elegance,"  I  can't  even 
guess,  and  I  see  it  must  be  a  secret,  for 
neither  pa  nor  ma  have  ever  yet  seen  him 
'^  en  gala.''  I  wish  your  brother  Piobert 
was  Avitli  him.  It  would  be  such  an  ad- 
vantage to  him.  I  am  certain.  Trinity 
College  is  all  that  you  say  of  it ;  but  con- 
fess, Kitty,  Dublin  is  terribly  behind  the 
world  in  all  that  regards  civilization  and 
"  ton." 


LETTER  IV. 

JAMES    DODD   TO   ROBERT    DOOLAN,    ESQUIRE,     TRINITY 
COLLEGE,    DUBLIN. 

Hotel  de  Bellevue,  Bnissels. 

Dear  Bob. — Here  we  are,  living  another 
kind  of  life  from  our  old  existence  at  Dods- 
borough  !  We  have  capital  quarters  at  the 
"Bellevue"— a  fine  hotel,  excellent  din- 
ners, and,  what  I  think  not  inferior  to 
either,  a  most  obliging  Jew  money-changer 
hard  by,  who  advances  "  moderate  loans  to 
respectable  parties,  on  personal  security  " 
— a  process  in  which  I  have  already  made 
some  proficiency,  and  with  considerable 
advantage  to  my  outward  man.  The  tai- 
lors are  first-rate,  and  rig  you  out  with 
gloves,  boots,  hat,  even  to  your  cane — 
they  forget  nothing.  The  hair-dressers  are 
also  incomparable.  I  thought  at  first  that 
capillary  attraction  Avas  beyond  me  ;  but, 
to  my  agreeable  surprise,  I  discover  that  I 
boast  a  very  imposing  ''  chevelure.'''  and  a 
bright  promise  of  moustache,  which,  as 
yet,  is  only  faintly  dejjicted  by  a  dusky  line 
on  my  upper  lip. 

•It's  all  nonsense  to  undervalue  dress  ;  I'm 
no  more  the  same  man  in  my  dark-green 
paletot,  trimmed  with  Astracan.  that  I 
was  a  month  ago  in  my  fustian  shooting- 
jacket — than  a  well-plumed  eagle  is  like  a 
half-moulted  turkey.     There  is  an    insep- 
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arable   connection  between  your  coat  and 
your  cbaracter  ;    and  few  tliiuf^s  so  react 
on  the  morality  of  a  man  as  the  cut  of  his 
trousei's.     Nothino^  more  certainly  tells  me 
this,  than    the  feelini^  with  which  I  enter 
any  ])ublic  ])lace  now,  ct)nij)ared  to  what  1 
experienced  a  few  weeks  back.  It  was  then 
half  shame,  half  swa^^L^er — a   conflict   be- 
tween modesty  and  defiance.     Now,  it  is 
the  easy  assurance  of  bein.i^  ''all  ric^ht" — 
the  conviction  that  my  hat,  my  frock,  my 
cravat,  my  vest,  can  stand  the  most  critical 
examination  ;  and  that  if  any  one  be  im- 
pertinent enought  to  indulge  in  the  inquiry 
through   his   eye-glass,  I  have   the   crpial 
privilege  to  return   stare  for   stare,  with, 
mayhap,  an  initiatory  sneer  into  the  bar- 
gain.    ]>y-the-by,  the  habit  of  looking  un- 
utterably fierce  seems  to  be  the  first  lesson 
abroad.  The  passport-people,  as  you  land — 
the  officers  of  the  customs — the  landlord  of 
your  inn — the  waiters — the  railroad  clerks, 
all  *'get   up"  a  general    air  of  sovereign 
contempt  for  everybody  and   everything, 
rather  puzzling  at  first,  but  quite  reassur- 
ing when  you  are  trained  to  reciprocity. 
For    the  time,  I  rather  flatter   myself  to 
have  learned  the  dodge  well;  not  but  I  must 
confess  to  you,  Ix>b,  that  my  education  is 
prosecuted  nnder  difficulties.     During  the 
whole  of  the  morning,  I'm  either  with  the 
governor  or  my  motiier,  sight-seeing  and 
house-hunting — now    S(K'king    out   a   Ivu- 
bens,  now,  making  an  excursion  into  the 
market,  and  making  cxnloratorv researches 
into    the  prices  of  fish,  fuwl,  ^ind  vegeta- 
bles ;  cheapening  articles  that  we  don't  in- 
tend to  buy — a  process  my  mother  looks 
upon  as  a  moral  exercise  ;  and  climbing 
up  "  two-jiair,"  to  see  lodgings  we  have  no 
intention  to  tal<c  ;  all  because,  as  she  says, 
•'we   ought   to   know   everything;"'    and 
really  the  spirit  of  inquiry  that  moves  h,er 
Avill  have  its  reward — not  always,  jierhaps, 
without  some  drawbacks,  as   witness  Avliat 
hapi)ened  to  us  on  Tuesday.     In  our  ram- 
bles along  the  Boulevard  de  Waterloo,  we 
saw  a  smart-looking  house,  with  an  a{]i('he 
over  (he  door — '*  A  louer,"  and,  of  course, 
mother  and  Mary  Anne  at  once  stopped 
the   carriage   for  an   exploration.     In  we 
went,  asked  for  the  proprietor,  and  saAV  a 
small,  rosy-cheeked  little  man,  with  a  big 
wig,  and  a  very  inquiet,  restless  look  in  his 
eyes.     **' Could  we  see  the  house?     AVas  it 
furnished  ?  "     *'  Yes,"  to  both  questions; 
"  Were  there  stables?"     "Capital   room 
for   four  horses  ;  good  water— two  kinds, 
and  bolh  excellent."     U})  stairs  we  toiled, 
throutih  one  sal')n  into  another — now,  los- 
ing ourselves  in  dark  passages,  now,  com- 
ing  abruptly   to    unlockable   doors — ever- 


lastingly coming  back  to  the  spot  we  had 
just  left,  atid  conceiving  the  grandest  no- 
tions of  the  number  of  rooms,  from   the 
manner  of   our  own  perambulations.     Of 
course  you  know  the  invariable   incidents 
of  this  tiresome  process,  where  the  owner 
is  always  trying  to  open  impracticalde  win- 
dows,  and   the  visitors  will  rush   into  in- 
scrutable  places,  in  despite   of  all  advice 
and  admonition.     Our  voyage  of  discovery 
was  like  all  preceding  ones  ;  and  we  looked 
down  well-staircases  and  up  into  skylights 
— snuffed  for  possible  smells,  and  suggested 
imaginary  smoke   in  evei'y  room  we  saw. 
While  we  were  thus  busily  criticising  the 
domicile,  its  owner,  it  would  seem,  was  as 
actively  engaged  in  an  examination   of  ns, 
and  apparently  with  a  less  satisfactory  re- 
sult, for  he  broke  in  upon  one  of  our  con- 
sultations by  a  friendly  ''No,  no,  ladies: 
,  it  won't  do — it  Avon't  do  at  all.  This  house 
Avould  never  suit ;"  and  while  my  mother 
stared,  and  ^Mary  Anne  oi)ened  wide  her 
eyes  in  astonishment,  he  went  on,  *•  We're 
only  losing  time,  ladies  ;  both  your  time 
and  mine  will  be  wasted.     This  is  not  the 
house  for  youJ''     *"' I  beg  to  observe,  sir, 
that  I  think  it  is,"  interposed  my  mother, 
who,  with  a  very  womanly  feeling,  took  a 
prodigious  fancy  to  the  place  the  moment 
she  discovered  there  was  a  difficulty  about 
it.     The  owner,  however,  was  to  the  full 
as  decided  ;  and,  in  fact,  hurried  ns  out  of 
the  rooms,  down  stairs,  and  into  the  street, 
with  a  degree  of  haste  savoring  far  more  of 
impatience  than  politeness.     I  rather  was 
disposed  to  laugh  at  the  little  man's  ener- 
getic rejection  of  ns  ;  but  my  mother's  rage 
rendered  any  '*  mirthful  demonstration  in- 
opportune," as  the  French  would  say  ;  and 
so   I   only  exchanged  glances  with    Mary 
Anne,  while  our  eloquent  parent  abused 
the  "  little  Avretch  "  to  her  heart's  content. 
Although  the  circumstance  was  am])ly  dis- 
cussed  by  ns  that  evening,  we   had  well- 
nigh  forgotten  it  in  the  morning,  when  to 
our  astonishment,  our  little  friend   of  the 
Boulevard  sent  in  his  name,  '*  Mr.  Cher- 
ry,"  with    a   request    to    see    pajia.     My 
mother   was  for  seeing  him   herself  ;  but 
this    amendment    was    rejected,   and   the 
original  motion  carried.  . 

After  about  five  minutes'  interview,  we 
were  alarmed  by  a  sudden  noise  and  vio- 
lent cries  ;  and  on  rushing  from  the  draw- 
ing-room, I  just  caught  sigh.t  of  Mr.  Cherry 
making  a  flying  leap  down  the  first  half 
of  the  staircase,  while  my  father's  uplifted 
foot  stood  forth  to  evidence  what  had 
proved  the  "vis  a  tergo. *'  His  perform- 
ance of  the  next  flight  was  less  artistic,  for 
he  rolled  from  top  to  bottom,  when,  by  an 
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almost  pretcrn.atunil  cfforfc,  lie  made  his 
esca])0  into  the  street.  The  (governor's 
passion  made  all  inciuiry  perilous  for  some 
minutes;  in  fact,  tliis  attemi)t  to  make 
'*  Cherry-bounce,''  as  Gary  called  it,  seemed 
to  have  got  into  his  liead,  for  he  stormed 
like  a  madman.  At  last  the  causa  helli 
came  out  to  be,  that  this  unhappy  Mr. 
Cherry  had  come  with  an  apology  for  his 
strange  conduct  of  the  day  before— :by  what 
think  you  ?  V>y  his  having  mistaken  my 
mother  and  sister  for  what  slang  people 
call  "•  a  case  of  perhaps  " — a  bhmder  which 
certainly  was  not  to  be  remedied  by  the 
avowal  of  it.  So  at  least  thought  my  father, 
for  he  cut  short  the  apology  and  the  ex- 
})lanation  at  once,  ejecting  Mr.  Cherry  by  a 
more  summary  process  than  is  recognized 
in  the  law-courts. 

My  mother  had  hardly  dried  up  her  tears 
in  crying,  and  I  mine  in  laughing  over  this 
strange  incident,  when  there  came  an  emis- 
sary of  the  gendarmerie  to  arrest  the  gov- 
ernor for  a  riolcjit  assault,  with  intent, 
etc.,  etc.,  and  it  is  only  by  the  interven- 
tion of  our  minister  here  that  bail  has  been 
accepted  ;  my  father  being  bound  to  ap- 
pear before  the  *'  Court  of  Correctional 
Police,"  on  Monday  next.  If  we  remain 
much  longer  here,  we  are  likely  to  learn 
something  of  the  laws,  at  least,  in  a  way 
which  people  assure  you  is  always  most 
indelible — practically.  If  we  continue  as 
we  have  commenced,  a  little  management 
on  the  part  of  the  lawyers,  and  a  natural 
desii'c  on  the  part  of  my  father  to  obtain 
justice,  may  prolong  our  legal  affairs  far 
into  the  spring  ;  so  that  we  may  possibly 
not  leave  this  for  some  months  to  come, 
which,  with  the  aid  of  my  friend,  Lazarus 
Simrock,  may  be  made  pleasurable  and 
profitable. 

It's  all  very  well  to  talk  about  'learning 
French,  seeing  galleries  and  studying  works 
of  art,"  my  dear  Bob  ;  but  where's  the 
time  ? — that's  the  question.  My  mother 
and  the  girls  jioach  my  entire  morning. 
It's  the  rarest  thing  in  the  world  for  mo 
to  get  free  of  them  before  five  o'clock  ;  and 
then  I  have  just  time  to  dash  down  to  the 
club,  and  have  a  ''shy"  at  the  ecarte  be- 
fore dinner.  Smart  play  it  is,  sometimes 
seventy,  ay,  a  hundred  naps,  on  a  game  ; 
and  such  pla3'ers,  too  ! — fellows  that  sit  for 
ten  minutes  with  a  card  on  their  knee, 
studying  your  face,  watching  every  line 
and  lineament  of  your  features,  and  read- 
ing you,  by  Jove,  reading  you  like  a  book. 
All  the  false  air  of  ease  and  indifference, 
all  the  brag  assurance  you  may  get  up  to 
conceal  a  "'bad  hand,"  isn't  worth,  six- 
pence.    They  laugh  at  your  puerile  efforts, 


and  tell  you,  "  you  are  voled  "  before  you've 
])layed  a  card.  We  hear  so  much  about 
genius  and  talent,  and  all  that  kind  of 
thing,  at  home,  and  you,  I  have  no  doubt, 
are  full  of  the  high  abilities  of  some  fel- 
lowship or  medalist  man  of  Trinity  ;  but 
give  mc  the  deep  penetration,  the  intense 
powers  of  calculation,  the  thorough  insight 
into  human  nature,  of  some  of  the  felloAvs 
I  see  here  ;  and  for  success  in  life,  I'll  back 
them  against  all  your  conic  section  and  :7; 
plus  y  geniuses,  and  all  the'  double  first 
classes  that  ever  breathed.  Tliei'c's  a 
splendid  fellow  here,  a  Pole,  called  Kora- 
tinsky  ;  he  commanded  the  cavalry  at  Os- 
trolenea,  and,  it  is  said,  rode  down  the 
Russitui  guard,  and  sid^ered  the  imperial 
Cuirassiers  to  a  man.  He's  the  first  ecarte 
and  piquet  player  in  Europe,  and  equal  to 
Deshapellos  at  whist.  Though  he  is  very 
distant  and  cold  in  his  manner  to  strangers, 
he  has  been  most  kind  and  good-natured 
to  me  ;  has  given  me  some  capital  advice, 
too,  and  warned  me  against  several  of  the 
fellows  that  frequent  the  club.  He  tells 
me  that  he  detests  and  abhors  play,  but 
resorts  to  it  as  a  distraction.  "  Que  voulez- 
vous?"  said  he  to  me  the  other  day; 
"  when  a  man  v/ho  calls  himself  Ladislaus 
Koratinsky,  who  has  the  blood  of  three 
monarchies  in  his  veins,  who  has  twice 
touched  the  crown  of  his  native  land,  sees 
himself  an  exile  and  a  '  proscrit,'  it  is  only 
in  the  momentary  excitement  of  the  gam- 
ing table  he  can  find  passing  relief  for 
crushing  and  withering  recollections."  He 
could  be  in  all  the  highest  circles  here. 
The  greatest  amongst  the  nobles  are  con- 
stantly begging  and  entreating  him  to  come 
to  their  honses,  but  he  sternly  refuses. 
"Let  me  know  one  family,"  says  he,  "one 
domestic  circle,  Avhen  I  can  go  uninvited, 
wiien  I  will — where  I  can  repose  my  con- 
fidence, tell  my  sorrows,  and  speak  of  my 
poor  country  ;  give  me  one  such,  and  I 
ask  for  no  more  ;  but  as  for  dukes  and 
grand  seigneurs,  princesses  and  duchesses, 
I've  had  but  too  mucii  of  them."  I  assure 
you,  Bob,  it's  like  a  page  out  of  some  old 
story  of  chivalry  to  listen  to  him.  The 
splendid  sentiments,  the  glorious  concep- 
tions, and  the  great  plans  he  has  for  the 
regeneration  of  Europe;  and  how  he  ab- 
hors the  emperor  of  Russia  !  "  It's  a  '  duel 
a  mort  entre  Nicholas  et  moi,'"  said  he  to 
me,  yesterday.  "The  terms  of  the  conflict 
wci'c  signed  on  the  field  of  Ostrolenca  ;  for 
the  present  the  victory  is  his,  but  there  is 
a  time  coming  !  "  I  have  been  trying  all 
manner  of  schemes  to  have  him  invited 
to  dine  with  us.  Mother  and  Mary  Anne 
are  with   me,    heart   and  hand  ;    but    the 
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governor's  late  miscliunccs  luivo  soured  ; 
liim  against  all  foreigners,  and  I  must  bide  ' 
my  time.  I  feel,  however,  when  my  father! 
sees  him,  lie'll  be  delighted  witii  him  ;  ami  ^ 
then  he  could  be  invalualde  to  us  in  the  j 
way  of  introductions,  for  he  knows  every  i 
crowned  head  and  prince  on  the  continent.  I 

After  dinner,  pretending  to  take  an  even-  \ 
ing  lesson  in  Frencli,  I'm  of!  to  the  opera.  ' 
I  belong  to  an  omnibus-box— all   the  fasti 
fellows  here — such  splendid  dressers,  Bob,  ^ 
and  each  coming  in   his  brougham.     I'm  \ 
deucedly  ashamed   that  I've  nothing  but  a  \ 
cabriolet,   which  I   hire   from  my    friend 
Lazarus  at  twelve  pounds  a  month.     They 
(jui'z  me  tremendously  about  my  *'  rococo"  ' 
taste  in  equipage,  but  I  turn  off  the  joke 
by   telling    iheni    that   I'm    expecting  my 
cattle  ami  my  '*  trai)s"  from  London  next 
week.     Lazarus  promises  me   that  I  shall 
have  a  splendid    *'Malibran"  from  Hob- 
son,  and  two  grays  over  l)y   the  Antwerp 
packet,  if  I  give  him  a  bill  for  the  price,  at 
three  months;    and  that   he'll  keep  them 
for  me  at  his  stables  till  I'oi  quite   ready 
to   pay.     Stickler,   the    other   Job-master 
here,  wanted  the  governor's  name  on  the 
bills,  and  behaved  like  a  scoundrel,  threat- 
ening to  tell  my  father  all   about  it.     It 
cost  me  a  ten  *' pounder"  to  stop  him. 

After  ihe  theater  Ave  adjourn  to  Dubos's 
to  supper,  and  I  can  give  you  no  idea.  Bob, 
of  what  a  thing  that  supper  is!     I  remem- 
ber when  we  used  to  fancy  it  was  rather  a 
grand  affair  to  finish  our  evening  at  Jude's 
or  Hayes's,  with  a  vulgar  set-out  of  mutton  ' 
chops,  spatchcocks,  and  deviled   kidneys,  ! 
washed   down    with    that    filthy    potation  ' 
called  punch.    I  shudder  at  the  vile  abom- ; 
ination  of  the  whole  when  I  think  of  our  ' 
delicate  lobster  en  mayonnaise,  or  crouton  j 
aux  tniffeti,  red  partridges  in  Rhine  wine,  j 
and  maraschino  jelly,  with  Moet  frappc  to! 
perfection.      We  generally  invite  some  of  j 
the  ''  corps,"  who  abound  in  conversation- 
al ability,  and  are  full  of  the  pleasant  gos-  > 
sip  of  the  stage.   There  is  Madlle.  Leonine,  j 
too,    in    the   ballet,   the  loveliest  creature  ' 
ever  was  seen.     'I'hey  say  Count  ilaerlens,  ! 
aide-de-camp  of  the  king,  is  privately  mar-  ; 
ried  to  her,  but  that  she  won't  leave  the  I 
boards   till   she  has  saved  a  million — but ; 
whether  of  francs  or  pounds,  I   don't  re- 
member. 

When  our  supper  is  concluded  it  is  gen- 
erally about  four  o'clock,  and  then  we  go 
to  D'Arlaen's  rooms,  where  we  play  chick- 
en-hazard till  our  various  houses  are  ac- 
cessil)le.  I'm  not  much  up  to  this  as  yet; 
my  forte  is  ecarte,  at  which  I  am  the  ter- 
ror of  these  fellows  ;  and  when  the  races 
come  on  next  month,  1  think  my  knowl- 


edge of  horseflesh  will  teach  them  a  thing 
or  two.  I  have  already  a  third  share  in  a 
splendid  horse  called  Number  Nip,  bred 
out  of  Barnabas  by  a  Middleton  mare  ;  he's 
engaged  for  the  Lacken  Cu]»  and  the  Salle 
Sweepstakes,  and  I'm  backing  him  even 
against  the  field  for  everything  I  can  get. 
If  you'd  like  to  net  a  fihy  withon-t  lisk, 
say  so  before  the  tenth,  and  I'll  do  it  for 
yon. 

So  that  you  see.  Bob,  without  De'Por- 
quet's  Grammar  and  *•  Ollendorf's  Method."' 
my  time  is  tolerably  full.  In  fact,  if  the 
day  had  forty-eight  hours,  I  have  some- 
thing to  fill  every  one  of  them. 

Tliere  would  be  nothing  but  pleasure  in 
this  life,  but  for  certain  drawbacks,  the 
worst  of  which  is,  that  I  am  not  alone  liere. 
You  have  no  idea.  Bob,  to  what  subter- 
fuges I'm  reduced,  to  keej)  my  familv  out 
of  sight  of  my  grand  acquaintances.  Some- 
times I  call  the  governor  my  guardian  ; 
sometimes  an  uncle,  so  rich  that  I  am  forced 
to  put  up  with  all  his  whims  and  caprices. 
Egad,  it  went  so  far,  t'other  day,  that  I 
had  to  listen  to  a  quizzing  account  of  my 
aunt's  costume  at  a  concert,  and  hear  my 
mother  shown  up  as  a  pri'ciense  ridicule  of 
the  first  water.  There's  no  keeping  them 
out  of  public  places,  too  ;  and  how  they 
know  of  all  the  various  i)rocessions,  Te 
Deums,  and  the  like,  I  cannot  even  guess. 
My  own  metamorphosis  is  so  complete  that 
I  have  cut  them  twice  dead,  in  the  park  ; 
and  no  later  than  last  night,  I'  nearly  ran 
over  my  father  in  the  Allee  Verte  with  my 
tandem  leader,  and  heard  the  whole  story 
this  morning  at  breakfast,  with  the  com- 
forting assurance  that  '''  he'd  know  the 
puppy  again,  and  Avill  break  every  bone  in 
his  body  if  he  catches  him."  In  conse- 
quence of  which  threat,  I  have  given  orders 
for  a  new  beard  and  moustache  of  the 
Royal  Albert  hue.  instead  of  black,  which  I 
have  worn  heretofore.  I  must  own,  though, 
it  is  rather  a  bore  to  stand  quietly  by  and 
see  fellows  larking  your  sister  ;  but  -Mary 
-\nne  is  jierfectly  incorrigible,  notwith- 
standing all  I  luive  said  to  hi-r.  C'ary's 
safety  lies  in  hating  the  continent  and  all 
foreigners,  and  that  is  just  as  absurd. 

The  governor,  it  seems,  is  ])erpetually 
writinir  to  Vickers,  our  member,  about 
something  for  me.  Now,  I  sincerely  hope 
that  he  may  not  succeed  :  for  I  own  to  you, 
that  I  do  not  anticipate  as  much  pleasure 
and  amusement  from  either  a  ''snug  berth 
in  the  Customs  "or  a  colonial  situation; 
and  after  all.  Bob,  why  should  I  be  re- 
duced to  accept  of  either  ?  Our  estate  is 
a  good  one,  and  if  a  little  encumbered 
or  so,  whv.  we're  not  worse  off  than  our 
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neighbors.  If  I  must  do  something,  I'd 
nitlior  go  into  u  light  ciivulry  regiment 
— such  as  the  Eleventh,  or  the  Seven- 
teenth, than  anything  else.  I  suy  this  to 
you,  because  your  Uncle  Purcell  is  bent 
on  his  own  plans  for  me,  which  would  be 
nothing  short  of  utter  degradation  ;  and 
if  there's  anything  low-bred  and  vulgar  on 
earth,  it's  what  tliey  call  a  ''profession.*' 
You  know  the  old  adage  about  leading  a 
horse  to  the  water  ;  now  I  frankly  declare 
to  you  that  twenty  shall  not  make  me 
drink  any  of  the  springs  of  this  knowl- 
edge, whether  Law,  iledicine,  or  Divinity 
lie  at  the  bottom  of  the  well. 

It  does  not  require  any  great  tact  or 
foresight  to  perceive  that  not  a  man  of  my 
"set"  would  ever  know  me  again  under 
such  circumstances.  I  have  heard  their 
opinions  often  enough  on  these  matters 
not  to  be  mistaken  ;  and  whatever  Ave  may 
think  in  Ireland  about  our  doctors  and 
barristers,  they  are  what  Yankees  call 
*•' mighty  small  potatoes,"  abroad. 

Lord   George   Tiverton  said  to  me  last 
night,   *•' Why  doesn't  your  governor  put 
you   into  'the   House?'      You'd   make  a 
devilish  good  figure  there."     And  the  no- 
tion has  never  left  me  since.    Ijord  George 
himself  is    member  for   Hornby,    but  he 
never  attends  the  sittings,  and  only  goes 
into   Parliament   as    a   means   of   getting 
leave  from  his  regiment.     They  say  he's 
the  ''  fastest  "  fellow  in  the  service  ;  he  has 
already  run  through  seventeen  thousand  a 
year,  and  one  hundred  and  twenty  thou- 
sand of  his  wife's  fortune.     They  are  sepa- 
rated now,   and    he    has    something    like 
twelve  hundred  a  year  to  live  on  ;    just 
enough  for  cigars  and   brandy-and-water, 
he  calls  it.     He's  the  best-tempered  fellow 
I  ever  saw,  and  laughs  and  jokes  about  his 
own  misfortunes  as  freely  as  possible.     He 
knows  the  world — and  he's  not  yet  five- 
and-twenty — perhaps  better  than  any  man  ; 
I  ever  saw.     There  is  not  a  bill-discounter,  } 
not  a  betting-man,  nor  a  ballet-dancer,  he 
is  not  acquainted  with  ;  and  such  amusing! 
stories  as  he   tells  of  his  London  life  and  ! 
experiences.     When  he  found  that  he  had  | 
run    through    everything — when    all    his  1 
horses  were  seized  at  Ascot,  and  his  house  I 
taken' in  execution  in  London,  he  gave  a' 
splendid  fete  at  Hornby,  and  invited  up-  : 
wards  of  sixty  people  down  there,  and  half  j 
the  county  to  meet  them.     "  I  resolved,"  , 
said  he,  "on  a  grand  finish  ;  and  I  assure  j 
you  that  the  company  did  not  enjoy  them- ; 
selves  the  less  heartily  because  every  second  j 
fellow  in  my  livery  was  a  sheriff's  officer,  j 
and  that  all  tiie  forks  and   spoons  on  the  ! 
table  were   under   seizure.     There  was  aj 


'Caption,'  as  they  tei'm  it,  on  everything, 
down  to  the  footmen's  bag-wigs  and  knee- 
buckles.  We  went  to  supper  at  two 
o'clock  ;  and  I  took  in  the  Duchess  of  Al- 
lington,  who  assuredly  never  suspected 
that  there  was  such  a  close  alliance  between 
my  di"awing-room  and  the  Queen's  Bench. 
The  supper  was  exquisite  ;  poor  Marriton 
had  exhausted  himself  in  the  devices  of 
his  art,  and  most  ingeniously  intiinated 
his  appreciation  of  my  situation  by  a  plate 
of  ortolans  (?M  salmi,  sautes  a  la  Fonhhuiquc 
— a  delicate  allusion  to  the  Bankrupt 
Commissioner.  I  nearly  finished  the  dish 
myself,  di-ank  off  half  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne, took  out  Lady  Emily  de  Maulin  for 
the  cotillion,  and  then  slipping  quietly 
away,  tlirew  myself  into  a  post-chaise,  ar- 
rived at  Dover  for  the  morning  marl-packet, 
and  landed  at  Boulogne,  free  as  William 
Tell,  or  that  eagle  which  he  is  so  enthusi- 
astic in  describing  as  a  most  remarkable 
instance  of  Constitutional  Liberty."  These 
are  his  own  words,  Bob  ;  but  without  you 
saw  his  manner,  and  heard  his  voice,  you 
could  form  no  notion  whatever  of  the  care- 
less, happy  self-satisf:iction  of  one  who 
calls  himself  irretrievably  ruined. 

From  all  that  I  have  been  jotting  down, 
you  may  fancy  the  set  I  am  moving  in, 
and  the  class  with  whom  I  associate.  Then 
there  is  a  German  Graf  von  Blumenkohl, 
a;Hd  a  Russian  Prince  Kubitzkoy,  two  tre- 
mendous swells  ;  a  young  French  Marquis 
de  Tregues,  whose  mother  was  grand- 
daughter, I  believe,  of  Madame  du  Barri, 
and  a  large  margin  of  inferior  dons,  S2)an- 
ish,  Italian,  and  Belgian.  That  your 
friend  Jemmy  Dodd  should  be  a  star,  even 
a  little  one,  in  such  a  galaxy,  is  no  small 
boast ;  and  such,  my  dear  Bob,  I  am  bound 
to  feel  it.  Each  of  these  fellows  has  a 
princely  fortune,  as  well  as  a  princely 
name,  and  it  is  not  without  many  a  clever 
dodge  and  cunning  artifice  that,  weighted 
as  I  am,  I  can  keep  pace  with  them.  I 
hope  you'll  succeed,  with  all  niy  heart,  for 
the  scholarship  or  fellowship.  V/hich  is 
it  ?  Don't  blame  .me  for  the  blunder,  for 
I  have  never  all  my  life  through,  been  able 
to  distinguish  between  certain  things  which 
I  suppose  other  persons  find  no  resem- 
blance in.  Thus  I  never  knew  exactly 
whether  the  word  "  people "  was  spelled 
"eo,"or"oe."  I  never  kncAv  the  Derby 
from  the  Oaks,  nor  shall  I  ever,  I'm  cer- 
tain, be  able  to  separate  in  my  mind  Moore 
O'Ferral  from  Carew  O'Dwyer,  though  I 
am  confidently  informed  there  is  not  a 
particle  of  similarity  in  the  individuals, 
any  more  than  in  the  names. 

AYrite  to  me  when  your  match  is  ovei' — 
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I  mean  your  examination — aiul  .say  wlicrc 
you're  placed.  Til  take  you  against  the 
field,  at  the  current  odds   in  '■  fives." 

And  believe  me,  ever  your  attached  friend, 

J.   DODD. 


LETTER  V. 

KENNY  DODD   TO  THOMAS  PURCEL!.,  KSQ. 

Hotel  do  Bellevue,  Brussels. 

Dear  Tom, — Yours  did  not  reach  me 
till  yesterdav,  owing  to  some  confusion  at 
the  Post-otiico.  There  is  another  Dodd 
here,  who  has  been  receiving  my  hitters, 
and  I,  his,  for  the  last  week  ;  and  I  con- 
clude that  each  of  us  has  learned  more 
than  was  quite  necessary  of  the  other's 
affairs  ;  for  while  he  was  reading  of  all  the 
moneyed  distresses  and  embarrassments  of 
your  humble  servant,  /  opened  a  letter 
dated  Doctors' Commons,  beginning,  '-Dear 
Sir,  we  have  at  last  obtained  the  most  sat- 
isfactory proofs  against  Mrs.  Dodd,  and 
have  no  hcsitalion  in  now  submitting  the 
case  to  a  jury."  We  met  yesterday,  and 
exchanged  credentials,  with  an  expression 
of  face  that  I'm  sure  "Phiz  "would  have 
given  a  five-pound  note  to  look  at.  Peachem 
and  Lockit  were  nothing  to  it.  We  agreed 
that  either  of  us  ought  to  leave  this,  to 
prevent  similar  mistakes  in  future,  al- 
though, in  my  heart,  I  believe  that  we  now 
know  so  much  of  each  other's  affairs,  that 
we  miglit  dei)ute  one  of  us  to  conduct  both 
correspondences.  In  conscrpience,  we  toss- 
ed up  who  was  to  go.  He  won  ;  so  that 
Ave  taice  our  departui-e  on  Wednesday  next, 
if  I  can  settle  matters  in  the  meaiiwhile. 
Pm  told  Ponn,  on  tlie  Rhine,  is  a  cheap 
place,  and  good  for  education — a  great 
matter  as  regards  James — so  that  you  may 
direct  your  next  to  me  there.  To  tell  you 
the  truth,  'J'om,  Pm  scarcely  sorry  to  get 
away,  altliough  the  process  will  be  any- 
thing but  a  chcai)  one.  First  of  all,  we 
have  taken  the  rooms  for  three  months, 
and  hired  a  job-coach  for  the  same  time. 
Moving  is  also  an  expensive  business,  and 
not  over-agreeable  at  this  season  ;  but 
against  tliese  there  is  the  set-off  that  Mrs. 
I),  and  the  girls  are  going  to  the  devil  in 
expense  for  dress.  Vwnw  breakfast-time 
till  three  or  four  o'clock  every  day,  the 
house  is  like  a  fair  Avith  milliners,  male 
and  female,  hairdressers,  pei'fumers,  shoe- 
makers, and  trinket-men.  I  thought  we'd 
done  with  all  this  when  we  left  London  ; 
but  it  seems  that  everything  we  bought 
there  is  perfectly  useless,' and  Mrs.  D.  comes 


sailing  in  every  now  and  then,  to  make  me 
laugh,  as  she  says,  at  a  bit  of  English  taste 
by  showing  mo  Avhere  her  waist  is  too  short, 
or  her  sleeves  too  long  ;  and  Mary  Anne 
comes  down  to  bi-eakfast  in  n  great  stiff 
watered  silk,  which  for  economy  she  has 
converted  into  a  house-dress.  Caroline,  I 
must  say,  has  not  followed  the  lead,  and 
is  cpiite  satisfied  to  be  dressed  as  she  used 
to  be.  .James  I  see  little  of,  for  he's  work- 
ing ha)"d  at  the  languages,  and,  fi'orn  what 
the  girls  say,  Avith  great  success.  Of 
course,  this  is  all  for  the  best ;  but  it's  lit- 
tle use  French  or  even  Chinese  would  be 
to  him  in  the  Customs  or  the  Board  of 
Trade,  and  it's  there  Pm  trying  to  get  him. 
Vickers  told  me  last  week  that  his  name  is 
down  on  no  less  than  four  lists,  and  it  Avill 
be  bad  luck  but  Ave'll  hit  upon  something. 
Between  ourselves,  Pm  not  over-pleased 
Avitli  Vickers.  Whenever  I  write  to  him 
about  James,  his  reply  is  always  what  he's 
doing  about  the  Poor  LaAvs,  or  the  Jews, 
or  the  Grant  to  Maynooth  ;  so  that  I  had 
to  tell  him,  at  last,  that  I'd  rather  hear 
that  my  son  Avas  in  the  Revenue,  than  that 
CA'ery  ])atriarch  in  Palestine  was  in  Parlia- 
ment, or  every  Papist  in  Ireland  fcating 
venison  and  guinea-hens.  Patriotism  is  a 
fine  thing,  if  you  have  a  fine  fortune,  and 
some  men  Ave  could  mention  haven't  made 
badly  out  of  it,  Avithout  a  sixpence  ;  but 
for  one  like  myself,  the  wrong  side  of  fifty, 
with  an  encumbered  estate,  and  no  talent 
for  agitation,  it's  as  expensive  as  horse-rac- 
ing, or  yachting,  or  any  other  diversion  of 
the  kind.  So  tliei'c's  no  chance  of  a  tenant 
for  Dodsborough  I  You  ought  to  j)ut  it 
in  the  English  papers,  Avith  a  puff  about 
the  shooting  and  the  trout-fishing,  and  the 
excellent  neighborhood,  and  all  that  kind 
of  thing.  There's  not  a  doubt  but  it's  too 
good  for  any  Manchester  blackguard  of 
them  all  !  What  you  say  about  Tuliy  Bi'ack 
is  quite  true.  Tlie  encumbrances  are  over 
eleven  thousand  ;  and  if  we  bought  in  the 
estate,  at  three  or  four,  there  Avould  be  so 
much  gain  to  us.  The  I'iiiws  little  knew 
the  good  it  Avas  doing  us,  Avhen  it  Avas 
blackguarding  the  Irish  landlords,  aiul  de- 
preciating Irish  ])roi)ert3'.  There's  many 
a  one  has  been  able  to  buy  in  his  own  land 
for  one-fifth  of  the  mortgages  on  it  :  and 
if  this  isn't  rei)udiation,  it's  not  so  far  off 
Pennsylvania,  after  all. 

I  don't  quite  approve  of  your  plan  for 
Ballyslevin.  Whenever  a  })roperty's  in 
Chancery,  the  best  thing  is.  to  let  it  go  to 
ruin  entirely.  The  Avorse  'the  land  is,  the 
more  miserable  the  tenants,  the  cheaper 
will  be  the  terms  you'll  get  it  on  ;  and  if 
the  boys  shoot  a  receiver  once  or  twice,  a 
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no  great  harm.  As  for  the  Government, 
I  don't  think  they'll  do  anything  for  Ire- 
hmd,  except  set  us  hy  the  ears  about  Edu- 
cation .  and  Church  matters  ;  and  we're 
•getting  iihnost  tired  of  quarreling,  Tom  ; 
io\'  so  it  is,  the  very  best  of  dispositions 
may  I)o  imposed  on  too  far  ! 

Now,  as  to  "  Education,"  how  many 
amongst  those  who  insist  on  a  ])ai'ticular 
course  for  the  poor,  ever  thought  of  stipu- 
lating for  the  s-ime,  ff)r  their  own  children? 
or  do  they  think  that  tlic  Bible  is  only  ne- 
cessary for  such  as  have  not  an  indepen- 
dent fortune  ?  And  as  to  Maynooth,  is 
there  any  man  such  a  fool  as  to  believe 
thatoO,000?.  a  year  would  nuike  the  priests 
.loyal  ?  You  gave  the  money  well  knowing 
what  for — to  teach  Catholic  tiieology,  not 
to  instill  the  oath  of  allegiance.  To  expect 
more,  would  be  like  asking  a  market-gar- 
dener to  raise  strawberries  with  fresh  cream 
round  them !  The  truth  is,  they  don't 
wish  to  advance  our  interests  in  England. 
They're  afraid  of  us,  Tom.  If  we  ever 
were  to  take  a  national  turn,  like  the  Scotch, 
for  instance,  we  might  prove  very  danger- 
ous rivals  to  them  in  many  ways.  I'm  sick 
of  politics;  not  indeed  that  I  know  too 
much  of  what's  doing,  for  the  last  Times  I 
saw  was  cut  up  into  a  new  pattern  for  a 
polka,  and  they  only  kept  me  the  supple- 
ment, which,  a.s  you  know,  is  more  varied 
than  amusing.  In  reply  to  your  question 
as  tohow  I  like  this  kind  of  life,  I  own  to 
you  that  it  doesn't  quite  suit  me.  Maybe 
I'm  too  old  in  years,  maybe  too  old  in  my 
notions,  but  it  doesn't  do,  Tom.  There  is 
an  everlasting  bowing  and  scraping,  and 
introducing — a  perpetual  prelude  to  ac- 
quaintanceship, that  never  seems  to  begin. 
It  appears  to  me  like  an  orchestra  that 
never  got  further  than  the  tuning  of  the 
instruments  !  I'm  sure  that,  at  the  least, 
I've  exchanged  bows,  ami  grins,  and  leers, 
with  fifty  gentlemen  liere,  whom  /shouldn't 
know  to-morrow,  nor  do  ilmf  care  whether 
I  did  or  no.  Their  intercourse  is  like  their 
cookery,  and  you  are  always  asking,  "Is 
there  nothing  substantial  coming  ?"  Then 
they're  frivolous,  Tom.  I  don't  mean  that 
tiiey  are  fond  of  pleasure,  and  given  up  to 
amusement,  but  that  their  very  pleasures 
and  amusements  are  contemptible  in  them- 
selves. No  such  thing  as  field-sports  ;  at 
least,  nothing  deserving  the  name  ;  no 
manly  pastimes,  no  bodily  exercises  ;  and 
lastly,  they  all,  even  the  oldest  of  them, 
think  that  theyought  to  make  love  to  your 
wife  and  daughters,  just  as  you  hand  a  lady 
a  chair  or  a  cup  of  tea  in  our  country — a 
mbre  matter  of  course.  I  need  not  tell  you 
that  my  observations  on  men  and  manners 


ai'c  necessarily  limited  by  my  ignorance  of 
the  language  ;  but  I  ha\o  acquired  the  deaf 
man's  privilege,  and  if  I  hear  the  less,  I  sec 
the  more. 

I  begin  to  think,  my  dear  Tom,  that  we 
all  make  a  great  mistake  in  this  taste  we've 
got  into  for  foreign  travel,  foreign  lan- 
guages, and  foreign  accomplishments.  We 
rear  up  our  families  with  notions  and 
hai)its  quite  inapplicable  to  home  purposes; 
and  we  are  like  the  Parisian  shopkeepers, 
that  have  nothing  on  sale  but  articles  of 
luxury  ;  and  after  all,  we  haven't  a  genius 
for  this,  trifling,  and  we  make  very  un- 
graceful idlers  in  the  end.  To  train  a  man 
for  the  continent,  you  must  begin  early; 
teach  him  French  when  a  child  ;  let  him 
learn  dominoes  at  four,  and  to  smoke  cigars 
at  six,  wear  lacquered  boots  at  eight,  and 
put  his  hair  in  paper  at  nine  ;  eat  sugar- 
plums for  dinner,  and  barley-water  for  tea; 
make  him  a  steady  shot  with  the  pistol,  and 
a  cool  hand  with  the  rapier  ;  and  there  he 
is  finished  and  fit  for  the  Boulevard — anice 
man  for  the  salons. 

It  is  cheap,  there  is  no  doubt  ;  but  it 
costs  a  great  deal  of  money  to  come  at  the 
cconomv.  You'll  pcrha])s  say  that's  my 
own  fault.  Maybe  it  is.  We'll  talk  of  it 
more  another  time. 

I  ought  to  confess  that  Mrs.  D.  is  de- 
lighted with  everything ;  she  vows  that 
she  is  only  beginning  to  live  ;  and,  to  hear 
her  talk,  you'd  think  that  Dodsborough 
was  one  of  the  new  model  penitentiaries. 
Mary  Anne's  her  own  daughter,  and  she 
raves  about  princes,  and  dukes,  and  counts, 
all  day  long.  What  they'll  say  when  I  tell 
them  that  we're  to  be  off  on  Wednesday 
next,  I  can't  imagine.  I  intend  to  dine  out 
that  evening,  for  I  know  there  will  be  no 
standing  the  row  ! 

The  ambassador  has  been  mighj^y  i)olite 
and  attentive  :  we  dined  there  last  week. 
A  grand  dinner,  and  fine  company  :  but 
talking  French,  and  nothing  but  French, 
all  the  time — Mrs.  D.  and  your  humble  ser- 
vant were  rather  at  a  nonplus.  Then  we 
had  his  box  at  the  opera,  where,  I  must 
say,  Tom,  anything  to  equal  the  dancing  I 
never  saw  — indecency  is  no  name  for  it. 
Not  but  Mrs.  U.  and  Mary  Anne  are  of  a 
contrary  opinion,  and  tauntingly  ask  me 
if  I  prefer  "  Tatter  Jack  Walsh,"  at  the 
cross-roads,  to  Taglioni.  As  for  the  sing- 
ing, it's  screeching — that's  the  word  for  it, 
screeching.  The  composer  is  one  Yerdi — 
a  fellow,  they  tell  me,  that  cracks  every 
voice  in  Europe;  and  lean  believe  it.  The 
young  woman  that  played  the  first  part 
.gi'cw  purple  in  the  face,  and  strained  till 
her  neck  looked  like  a  half-unraveled  caple 
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her  mouth  was  dragged  sidewuvs  ;  and  it 
was  only  wiicn  I  tliought  l«1ic'  was  oil'  in 
strong  convulsions  that  the  audience  began 
to  applaud.  There's  no  saying  what  th(!ir 
enthusiasm  might  not  have  been  had  she 
burst  a  blood -vessql. 

I  intended  to  have  dispatched  this  by  to- 
day's i)ost,  but  it  is  Saint  Somebody's  day, 
and  the  oflice  closes  at  two  o'clock,  so  that 
I'll  have  to  keep  it  over,  periuips  till  Satur- 
day, for  to-morrow,  I  find,  we're  to  go  to 
Waterloo,  to  see  the  field  of  battle.  There's 
a  prince,  whose  name  I  forget,  and,  in- 
'deed,  I  couldn't  spell,  if  I  remembered  it, 
going  to  be  our  *'  C'icerone. "  I'm  not  sure 
if  he  says  ho  was  there  at.  the  l)attle  ;  but 
Mrs.  I),  believes  him  as  she  would  the  Duke 
of  AVellington.  Then  there's  a  German 
count,  whose  father  did  something  wonder- 
derful,  and  two  Belgian  barons,  whose  an- 
cestors, I've  no  doubt,  sustained  the  na- 
tiomil  reputation  for  speed.  The  season  is 
hardly  suitable  for  such  an  excursion  ;  but 
even  a  day  in  the  country — a  few  hours  in 
the  fields  and  the  free  air — will  be  a  great 
enjoyment,  James  is  going  to  bring  a 
Polish  friend  of  his — a  great  Don,  he  calls 
him — but  I'm  so  overlaid  with  nobility, 
the  Khan  of  Tartary  would  not  surprise  me 
now.  I'll  keep  this  open  to  add  a  few 
lines,  and  only  say  good-by  for  the  present. 

Saturday. 
Waterloo's  a  humbug, Tom.  I  don't  mean 
to  say  that  Bony  found  it  so  some  thirty 
odd  years  ba(jk,  but  sucli  it  now  ajipears. 
I  assure  you  they've  cut  away  half  the  field 
to  commemorate  the  battle — a  process 
'mighty  like  slicing  off  a  man's  nose  to 
establish  his  identity.  TMie  result  is,  that 
you  might  as  well  stand  upon  Ilounslow 
Heath  or  Salisbury  Plain,  and  listen  to  a 
narrative  of  the  action,  as  visit  Waterloo 
for  th.c  sake  of  the  localities.  La  Haye 
Sainte  and  Hougoumont  stand  certainly  in 
the  old  places,  but  the  deep  gorge  beside 
the  one,  and  the  ridge  from  whence  the 
cannonade  sliatteretl  the  other,  are  totally 
obliterated.  The  guides  tell  you,  indeed, 
where  Vivian's  brigade  stood — wliere  Pic- 
ton  charged  and  fell — where  Key's  column 
halted,  faltered,  and  broke  :  they  speak  of 
the  ridge  behind  which  the  guard  lay  in 
long  expectancy  ;  they  describe  to  you  the 
undulating  swell  over  which  our  line  ad- 
vanced, cheering  nuidly  ;  but  it's  like  lis- 
tening to  a  description  of  Ki Harney  in  a 
fog,  and  being  informed  that  Tuik  Moun- 
tain is  yonder,  and  that  the  waterfall  is 
down  a  glen  to  your  right.  One  thing  is 
clear,  Tom,  however — we  beat  the  French  ; 
and  when  I  say  "we,"  1  mean  what  I  say. 


,  England   knows,   and   all    Euro))e   knows, 

I  who  won   the  battle,  and   more's  the  dis- 
grace for  the  way  we're  treated.    But,  after 

jail,  it's  our  own  fault  in  a  great  measure, 
!  Tom  ;  we  take  everything  that  cumes  from. 
Parliament  as  a  boon  and  a  favor,  little 
guessing  often  how  it  will  turn  out.  Our 
conduct  in  thisi-espect  reminds  me  of  poor 
Jack  Whalley's  wife.  You  remendjer  Jack, 
that  was  postboy  at  the  Clanbraviil  Ai'ms. 
Well,  his  wife  one  day  chanced  to  find  an 
elegant  piece  of  white  leather  on  the  road, 
and  she  brought  it  home  with  lu;r  in  great 
delight,  to  mend  Jack's  small-clothe.>;, 
which  she  did  very  neatly.  Jack  set  off 
the  next  day,  little  suspecting  what  was  in 
store  for  him  ;  but  when  he  trotted  about 
five  miles — it  was  in  the  month  of  July — 
he  began  to  feel  mighty  uneasy  in  the  sad- 
dle— a  feeling  that  continued  to  inci-ease* 
J  at  every  moment,  till  at  last,  as  he  said, 
"  It  was  like  taking  a  canter  on  a  beehive 
in  swarming  time  ;  "  and  Avell  it  might, 
for  the  piece  of  leather  was  no  other  than 
a  blister,  that  the  apothecary's  boy  had 
dropped  that  morning  on  the  road  ;  and 
so  it  is,  Tom.  '  There's  many  a  thing  we 
take  to  be  a  fine  patch  for  our  nakedness, 
j  that's  only  a  blister  after  all.  Witness  the 
j  Poor  Law  and  the  "  Cumbrous  Estates 
Court,"  as  Kooney  calls  it.  But  I'm  wan- 
j  dering  away  from  Waterloo  all  tliis  time. 
You  know  the  grand  controversy  is  about 
what  time  the  Prussians  came  up  ;  because 
that  mainly  decides  who   won   the  battle, 

I I  believe  it's  nearly  impossible  to  get  at 
I  the  truth  of  the  matter;  for  though  it 
I  seems  clear  enough  they  were  in  the  wood 
[early  in  the  day,  it  ap])ears  equally  plain 

j  they  stayed  there — and  small  blame  to 
them — till  they  saw  the  Inniskillings  cut- 
j  ting  down  the  cuirassiers  and  sabering  all 
i  before  them.  They  waited,  as  you  and  I 
I  ofen  waited  in  a  row,  till  the  enemy  began 
to  run,  and  then,  they  were  down  on  them. 
j  Even  that  same  was  no  snudl  help  ;  for  by 
the  best  accounts,  the  French  require  a 
deal  of  beating,  and  we  were  dreadfully 
tired  giving  it  to  them  !  Sergeant  Cotton, 
the  guide,  tells  me  it  was  a  grand  sight 
just  about  seven  o'clock,  when  the  whole 
line  began  cheering  ;  lirst,  Adam's  brigade, 
then  Cooke's  battalion  all  taking  it  u})  ami 
cheering  madly  ;  the  genei'al  oJlicers  waiv- 
ing their  hats,  and  shouting  like  the  rest. 
I  was  never  able  to  satisfy  myself  whether 
we  gained  or  lost  most  by  that  same  vic- 
tory of  Waterloo  ;  for  you  see,  Tom,  after 
alTour  fighting  in  Spain  and  Portugal^ — 
after  all  Nelson's  great  battles — all  our 
triumphs  and  votes  of  thanks — Europe  is 
going  back  to  the  old  system  again  :  kings 
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buUyinf;:  their  peoj)le,  setting  spies  on 
tlieni,  opening  their  letters,  tnmsporting 
the  writers,  und  lianging  the  readers.  If 
they'd  have  let  Bony  alone  when  he  came 
-buck  from  Elba,  the  chances  were  that 
he'd  not  have  distnrbed  the  peace  of  the 
world.  He  had  already  got  his  bellyfnl  of 
{ighting  ;  he  was  getting'  old,  falling  into 
flesh,  and  rather  disposed  to  think  more 
of  his  personal  ease  than  he  used  to  do. 
Are  you  aware  that  the  first  thing  he  said 
on  entering  the  Tuileries  from  Elba  was 
"  Anoil  font  nn  bon  diner."  One  of  the 
marshals  who  heard  the  speech,  whispei'ed 
to  a  friend,  he  is  greatly  changed  ;  you'll 
see  no  more  campnigns.  I  know  you'll  re- 
ply to  me  with  your  old  argument  about 
legitimacy  and  divine  right,  and  all  that 
kind  of  thing.  But,  my  dear  Tom,  for 
the  matter  of  that,  haven't  I  a  divine  right 
to  my  ancestral  estate  of  Tullylicknaslat- 
terley  ;  and  look  what  they're  going  to  do 
Avith  it,  to-morrow  or  next  day !  'Tis 
much  Commissioner  Longfield  would  mind, 
if  I  begged  to  defer  the  sale,  on  the  ground 
of  '*  my  divine  right."  Kings  are  exactly 
like  landlords  ;  they  can't  do  what  they 
like  with  their  own,  hard  as  it  may  seem 
to  say  so.  They  have  their  obligations 
and  their  duties  ;  and  if  they  fail  in  them, 
they  come  into  the  Encumbered  Estates 
Court,  just  like  us — ay,  and,  just  like  us, 
tiiey  *'  take  very  little  by  their  motion." 

1  know  it's  very  hard  to  be  turned  out 
of  your  "holding."  I  can  imagine  the 
feelings  with  which  a  man  would  quit  such 
a  comi'orttible  quarter  as  the  Tuileries,  and 
such  a  nice  place  for  summer  as  Versailles  ; 
Dodsborough  is  too  fresh  in  my  mind  to 
leave  any  doubt  on  this  point  ;  but  there's 
Another  side,  to  the  question,  Tom.  What 
were  they  there  for  ?  You'll  call  out, 
■'^  This  is  all  socialism  and  democracy," 
nnd  the  devil  knows  what  else.  Maybe  I'll 
iigree  with  you.  Maybe  I'll  say,  I  don't 
like  the  doctrine  myself.  Maybe  I'll  toll 
youfcliat  I  think  the  old  time  was  pleasant- 
cst,  when,  if  we  pressed  a  little  hard  to- 
day,-why,  we  were  all  the  kinder  to-mor- 
row, and  both  ruler  and  ruled  looked  more 
leniently  on  each  other's  faults.  But  say 
what  we  will — do  udiat  we  will — these  d;iys 
rare  gone  by,  and  they'll  not  come  back 
.agiiin.  There's  a  set  of  fellows  at  work, 
all  over  the  world,  telling  the  people  about 
their. rights,.  Some  of  tliese  are  very  acute 
iind  clever  chaps,  that  don't  overstate  the 
ease  ;  they  neither  go  off  into  any  flights 
ubout  universal  equality,  or  any  balderdash 
iibo«t  otir  being  of  the  same  stock  ;  bu't 
they  stick  to  two  or  three  hard  pi'opo- 
titix>ns,  and. they  say,   "Don't  pay  more 


for  anything  than  you  can  get  it  for — 
that's  free-trade  ;  don't  pay  for  anything 
you  don't  want  —  that's  a  blow  at  the 
church  establishment  ;  don't  pay  for  sol- 
diers, if  you  don't  want  to  fight — that's  at 
'a  standing  army;'  ami  above  all,  when 
you  haven't  a  pair  of  breeches  to  your  back, 
don't  be  buying  embroidered  small-clothes 
for  lords-in-waiting  or  gentlemen  of  the 
bedchamber."  But  here  f  am  again,  run- 
ning away  from  Waterloo  just  as  if  I  was 
a  Belgian. 

When  we  got  to  Ilongoumont,  a  dread- 
ful storm  of  rain  came  on — such  rain  as  I 
thought  never  fell  out  of  Ireland.  It  came 
swoo])ing  along  the  ground,  and  Avetting 
you  through  and  through  in  five  minutes. 
'I'he  thunder,  too,  rolled  awfully,  crashing 
and  cannonading  around  these  old  Avails, 
as  if  to  Avake  up  the  dead  by  a  memory  of 
the  great  artillery.  Mrs.  D.  took  to  her 
prayers  in  the  little  chapel,  Avith  Mary 
Anne  and  the  Pole,  James's  f]-iend.  Caro- 
line stood  Avith  me  at  a  little  Avindow, 
watching  the  lightning;  and  James,  by 
way  of  airing  his  French,  got  into  a  con- 
versation, or  rather  a  discussion,  about  the 
l)attle  Avith  a  small  foreigner  with  a  large 
beard,  that  had  just  come  in,  drenched  to 
the  skin.  The  louder  it  thundered,  the 
louder  they  spoke,  or  rather  screamed  at 
each  other ;  and  though  I  don't  fancy 
James  Avas  very  fluent  in  the  French,  it's 
clear  the  other  Avas  getting  the  worst  of 
the  jirgument,  for  he  ^.rnw  terribly  angry, 
and  jumped  about  and  flourished  a  stick, 
and,  in  fact,  seemed  very  anxious  to  try 
conclusions  once  more  on  the  old  field  of 
conflicc. 

James  carried  the  day,  at  last ;  for  the 
other  Avas  obliged,  as  Uncle  Toby  says, 
•'to  evacuate  Flanders  ;"  meaning,  there- 
by, to  issue  forth  into  the  thickest  of  the 
storm,  rather  than  sustain  the  combat  any 
longer.  When  the  storm  i)assed  over,  Ave 
made  our  Avay  back  to  the  little  inn  at  the 
village  of  Waterloo,  kept  in  the  house 
where  Lord  Anglesey  suffered  amputation, 
and  there  we  dined.  It  Avas  neither  a  very 
good  dinner  nor  a  very  social  party.  ]\rrs. 
D.'s  black  velvet  bonnet  and  blue  ribbons 
had  got  a  tremendous  drenching  ;  Mary 
Anne  contrived  to  tear  a  ncAv  satin  dress 
all  down  the  back,  Avith  a  nail  in  the  old 
chapel  ;  James  Avas  unusually  grave  and 
silent ;  and  as  for  the  Pole,  all  his  efforts 
at  conversation  were  so  marred  by  his  bad 
English,  that  he  was  a  downright  bore. 
It  is  such  a  mistake  to  bring  one  of  these 
foreigners  out  Avith  a  small  family  party  I 
they  neither  understand  you,  nor  yo^i  them. 
Cary  Avas  the  only  oire  that  enjoyed  her- 
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self;  but  she  went  about  the  inn  i)icking 
up  little  curiosities  of  the  battle — old  but- 
tons, bullets,  and  the  like  :  and  it  was  a 
comfort  to  see  that  one,  al.  least,  amongst 
us  derived  ])leasui'e  from  the  excursion. 

I  liave  often  heard  descriptions  of  that 
niglit  marcli  from  Brussels  to  the  fiehl  ; 
and  truly,  what  with  tJie  gloomy  pine- 
wood,  the  deep  and  miry  roads,  and  tlie 
falling  rain,  it  must  have  been  a  very  i)ite- 
ous  affair;  but  for  downrigiit  ill-humor 
and  discontent,  I'd  back  our  own  journey 
over  the  same  ground  against  all.  The 
horses,  probably  worn  out  with  toiling  over 
the  field  all  day,  were  dead  beat,  and  came 
gradually  down  from  a  trot  to  a  jog,  and 
then  to  a  shamble,  and  at  last  to  a  stop. 
James  got  down  from  the  box,  and  helped 
to  belabor  them  ;  it  was  raining  torrents 
all  this  time.  I  got  out,  too,  to  help;  for 
one  of  the  beasts,  although  too  tired  to  go, 
contrived  to  kick  his  leg  over  the  pole,  and 
couldn't  get  it  back  again  ;  but  the  count 
contented  himself  with  uttering  most  un- 
intelligible counsels  from  the  window, 
which,  when  he  saw  totally  unheeded,  ho 
threw  himself  back  in  the  coach,  lighted 
his  meerschaum,  and  began  to  smoke. 

Imagine  the  scene  at  that  moment,  Tom. 
The  driver  was  undressing  himself  coollv 
on  the  roadside,  to  examine  a  kick  he  had 
just  received  from  one  of  the  horses  ; 
James,  was  holding  the  boasts  by  the  head, 
lashing,  as  they  were,  all  the  time  ;  I  was 
running  frantically  to  and  fro,  to  seek  for 
a  stone  to  drive  in  the  linch-pin,  Avhich 
was  all  but  out ;  while  Mrs.  D.  and  the 
girls,  half 'auft'ocated,  between  smoke  and 
passion,  were  screaming  and  coughing  in 
chorus.  By  dint  of  violent  bounding  and 
jerking,  the  wheel  was  wrenched  clean  off 
the  axle  at  last,  and  down  went  the  whole 
conveniency  on  one  side,  our  Polish  friend 
assisting  himself  out  of  the  window  by 
stepping  over  Mrs.  D.'s  head,  as  she  lay 
fainting  within.  I  had,  however,  enougii 
to  do  without  thinking  of  him,  for  the 
door  being  jammed  tight,  would  not  open, 
and  I  was  obliged  to  ])ull  i\[rs.  D.  and  the 
girls  out  by  the  Avindow,  The  beasts,  by 
the  same  time,  had  kicked  themselves  free 
of  everything  but  the  j»ole,  with  which  ap- 
pendage they  scampered  gayly  away  to- 
Avard  Brussels,  James  shouting  with  laugh- 
ter as  if  it  was  the  best  joke  he  had  ever 
known.  When  we  began  to  look  abont  us 
and  think  what  was  best  to  bo  done,  we 
discovered  that  the  count  had  taken  a 
French  leave  of  us — or  rather  a  Polish  one 
— for  he  had  carried  off  James's  cloak  and 
umbrella  along  with  him. 

We  were  now  all  wet  through,  our  shoes 
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soaked,  not  a  dry  stitch  on  us,  all  except 
the  co:iclioe,  who,  having  taken  off  a  con- 
sideral)le  portion  of  his  wearables,  deposit- 
ed them  in  the  coach,  while  he  ran  up  and 
down  the  road,  wringing  his  hands,  and 
crying  ovor  1ms  misfortune  in  a  condition 
that  1  am  bound  to  say  was  far  more  pic- 
torial than  decent.  It;  was  in  vain  that 
Mrs.  I),  opened  her  parasol,  as  the  last 
refuge  of  offended  modesty.  Tiie  wind 
soon  converted  it  into  something  like  a 
convolvulu.s,  so  that  she  was  fain  once 
more  to  seek  shelter  inside  the  conveyance, 
Avhich  now  lay  pensively  over  on  one  side, 
against  a  muddy  bank. 

Such  little  accidents  as  these  are  not  un- 
common in  our  own  country,  but  when 
they  do  occnr,  you  are  usually  within  reach 
of  either  succor  or  shelter.'  There  is  at 
least  a  house  or  a  cabin  within  hail  of  vou. 
Nothing  of  the  kind  was  there  here.  This 
'•  Bois  do  Cambre,"  as  they  call  it,  is  a 
dense  wood  of  beech  or  pine  trees,  inter- 
sected here  and  there  by  certain  straight 
roads,  without  a  single  inhabitant  along 
the  line.  A  solitary  diligence  may  pass 
once  in  the  twenty-four  hours,  to  or  from 
Wavre.  A  AVaterloo  tourist  party  is  occa- 
sionally seen  in  spring  or  summer,  but  ex- 
ce})t  these,  scai-cely  a  traveler  is  ever  to 
bo  met  with  along  this  dreary  tract.  These 
reassui'ing  facts  were  communicated  to  us 
by  the  coaehee,  Mhile  he  made  his  toilet 
beside  the  window. 

By  great  persuasions,  much  eloquence, 
French  and  English,  and  a  napoleon  in 
gold,  our  driver  at  length  consented  to 
start  on  foot  for  Brussels,  whence  he  was 
to  send  us  a  conveyance  to  retui-n  to  the 
capital,  '^riiis  bargain  effected,  we  settled 
ourselves  down  to  sleep,  or  to  grumble,  as 
fancy  or  inclination  prompted. 

I  Avill  not  weary  yoii  with  ant  further 
narrative  of  our  sufferings,  nor  tell  of  that 
miserable  attempt  I  made  to  doze,  dis- 
turbed by  Mrs.  D.'s  unceasing  lamenta- 
tions over  her  i-uined  bonnet,  her  shocked 
feelings,  and  her  shot-silk.  A  little  before 
daybreak,  an  enijity  furniture-van  came 
accidentally  by,  with  the  driver  of  which 
we  contracted  for  our  I'eturn  to  Brussels, 
where  we  arrived  at  nine  o'clock  this  morn- 
ing, almost  as  sad  a  party  as  evei*  fled  from 
Waterloo  ! 

I  thought  I'd  jot  down  these  few  details 
before  I  lay  down  for  a  sleep,  and  it  is  likely 
thiit  I  may  still  add  a  line  or  two  before 
post-hour. 

Monday. 

My  Dear  Tom, — We've  had  our  share 
of  trouble  since  I  wrote  the  last  postscript. 
Poor    James    has    been    **out,"  and   Avas 
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wounded  in  the  leg,  iibove  tlie  knee.  Tlie 
Frenchmiiu  with  whom  he  hud  u  dispute 
at  Hougoumont  sent  liiin  a  message  on 
Saturday  last ;  but  as  these  affairs  abroad 
are  always  greatly  discussed  and  argued  be- 
fore they  come  off,  the  meetwig  didn't  take 
])lace  till  this  morning,  when  they  rnet 
near  Lacken.  James's  friend  was  Lord 
George  Tiverton,  member  foi'  Hornby,  and 
son  to  some  marquis — that  you'll  find  out 
in  the  "  Pecnigo,"  for  my  head  is  too  con- 
fused to  rememlxn*. 

He  stood  to  James  like  a  trump — drove 
him  to  the  ground  in  his  own  phaeton,  lent 
him  his  own  pistols — tlie  neatest  tools  ever 
1  looked  at — I  wonder  \\<?.  could  miss  with 
them — and  then  brought  him  back  here, 
and  is  still  with  him,  sitting  at  the  bedside 
like  a  brother.  Of  course  it's  very  dis- 
tressing to  us  all,  and  poor  James  is  in 
terrible  pain,  for  the  leg  is  swelled  up  as 
thick  as  three,  and  all  blue,  and  the  doc- 
tors don't  well  know  whether  they  can  save 
it ;  but  it's  a  grand  thing,  Tom,  to  know 
that  the  boy  behaved  beautifully.  Lord 
G.  says  :  *'  I've  been  out  something  like 
six-and.-twenty  times,  principal  or  second; 
but  I  never  saw  anything  cooler,  quieter, 
or  in  better  taste  than  young  Dodd's  con- 
duct." These  are  his  own  words,  and 
let  me  tell  you,  Tom,  that's,  high  praise 
from  such  a  quarter,  for  the  English  are 
great  sticklers  for  a  grave,  decorous,  cold- 
blooded kind  of  fighting,  that  we  don't 
think  so  much  about  in  Ireland.  The 
Frenchman  is  one  Count  Roger — not  pro- 
nounced Roger,  but  Rogee — and,  they  say, 
the  surest  shot  in  France.  He  left  his 
card  to  iiiqui re  after  James,  about  half  an 
hour  ago — a  very  pretty  piece  of  attention, 
at  all  events.  Mrs.  D.  and  the  girls  are  not 
permitted  to  see  James  yet,  nor  would  it  bo 
quite  safe,  for  the  poor  fellow  is  wandering 
in  his  mind>  When  I  came  into  the  room, 
he  told  Lord  George  that  I  was  his  uncle  ! 
and  begged  me  not  to  alarm  his  aunt  on 
any  account ! 

I  can't  as  yet  say  how  fur  this  unlucky 
event  will  interfere  with  our  plans  about 
moving.  Of  course,  for  the  present,  this 
is  out  of  the  question,  for  the  surgeon  says 
that,  taking  the  most  favorable  view  of  his 
case,  it  will  be  weeks  before  J.  can  leave 
his  bed.  To  tell  you  my  mind  frankly,  I 
don't  think  they  know  much  about  gun- 
shot wounds,  abroad  ;  fori  remember  when 
I  hit  Giles  Eyre,  the  bullet  went  through 
his  chest  and  came  out  under  the  blade- 
bone,  and  Dr.  Purden  just  stopped  up  the 
hole  with  a  pitch-plaster,  and  gave  him  a 
tumbler  of  weak  punch,  and  he  was  about 
again,   as  fresh  as  ever  in  a  week's  time. 


To  be  sure,  he  used  to  have  a  hacking  kind 
of  a  short  cough,  and  complained  of  a  pain 
now  and  then,  but  everybody  has  his  in- 
firmities ! 

I  mentioned  what  Purden  did,  to  Baron 
Seutin,  the  surgeon  here  ;  but  he  called 
him  ;i  barbarum,  and  said  he  deserved  the 
galleys  for  it  :  I  thought,  to  myself  "  It's 
lucky  old  Sam  doesn't  hear  you,  for  he's 
just  the  boy  would  give  you  an  early  morn- 
ing for  it." 

I  was  called  away  by  a  message  from  the 
Commissary  of  the  Police,  who  has  sent 
one  of  his  sergeants  to  make  an  inquiry 
about  the  duel. 

If  it  was  to  Roger  he  went,  it  would  be 
reasonable  enough  ;  but  Avhy  come  and  tor- 
ment us  that  ha-se  our  own  troubles  ?  I 
was  obliged  to  sit  quiet,  and  answer  all  his 
questions,  giving  my  Christian  name,  and 
my  wife's — our  ages — what  religion  we 
were — if  we  were  really  married — egad,  it's 
lucky  it  wasn't  Mrs.  I),  was  under  exami- 
nation— what  children  we  had — their  ages 
and  sex — I  tliought  at  one  time  he  was  go- 
ing to  ask  how  many  more  we  meant  to 
have.  Then  he  took  an  excursion  into  our 
grandfathers  and  grandmothers,  and  at 
last  came  back  to  the  present  generation 
and  the  shindy. 

If  it  wasn't  for  Lord  George;  we'd  never 
have  got  through  the  business,  but  he 
translated  for  me,  and  helped  me  greatly  ; 
for  what  with  the  confusion  I  was  in,  and 
the  language,  and  the  absurdity  of  .the 
whole  thing,  I  lost  my  temper  very  often  ; 
and  now  I  discover  that  we're  to  have  a 
kind  of  prosecution  against  us,  though  of 
what  kind,  or  at  whose  suit,  or  why,  I 
can't  find  out.  This  will  be,  therefore, 
number  three  in  my  list  of  lawsuits  here — 
not  bad,  considering  that  I'm  scarce  as 
many  weeks  in  the  country  i  I  haven't 
mentioned  this  to  you  before,  for  I  don't 
like  dwelling  on  it  ;  but  it's  truth,  never- 
theless. I  must  close  this  at  last,  for  we 
have  Lord  G.  to  dinner  ;  and  I  must  go 
and  put  Paddy  Byrne  through  his  facings, 
or  there'll  be  all  kinds  of  blundering.  I 
wish  I'd  never  brought  him  with  us,  nor  the 
jaunting-car.  The  young  chap.s — the  dan- 
dies here — have  a  knatk  of  driving,  as  if, 
down  on  us,  just  to  see  ]\Iary  Anne  trying 
to  save  her  legs  ;  but  I'll  come  across  them 
one  day  with  the  whip,  in  a  style  they 
won't  like.  Betty  Cobb,  too,  was  no  bar- 
gain, and  I  wish  she  was  back  at  Dods- 
borough.  We're  always  reading  in  the 
newspapers  how  well  the  Irish  get  on  out 
of  Ireland — how  industrious  they  be- 
come— how  thrifty,  and  so  on  ;  don't  be- 
lieve a  word  of  it,  Tom.     There's  Betty, 
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the  same  lazy,  good-for-jiothiiig,  story-tell- 
ing, eom])]:iiiiing,  discontented  devil,  ever 
slie  was  ;  and  as  for  Paddy  Byrne,  his 
fists  have  never  been  out  of  somebody's 
features,  except  wlien  there  were  handcuffs 
on  them — semper  eadnn  !  Tom,  as  we  used 
to  say  at  Doctor  Bell's.  Whatever  we  may 
be  at  liome — and  tlie  'Junes  won't  say  much 
for  us  there — it's  i/uTC  we're  best  after  all. 
Tlic  doctors  are  here  again  to  see  James; 
so  that  I  must  conclude  with  love  to  all 
yours,  and 

Remain  ever  faithfully  your  friend, 

Kenny  I.  Dodd. 


LE'I'TER  VI. 

MISS   MARY   ANNE   PODD   TO   MISS   DOOLAN,    OF   15ALI.V- 
DOOLAN. 

Dearest  Kitty, — What  a  dreadful  fort- 
night have  we  passed  Ihrougli,  wo  thought 
that  poor  dear  James  must  have  lost  his 
leg  ;  the  inflammation  ran  so  high,  and 
the  pain  and  the  fever  were  so  great,  that 
one  night  Baron  Seutin  actual!}'  brought 
the  horrid  instruments  with  him,  audi  be- 
lieve it  was  Lord  George  alone  persuaded 
him  to  defer  the  operation.  What  a  dear, 
kind,  affectionate  creature  he  is  !  He  has 
scarcely  ever  left  the  house  since  it  hap- 
pened ;  and  alihough  he  sits  up  all  night 
with  James,  he  seems  never  tired  nor 
sleepy,  but  is  so  full  of  life  all  day  long, 
l)laying  on  the  piano,  and  teaching  us  the 
mazurka  !  I  should  rather  say  teaching  y?^e, 
for  Cary,  bless  the  mark,  has  taken  a 
prudish  turn,  and  says  she  hjis  no  fancy 
for  being  pulled  about,  even  by  a  lord  !  I 
may  as  well  mention  hero,  that  there  is 
nothing  less  like  romping  ihan  the  mazur- 
ka, when  danced  proi)erly  ;  and  so  Lord 
George  as  much  as  told  her.  He  scarcely 
touches  your  waist,  Kitty  ;  he  only  "  gives 
you  support,"  as  he  says  himself,  and  he 
never  by  any  chance  squeezes  your  hand, 
except  wlien  there's  something  droll  he 
wants  you  to  remark. 

I  must  say,  Kitty,  that  in  Ireland  we 
conceive  the  most  absurd  notions  about  the 
aristocracy.  Now,  here  we  have  one  of  the 
first,  the  very  first  young  noljlemen  of  the 
day  actually  domesticated  with  us.  For 
the  entire  fortnight  he  has  never  been 
away,  and  yet  we  are  as  much  at  home 
with  him,  a  easy  in  his  presence,  and  as 
unconstrained,  as  if  it  were  your  brother 
Robert,  or  anybody  else  of  no  position 
You  can  form  no  idea  how  entertaining 
he  is,  for,  as  he    says  himself,  "  I've  done 


everything,"  and  I'm  certain  so  he  has  ; 
sucii  a  range  of  knoAvledge  on  every  sub- 
ject— such  a  mass  of  acquaintances  !  And 
tiien  he  has  been  all  over  tiie  world  in  his 
own  yacht.  It's  like  listening  to  the 
"  Arabian  Nights,"  to  hear  him  talk  about 
the  Bosphorus  and  the  Golden  Horn  ;  and 
I'm  sure  I  never  knew  how  to  reli*h 
Byron's  jioetrv  till  I  iieard  Lord  G.'s  de- 
scrij)tion  of  Patras  and  Salamis.  I  must 
tell  you,  as  a  great  secret  though,  that  he 
came,  the  other  evening,  in  his  cloak  to 
the  di'awing-room  door,  to  say  that  James 
wanted  to  see  me  ;  and  when  I  went  out, 
there  he  was  in  full  Albanian  dress,  the 
most  splendid  thing  you  ever  beheld — a 
dark  violet  velvet  jacket  all  braided  with 
gold,  white  linen  jupe,  like  the  Scotch  kilt, 
but  immensely  full — he  said,  two  hundred 
ells  wide — a  fez  on  his  head,  embi'oidered 
sandals,  and  such  a  scimitar:  it  was  a 
mass  of  turquoises  and  rubies.  Oh,  Kitty  ! 
I  have  no  words  to  describe  him  ;  for,  be- 
sides all  this,  he  has  such  eyes  and  the 
handsomest  beard  in  the  world — not  one 
of  those  foppish  little  tufts  they  call  im- 
perials, nor  that  grizzly  clothes-brush 
Young  Franco  affects,  but  a  regular 
"Titian,"  full,  flowing,  and  squared  be- 
neath. Now,  don't  let  Peter  fancy  that 
he  ought  to  get  up  a  ''moyen  age  look," 
for,  betwoeii  oui-selvos,  these  things  wliich 
sit  so  gracefully  on  my  lord,  would  be 
downright  ridiculous  in  the  dispensary 
doctor  ;  and  while  I'm  on  the  topic,  let 
me  say  that  nothing  is  so  thoroughly  Irish 
as  the  habit  of  imitating,  or  rather  of 
mimicking,  those  of  stations  above  our 
own.  I'll  never  forgot  Peter's  putting  the 
kicking-stra})s  on  his  mare  just  because  he 
saw  Sir  Joseph  Yickars  drive  with  them  ; 
the  consequence  was,  that  the  poor  beast, 
who  never  kicked  before,  no  sooner  felt  tiic 
unaccustomed  encumbrance  than  she  dash- 
ed out,  and  never  stopped  till  siie  smashed 
the  gig  to  atoms.  In  the  same  way,  I'm 
certain  that  if  he  only  saw  Lord  George's 
dross,  which  is  a  kincl  of  black  velvet  pale- 
tot, braided,  and  voiy  loose  in  the  sleeves, 
he'd  just  follow  it,  quite  forgetting  how 
inconvenient  it  miglit  be  in  what  ho  calls 
"the' Surgery."  At  all  events.  Kitty,  do 
not  say  that  1  said  so.  I'm  too  conscious 
how  little  power  I  have  to  serve  him,  to 
wish  to  hurt  his  feelings. 

You  could  not  believe  what  interest  hjis 
been  felt  about  Janies  in  the  very  highest 
circles  here.  We  were  at  last  obliged  to 
issue  a  species  of  bulletin  every  morning, 
and  leave  it  with  the  ]K)rter  at  the  hotel 
door.  I  own  to  you  I  thought  it  did  look 
a  little  pretentious  at  first  to  read  these 
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documents,  with  the  tlirec  signatures  at 
the  foot  ;  bnt  Lord  Georue  only  laughed 
at  my  humility,  and  said  tliat  it  was  "ex- 
pected from  us.''  From  all  this  you  may 
gafher  that  poor  James's  misfortune  has 
not  been  unalloyed  with  benefit.  The  sym- 
pathy— I  had  almost  said  the  friendship — 
of  Lord  (r.  is  indeed  i)riceless,  and  I  see, 
from  the  names  of  the  in(iuiries,  that  our 
social  position  has  been  matoi'ially  benefited 
by  the  accident.  Li  tlie  little  I  have  seen 
of  the  continent,  one  thing  strikes  me  most 
forcibly.  It  is,  that  to  have  any  social 
eminence  or  success  you  must  be  notorious. 
I  am  free  to  own  that  in  many  instances 
this  is  not  obtained  without  considerable 
sacrifice,  but  it  would  seem  imperative. 
You  may  be  very  rich,  or  very  highly  con- 
nected, or  very  beautiful,  or  very  gifted. 
You  may  possess  some  wonderful  talent  as 
a  painter,  or  a  musician,  or  as  a  dramatist. 
You  may  be  the  great  talker  of  dinner- 
parties— the  wit  who  never  wanted  his  re- 
partee. A  splendid  D'ider,  particularly  if 
a  lady,  has  always  lier  share  of  admiration. 
But  apart  fi-oni  these  qualities,  Kitty,  you 
have  only  to  reckon  on  eccentricities,  and, 
I  am  almost  ashamed  to  write  it,  on  follies. 
Chance — I  never  could  call  it  good  for- 
tune, when  I  think  of  poor  James — has 
achieved  for  us  what,  in  all  likelihood,  we 
never  could  have  accomplished  for  our- 
selves, and  by  a  turn  of  the  wheel  we  wake 
and  find  ourselves  famous.  I  only  wish 
you  could  see  the  list  of  visitors,  beginning 
with  princes,  and  descending  by  a  sliding 
scale  to  barons  and  chevaliers  ;  such  flour- 
ishing of  liat,s,  too,  as  we  receive  whenever 
we  drive  out !  PajDa  begins  to  complain 
tliat  he  might  as  well  leave  his  at  home; 
as  he  is  perpetually  carrying  it  about  in 
his  hand.  But  for  Lord  George,  we  should 
never  know  who  one-half  of  these  fine  folk 
were  ;  but  he  is  acquainted  Avith  them  all, 
and  such  droll  histories  as  he  has  of  them 
would  convulse  you  with  laughter  to  listen 
to. 

I  need  not  say  that  so  long  as  poor  dear 
James  continues  to  suffer,  we  do  not  ac- 
cept of  any  invitations  whatever  ;  we  just 
receive  a  few  intimates — say  fifteen  or 
twenty  very  dear  friends — twice  a  week. 
Then  it  is  merely  a  little  music,  tea,  and 
p8rhai)s  a  polka,  always  improvised,  you 
understand,  and  got  up  without  the  slight- 
est forethought.  Lord  G.  is  perfect  for 
that  kind  of  thing,  and  whatever  he  does 
seems  to  spring  so  naturally  from  the  im- 
pulse of  the  moment.  Yesterday,  how- 
ever, just  as  we  were  dressing  for  dinner, 
papa  alone  was  in  the  drawing-room,  the 
servant  announced  Monsieur   le.  General 


Comte  de  Vanderdelft,  aide-de-camp  to 
the  king,  and  immediately  there  entered  a 
very  tall  and  splendidly  dressed  man, 
with  every  order  you  can  tliink  of  on  his 
breast.  He  sainted  pa  most  courteously, 
who  bowed  equally  low  in  return,  and 
then  began  something  which  pa  thought 
was  a  kind  of  set  speech,  for  he  spoke  so 
fluently  and  so  long,  and  with  such  evi- 
dent possession  of  his  subject,  that  ]iapa 
felt  it  must  have  been  all  got  up  before- 
haiul. 

At  last  he  paused,  and  poor  papa,  whose 
French  never  advanced  beyond  the  second 
page  of  Cobbett's  Grammar,  uttered  his 
usual  ''Non  comprong,"  Avith  a  gesture 
happily  more  explanatory  than  the  words. 
The  general,  deeming,  possibly,  that  he  was 
called  upon  for  a  recapitulation  of  his  dis- 
course, began  it  all  over  again,  and  was 
drawing  toward  the  conclusion  when  mam- 
ma entered.  Heat  once  addressed  himself  to 
her,  but  she  hastily  rang  the  bell,  and  sent 
for  7)16.  1,  of  course,  did  not  lose  a  mo- 
ment, but,  arranging  my  hair  in  plain 
bands,  came  down  at  once.  When  I  came 
into  the  drawing-room,  I  saw  there  was 
some  mystification,  for  papa  was  sitting 
with  his  spectacles  on,  busily  hunting  out 
something  in  the  little  dialogue  book  of 
five  languages,  and  mamma  was  seated  di- 
rectly in  front  of  the  general,  apparently 
listening  to  him  with  the  utmost  attention, 
but,  as  I  Avell  knew,  from  her  contracted 
eyebrows  and  pursed-up  mouth,  only  en- 
deavoring to  read  his  sentiments  from  the 
expression  of  his  features.  He  turned  at 
once  toAvard  me  as  I  saluted  him,  showing 
how  unmistakably  he  rejoiced  at  tJie  sound 
of  his  own  language.  "  I  come,  made- 
moiselle," said  he,  "  on  the  part  of  the 
king" — and  he  paused  and  bowed  at  the 
word  as  solemnly  as  if  he  were  in  a  church. 
"His  majesty  having  obtained  from  the 
English  Legation  here  the  names  of  the 
most  distinguished  visitors  of  your  coun- 
trymen, has  graciously  commanded  me  to 
wait  upon  the  Honorable  Monsieur — " 
Here  he  paused  again,  and  taking  out  a 
slip  of  ]xiper  from  his  pocket,  read  the 
name — '•  Dodd.  I  am  right,  am  I  not. 
Mademoiselle  Dodd  ?"  At  the  mention,  of 
his  name,  papa  bowed,  and  placed  his  hand 
on  his  Avaistcoat  as  if  to  confirm  his  iden- 
tity ;  Avhile  mamma  smiled  a  bland  assent 
to  the  partnership.  "To  wait  upon  Mon- 
sieur Dodd,"  resumed  the  general,  "and 
invite  him  and  Madame  Dodd  to  be  pres- 
ent at  the  grand  ceremony  of  the  open- 
ing of  the  rail'.'oad  to  Mons."  I  could 
scarcely  believe  my  ears,  Kitty,  as  I  lis- 
tened.    The    inauguration    ceremony    has 
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been  tlio  stock  theme  of  the  newspcipers 
for  the  last  moiitli.  Archbishops  luid  bish- 
ops— cardinals,  for  anght  I  kiiow — have 
been  expected,  regardless  of  expense,  to 
bless  everything  and  CA-erybody,  from  the 
sovereign  down  to  the  stokers.  The  pro- 
gramme included  a  high  mass,  military 
bands,  the  i)resenceof  the  whole  court,  and 
a  grand  dljcilner.  To  have  been  deemed 
Avorthy  of  an  invitation  to  such  a  festival 
■was  a  very  legitimate  reason  for  pride.  "I 
have  not  his  majesty's  commands,  made- 
moiselle," said  tlie  general,  ''  to  include  you 
in  the  invitation  ;  but  as  the  kii^g  is  always 
pleased  to  see  his  court  distinguished  by 
beauty,  I  may  safely  promise  that  you  will 
receive  a  card  Avithin  the  course  hi  this  day 
or  to-morrow."  I  suppose  I  must  liave 
looked  very  grateful,  for  the  general 
dropped  his  eyes,  placed  his  hand  on  his 
lieart,  and  said,  ''Oh,  mademoiselle  !"  in 
a  tone  of  voice  the  most  touching  you  can 
conceive.  I  believe,  from  watching  my 
emotion,  and  the  general's  acknowledg- 
ment of  it,  mamma  liad  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion that  the  general  had  come  to  pro- 
pose for  me.  Indeed,  I  am  convinced, 
Kitty,  that  such  was  the  impression  on  her 
mind,  for  she  whispered  in  my  ear,  "Tell 
him,  INlary  Anne,  that  he  must  speak  to 
papa  first."  This  suggestion  at  once  re- 
called me  to  myself,  and  I  explained  what 
he  had  come  for — apologizing,  of  course, 
to  the  general  for  having  to  si)eak  in  a 
foreign  language  before  him.  I  am  certain 
mamma's  satisfaction  at  the  royal  invita- 
tion totally  obliterated  any  disapi)ointment 
f.he  might  have  felt  from  baliled  expecta- 
tions, and  she  curtseyed  and  smiled,  and 
papa  bowed  and  simpered  so  much,  that  1 
felt  quite  released  when  the  general  with- 
drew— having  previously  kissed  ma's  hand 
and  mine,  Avith  an  air  of  respectful  homage 
only  acquired  in  courts. 

Perhaps  this  scene  did  not  occupy  more 
space  than  I  have  taken  to  describe  it,  and 
yet,  Kitty,  it  seems  to  me  as  though  Ave 
had  been  inhaling  the  atmosphere  that 
surrounds  royalty  for  a  length  of  time  ! 
From  my  reverie  on  this  theme  I  was 
aroused  by  a  lively  controversy  between 
papa  and  mamma. 

'*Egad!"  says  papa,  "Pummistone's 
blunder  has  done  us  good  service.  They've 
surely  taken  us  for  something  very  distin- 
guished. Look  out,  Mary  Anne,  and  see 
if  there's  any  Dodds  in  the  Peerage." 

"Fudge!"  cried  mamma;  "there's  no 
blunder  Avhatever  in  the  case.  "We  are  be- 
ginning to  be  knoAvn,  that's  all  ;  nor  is 
there  anything  very  astonishing  in  the 
facu,  seeing  that  King  Leopold  is  the  uncle 


to  our  own  queen.  I  should  like  to  kr.oAV, 
Avhat  is  there  more  natural  ;.han  that  Ave 
should  receive  attention  from  his  Court  ?" 

"  Maybe  it's  James's  accident,''  muttered 
papa. 

'•It's  no  such  thing,  I'm  certain."  re- 
plied mamma,  angrily,  "and  it's  down- 
right meanness  to  impute  to  a  mei'e  casu- 
alty Avhat  is  the  legitimate  consequence  of 
our  position." 

Xow,  Kitty,  Avhenever  mamma  uses  the 
Avord  "position,"  she  has  generally  come 
to  the  end  of  her  ammunition,  Avhich  is  of 
the  less  consequence  that  she  usually  con- 
trives Avith  this  last  shot  to  explode  the 
enemy's  magazine,  and  blow  him  clean  out 
of  the  water  !  Papa  knows  this  so  Avell, 
that  the  moment  he  hears  it,  lie  takes  to 
the  long  boat,  or,  to  drop  the  use  of  met- 
aphor, he  seizes  his  hat  and  decamps ; 
Avhich  he  did  on  the  present  occasion, 
leaving  nia  and  myself  in  the  field. 

"A  Dodd,  indeed,  in  the  Peerage!" 
said  she,  contemptuously;  "I'd  like  to 
know  Avliere  you'd  find  it !  If  it  was  a 
M'Carthy,  there  Avould  be  some  difference; 
M'Carthy  More  sIcav  ShaAvn  Bhuy  na  Tier- 
nish  in  the  year  ten  thousand  and  six,  and 
Avas  hanged  for  it  at  his  OAvn  gate,  in  a 
rope  of  silk  of  the  family  colors,  green  and 
Avhite  ;  and  I'd  like  to  know  where  Avere 
the  Dodds  then  ?  lUit  it's  the  way  with 
your  father  ahvays,  Mary  Anne  :  he  quite 
forgets  the  family  he  married  into." 

Though  this  Avas  somewhat  of  unjust 
reproach,  Kitty,  I  did  not  reply  to  it,  but 
turned  ma's  attention  to  the  king's  gra- 
cious message,  and  the  approaching  dejeil- 
ner.  We  agreed  that  as  Gary  Avouldn't, 
and  indeed  couldn't,  go,  that  j\Ia  and  I 
should  dress  precisely  alike,  Avith  our  hair 
in  bands  in  front,  Avith  two  long  curls  be- 
hind the  ears,  Avhite  tarletan  dresses,  three 
jnpes,  looped  up  Avitli  marigolds.  The 
only  distinction  being,  that  JIa  should 
wear  her  carbuncles,  and  I  nothing  but 
moss-roses.  It  sounds  very  sinii)le  cos- 
tume, Kitty,  but  Mademoiselle  Adeie  has 
such  taste,  Ave  felt  we  might  rely  upon 
its  not  being  too  plain.  Papa,  of  course, 
would  Avear  his  yeomanry  uniform,  Avhich 
is  really  very  neat,  the  only  ungraceful 
part  being  the  Avhite  shorts  and  black  gai- 
ters to  the  knee  ;  and  these  he  insists  on 
adhering  to,  as  Avell  as  the  helmet  wiiich 
looks  exactly  like  a  gigantic  caterpillar 
crawling  over  a  coal  box  !  However,  it's 
military  ;  and  abroad,  my  dearest  Kitty, 
if  not  a  soldier,  you  are  nothing.  The 
English  are  so  Avell  aware  of  this,  that  not 
one  of  them  v/oiild  venture  to  present  him- 
self at  a  foreign  Court  in  that  absurd  tra- 
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vestic  of  footmen,  cjillccl  tlic  "Corbeau" 
coat.  Even  tlie  lawyers  and  doctors,  the 
newspaper  editors,  the  railroad  })eople,  the 
civil  engineers,  and  the  solicitors,  all  come 
ont  as  Yorksliire  Hussars,  Gloucestershire 
Fencibles,  Hants  Kifles,  or  Royal  Arch- 
ers ;  these  last,  very  ])icturcs((ue.  with  kilt 
filibeg,  and  dirk,  much  handsomer  than 
any  other  Highland  regiment  !  We  also 
discussed  a  little  plot  about  making  pa 
Avear  a  coronation-medal,  which  would 
pass  admirably  as  an  ''order,"  and  procure 
him  great  respect  and  deference  amongst 
the  foreigners  ;  but  this,  I  may  as  well  meti- 
tion  here,  he  most  obstinately  rejected, 
and  swore  at  last,  that  if  we  persisted,  he'd 
have  his  commission  as  a  justice  of  the 
peace  fixed  on  a  pole,  and  carry  it  like  a 
banner  before  him.  Of  course,  in  presence 
of  such  a  threat,  we  gave  np  our  project. 
You  may  smile,  Kitty,  at  my  recording- 
such  trivial  circumstances  ;  but'  of  such  is 
life.  We  are  ourselves  but  atoms,  dearest, 
and  all  around  us  are  no  more  !  As  ea- 
gerly as  we  strive  upwards,  so  determinedly 
does  he  drag  us  down  to  earth  again,  and 
ma's  noblest  ambitions  are  ever  threatened 
by  papa's  inglorious  tastes  and  inclinations, 

I'm  so  full  of  this  delightful  fete,  my 
dear  Kitty,  that  I  can  think  of  nothing 
else  ;  nor,  indeed,  are  my  thoughts  very 
collected  even  on  that ;  for  that  wild  crea- 
ture. Lord  George,  is  thumping  the  piano, 
imitating  all  the  opera  people,  and  occa- 
sioually  waltzing  about  the  room  in  a  man- 
ner that  would  distract  any  human  head 
to  listen  to  !  He  has  just  been  tormenting 
me  to  tell  him  what  Fm  saying  to  you,  and. 
bade  me  tell  you  that  he's  dying  to  make 
your  acquaintance;  so  you  see,  dearest, 
that  he  has  heard  of  those  deep-blue  eyes 
and  long-fringed  lids  that  have  done  such 
marvels  in  our  western  latitudes  !  I.t  is 
really  no  use  trying  to  continue.  He  is 
performing  what  he  calls  a  "  Grand  March, 
with  a  full  orchestral  accomj)animent," 
and  there  is  a  crowd  actually  assembling 
in  front  of  the  house.  Iliad  something  to 
say,  however,  if  I  could  only  remember  it. 

I  have  just  recalled  what  I  wanted  to 
mention.  It  is  this.  P.  B.  is  most  unjust, 
most  ungenerous.  Living,  as  he  does,  re- 
mote from  the  world  and  its  exciting  cares, 
he  can  form  no  conception  of  what  is  re- 
quired from  those  who  mingle  in  its  plea- 
sures, and,  alas  !  partake  of  its  trials  !  To 
censure  me  for  the  sacrifices  I  am  making 
to  that  woi-ld,  Kitty,  is  then  great  injustice. 
I  feel  that  he  knows  nothing  of  these 
things  !  What  knew  I  myself  of  them  till 
within  a  few  weeks  back  !  Tell  him  so, 
dearest.     Tell  him,  besides,  that  I  am  ever 


the  same — save  in  that  expansion  of  the 
soul  which  comes  of  enlarged  views  of  life 
— more  exalted  notions  and  more  ennobling 
emotions  !  When  I  think  of  what  I  was, 
Kitty,  and  of  what  I  am,  I  may  indeed 
shudder  at  the  perils  of  the'present,  but  I 
blush  deeply  for  the  past  !  Of  course  you 
will  not  ])ermit  him  to  think  of  coming 
abroad  ;  "  settling  as  a  doctor,"  as  he  calls 
it,  "  on  the  continent,"  is  too  horrid  to  be 
thought  of  !  Are  you  aware,  Kitty,  what 
place  the  lawyer  and  the  ])hysician  occupy 
socially  here  ?  Something  lower  than  the 
courier,  and  a  little  higher  than  the  cook  ! 
Two  or  three,  perhaps,  in  every  capital  city 
are  received  in  society,  wear  decent  clothes, 
and  wash  their  hands  occasionally,  but 
there  it  ends  !  and  even  they  are  only  ad- 
mitted on  sufferance,  and  as  it  were  by  a 
tacit  acknowledgment  of  the  uncertainty 
of  linman  life,  and  that  it  is  good  to  have 
a  "learned  leech"  within  call.  Shall  I 
avovv  it,  Kitty,  I  think  they  are  right !  It 
is,  unquestionably,  a  gross  anomaly  t©  see 
everlastingly  around  one  in  the  gay  Avorld 
those  terrible  remembrancers  of  dark  hours 
and  gloomy  sceiies.  We  do  not  scatter 
wills,  and  deeds,  and  settlements  amongst 
the  prints,  and  drawings,  and  light  litera- 
ture of  our  drawing-room  tables,  nor  do 
we  permit  physic-bottles  to  elbow  the  odors 
and  essences  which  deck  our  "consoles" 
and  chimney-pieces  ;  and  wdiy  should  "we 
admit  the  incarnation  of  these  odious  ob- 
jects to  mar  the  picturesque  elegance  of 
our  salons  ?  No,  Kitty  ;  they  may  figure 
upon  a  darker  canvas,  but  they  would  ill 
become  the  gorgeous  light  that  illumines 
the  grand  "tableau"  of  high  life  !  Peter, 
too,  would  be  quite  unsuited  to  the  habits 
of  the  continent.  Wrapped  up  as  he  is  in 
his  profession,  he  never  could  attain  to 
that  charming  negligence  of  manner,  that 
graceful  trifling,  that  most  insinuating 
languor,  which  distinguish  the  well-bred 
abroad.  If  they  fail  to  captivate,  Kitty, 
they  at  least  never  wound  your  suscepti- 
bilities, nor  hurt  your  prejudices.  The 
delightful  maxim  tliat  pronounces  "Tons 
les  goAts  sont  respectables,"  is  the  keystone 
of  this  system.  Xo,  no,  Peter  must  not. 
come  abroad  ! 

Let  me  not  forget  to  congratulate  you 
on  Robert's  success.  What  is  it  he  has 
gained  ?  for  I  could  not  explain  to  Lord 
George  whether  he  is  a  "double  first"  or 
a  something  else. 

You  are  quite  mistaken,  my  dear  friend, 
about  lace.  It  is  fully  as  dear  here  as  with 
us.  At  the  same  time,  I  must  say  Ave 
never  do  see  real  "  Brussels  point "  in  Ire- 
land :  for  even  the  Castle  folk  are  satisfied 
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witli  showin,!^  yon  nothing  but  their  cast- 
off  London  linery  ;  and  as  to  lace,  it  is  all 
what  they  call  here  "application" — that 
is,  the  flowor.'i  and  tracery  are  worked  in 
upon  comnioir  net,  and  are  not  ])ai-t  of  the 
fabric,  as  in  real  "point  de  Bruxelles. " 
After  all,  even  this  is  as  superior  to  "  Lime- 
rick lace"  as  a  foreign  ambassador  is,  in 
manner,  to  a  Dublin  alderman. 

I  should  like  to  keep  this  over  till  the 
dejeilncr  at  Mons  ;  but  as  it  goes  by  '•  the 
messenger" — Lord  Gled  worth  having  given 

})a  the  ])rivilege  of  the  "bag" — I  cannot 
onger   defer  writing   myself    my    dearest 
Kitty's  most  attached  friend, 

Maky  Annk  Dodd. 

I  open  my  letter  to  send  you  the  last 
bulletin  about  James  : 

'•'Monsieur  James  Dodd  has  passed  a 
tranquil  night,  and  is  proceeding  favorably. 
'J'he  wound  exhibits  a  good  appearance, 
and  the  general  fever  is  slight. 

(Signed) 
*•'  Barox  De  Seutin". 
*'El'staciie  de  MoiiXAYE,  Med.  du  Roi. 
".Samuel  Mossin,  M.K.C.S.L." 

We're  in  another  mess  with  that  wretch 
Paddy  Byrne.  The  gendarmes  are  now  in 
the  house  to  inquire  after  him.  It  would 
seem  that  he  has  beaten  a  whole  hackney- 
coach  stand,  and  sent  the  vehicles  and 
horses  off  full  speed  down  the  ''Montague 
"de  la  Cour,"  one  of  the  steepest  streets  in 
Europe.  When  will  papa  see  it -would  be 
cheaper  to  send  him  home  by  a  special 
steamer  than  to  keep  him  here  and  pay  for 
all  his  "  escapades  ?  " 

Paddy,  who  got  on  to  the  roof  to  escape 
the  police,  has  just  fallen  through  a  sky- 
light, and  has  been  conveyed  to  hospital, 
terribly  injured,  lie  fell  upon  an  old  gen- 
tleman of  eighty-two,  who  says  he  will  look 
to  papa  for  compensation.  The  tumult 
the  affair  has  caused  is  dreadful,  and  pa  is 
like  a  madman. 

The  General  Count  Vanderdelft  has  come 
back  to  say  that  I  am  invited. 


LETTER   VII. 

MRS.  DODD  TO  MRS.  MARY  GALLAGHER,  DODS- 
BOROUGH. 

Dear  ^Iolly, — I  scarcely  have  courage 
to  take  up  my  pen,  and  maybe,  if  it  wasn't 
that  I'm  driven  to  the  necessity  of  writing. 
I  couldn't  bring  myself  to  the  effort.     You 


have  already  heard  all  about  poor  dear 
James's  duel.  It  was  in  the  PohI  and  Gal- 
ifjnani,  atid  got  copied  into  the  French 
papers,  and  indeed  I  must  say,  that  so  far 
as  notoriety  goes,  it  was  all  very  gratify- 
ing to  our  feelings,  though  the  poor  boy 
has  had  to  pay  dearly  for  the  honor.  His 
sufferings  were  very  great,  and  for  ten  days 
he  didn't  know  one  of  us  ;  even  to  this 
time  he  constantly  calls  me  his  aunt  I  He's 
now  out  of  danger  at  last,  and  able  to  sit 
up  for  a  few  hours  every  day,  and  take  a 
little  sustenance,  and  hear  the  i)a]ters  read, 
and  see  the  names  of  the  people  that  iiave 
called  to  ask  after  him  ;  and  a  proud  list 
it  is,  dukes,  counts,  and  barons  without 
end  ! 

This,  of  course,  is  all  very  pleasing,  and 
no  one  is  more  ready  to  confess  it  than  my- 
self ;  but  life  is  nothing  but  trials,  Molly  ; 
you're  up  to-day,  and  you're  down  to-mor- 
row ;  and  maybe  'tis  when  you  think  the 
road  is  smoothest  and  best,  and  tl-at  your 
load  is  lightest,  'tis  just  at  tliat  very  mo- 
ment you  see  yourself  harnessed  betweeti 
the  "shafts  of  adversity."  AVe  neverthink 
of  these  things  when  all  goes  well  with  us, 
but  what  a  shock  we  feel  wlien  the  hand 
of  fate  turns  the  tables  on  u.«,  with  may- 
be the  scarlatina  or  the  sheep-rot,  the 
smut  in  the  v/heat,  or  a  stain  on  your 
reputation  !  AVhen  I  wrote  last,  I  men- 
tioned to  you  the  high  station  we  were  in, 
the  elegant  acquaintances  we  made,  and 
the  fine  prospect  before  us  :  but  I'm  not 
sure  you  got  my  letter,  for  the  gentleman 
that  took  charge  of  it  thought  of  going 
home  by  Norway,  so  that  perhaps  it  has 
not  reached  you.  It's  little  matter  ;  may- 
be 'tis  all  the  better,  indeed,  if  it  never 
does  come  to  hand  !  The  last  three  weeks 
has  been  nothing  but  troubles,  and  as  for 
expense,  Molly,  the  money  goes  in  a  way  I 
never  witnessed  before,  though  if  you  knew 
all  the  shifts  I'm  put  to,  you'd  pity  me, 
and  the  sacrifices  I  make  to  keep  our 
heads  above  water  would  drown  you  in 
tears. 

I  don't  know  -where  to  begin  Avith  our 
misfortunes,  though  1  believe  the  first  of 
them  was  Wednesday  week  last.  You 
must  know,  Molly,  that  we  were  invited 
by  the  king,  Avho  sent  his  own  aide-de-camp 
in  full  ficr.  with  crosses  and  orders  all  over 
him,  to  ask  us  to  a  breakfast,  or,  as  they  call 
it,  a  dcjeunci\  in  honor  of  the  opening  of  a 
new  railroad  at  Mons.  It  was,  as  yoii  may 
believe,  a  verv  great  honor  to  pay  us. noth- 
ing being  invited  but  the  very  first  families 
— the  embassies  and  the  ministers,  and  we 
certainly  felt  it  well  became  us  not  to  dis- 
grace either  the  country  wc  came  from,  or 
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the  proud  distinction  of  his  majesty  :  and 
so,  Mary  and  I  had  tAVo  new  dresses  made 
just  the  same,  like  sisters,  very  simple,  but 
elegant,  Molly — a  light  stuff  tiiat  cost  only 
two-antl-fivc  a  yard,  thirty-two  yards  of 
Avhich  would  make  the  two,  leaving  me  a 
breadth  more  in  the  skirt  than  Mary  Anne 
— the  whole  not  coming  to  quite  four 
pounds  without  the  making.  That  was 
our  calculation,  Molly,  and  we  inititdown 
on  jiaper  ;  for  K.  I.  insists  on  our  paying 
for  everything  when  it  comes  home,  as  he 
is  always  saying,  "We  never  know  how 
sudden  1}^  Ave  may  have  to  leave  this  place 
yet." 

Low  as  the  price  was,  it  took  a  day  and 
a  half  l)efore  he  gave  in.  He  stormed  and 
swore  about  all  the  expenses  of  the  family 
— tluit  there  was  no  end  of  our  extravagant 
habits,  and  what  with  hairdressers,  danc- 
ing-masters, and  doctors,  it  cost  five-and- 
twenty  pounds  in  a  week. 

/'And  if  it  did,  K.  I./'  said  I— "if  it 
did,  is  four  pounds  too  much  to  spend  on 
the  dress  of  your  wife  and  daughter,  when 
they're  invited  to  court  ?  If  you  can  squan- 
der in  handfuls  on  your  pleasures,  can  you 
spare  nothing  for  the  wants  of  vour  fam- 
ily?" 

I  reminded  him  who  he  was  and  who  / 
was.  1  let  him  know  what  was  the  stock 
I  came  from,  and  what  we  were  used  to, 
Molly,  and  indeed  I  believe  he'd  rather 
than  double  the  money  not  have  provoked 
the  discussion. 

The  end  of  it  was,  we  carried  the  day  ; 
and  early  on  Wednesday  morning  the  two 
dresses  came  home  ;  Mdlle.  Adele  herself 
coming  with  them  to  try  them  on.  I 
haven't  words  to  tell  you  how  mine  jBtted  ; 
if  it  was  made  on  me  it  couldn't  be  better. 
I  needn't  say  more  of  the  general  effect, 
than  that  Betty — and  you  know  she  is  no 
flatterer — called  me  nothing  but  "Miss" 
till  I  took  it  off.  Conscious  of  how  it  be- 
came me,  I  too  readily  listened  to  her  sug- 
gestion to  "go  and  show  it  to  the  mas- 
ter;" and  accordingly  walked  into  the 
room  where  he  was  seated  reading  the  news- 
paper. 

"Ain't  you  afraid  of  catching  cold?" 
says  he,  dryly. 

'"  Why  so  ■?  "  replied  I. 

"  Hadn't  you  better  put  on  your  gown, 
going  about  the  passages  ?"  says  he,  in  a 
cross  kind  of  a  way. 

"  Wluit  do  you  mean,  K.  T.  ?  Is  not 
this  my  gown  ?  " 

"  That  !  "  cried  he,  throwing  down  the 
neAVspaper  on  the  floor.     "  Thai  l  " 

"And  why  not,  pray,  Mister  Dodd  ?" 

"  Why  not  I  "   exclaimed  he  ;  "  because 


you're  half-naked,  madam; — because  it 
wouldn't  do  for  a  bathing-dress  ; — because 
the  Queen  of  the  Tonga  Islands  Avouldn't 
go  out  in  it." 

"if  my  dress  is  not  high  enough  for 
your  taste,  K.  I.,  maybe  the  bill  is,"  says 
I,  throwing  down  the  paper  on  the  table, 
and  sweeping  out  of  the  room.  Oh  !  Molly, 
little  I  knew  the  words  I  was  saying,  for  I 
never  had  opened  the  bill  at  all,  content- 
ing myself  with  Mdlle.  Adele's  promise 
that  the  making  Avould  be  a  "bagatelle  of 
some  fifteen  or  twenty  francs  !"  What  do 
you  think  it  came  to  ?  Eight  hundred 
and  thirty-three  francs  five  sous.  Thii-ty- 
three  pounds,  six  and  tenpcnce-halfpenny  ! 
as  sure  as  I  Avrite  these  lines.  I  was  taken 
with  the  nerves — just  as  I  used  to  be  long 
ago — screeching  and  laughing  and  crying 
altogether,  when  I  heard  it  ;  and  the  at- 
tack lasted  two  hours  and  left  me  very 
weak  and  exhausted  after  it  was  over.  Oh! 
Molly  dear,  what  a  morning  it  Avas  !  for 
Avhat  Avith  ether  and  cura^oa,  strong  sherry 
and  aniseed  cordial,  my  head  was  splitting; 
and  Betty  ran  doAvn  stairs  into  the  table 
d'hote  room,  and  said  that  "the  master 
was  going  to  murder  the  mistress,"  and 
brought  up  a  croAvd  of  gentlemen  after  her. 
K.  I.  Avas  holding  my  hands  at  the  time  ; 
for  they  say  that  I  wanted  to  make  at 
Mdlle.  Adele  to  tear  her  eyes  out  ;  so  that, 
natui'ally  enough,  perhaps,  they  believed 
Betty's  story  ;  however  that  might  be,  they 
rushed  in  a  body  at  K.  I.,  Avho,  quitting 
hold  of  me,  seized  the  poker.  I  needn't 
tell  you  what  he  is  like  Avhen  in  a  passion  ! 
I'm  told  the  scene  Avas  aAvful ;  for  they  all 
made  for  the  stairs  together — K.  I.  after 
them  !  The  appearance  of  the  place  after- 
Avards  may  give  you  some  notion  of  what 
it  Avitnessed  :  all  the  orange-trees  in  the 
tubs  throAvn  doAvn,two  lamps  smashed,  the 
bust  of  the  king  and  queen  on  the  landing 
in  shivers,  several  of  the  banisters  broken  ; 
while  tufts  of  hair,  buttons,  and  bits  of 
cloth  Avere  strcAvn  about  on  all  sides.  The 
head-waiter  is  Avearing  a  patch  over  his  eye 
still,  and  the  SavIss  porter,  one  of  the  big- 
gest men  I  ever  saAv,  has  cut  his  face  fear- 
fully by  a  fall  into  a  glass  globe  Avith  gold 
fish.  It  Avas  a  costly  morning's  Avork,  Mol- 
ly I  and  if  tAventy  pound  sees  us  through 
it,  Ave're  lucky  !  Mr.  Proffles,  too,  the 
landlord,  came  up  to  request  we'd  leave 
the  hotel  ;  that  there  Avas  nothing  but  roAvs 
and  disturbances  in  the  house  since  we  en- 
tered it ;  and  much  more  of  the  same  sort. 
K.  I.  flared  up  at  this,  and  they  abused 
each  other  for  an  hour.  This  is  very  un- 
fortunate, for  I  hear  that  P.  is  a  baron, 
and  a  great  friend  of  the  king;  for  abroad, 
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Molly  dear,  the  nobles  are  not  above  any- 
thing, and  sell  cigars,  and  show  the  town 
to  strangers  to  turn  a  penny,  without  any 
one  thinking  the  worse  of  them  !  All  thi;:, 
as  you  may  suppose,  was  a  blessed  })repara- 
tion  for  tlie  court  breakfast ;  but  yet,  by 
two  o'clock  we  got  away,  and  i-eached  the 
Allee  Verte,  when  we  heard  that  all  tlie 
special  trains  were  already  off,  and  had  to 
take  our  phices  in  the  common  conveyances 
meant  for  the  ])ublic,  and  worse  again,  to 
be  separated  from  K.  I.,  who  had  to  go 
into  a  third-class,  while  Mary  Anne  and'  I 
were  in  a  second.  There  we  were,  dressed 
up  in  full  style  in  the  noonday,  witii  bare 
necks  and  arms,  in  a  crowd  of  bagmen,  of- 
ficers, and  clerks,  who,  you  may  be  sure, 
had  their  own  thoughts  about  us  ;  and  in- 
deed there's  no  saying  what  they  mightn't 
have  done  as  well  as  thought,  if  K.  I. 
didn't  come  to  the  window  every  time  we 
stopped,  with  a  big  stick  in  his  hand,  and 
by  a  very  significant  gesture  gave  the  com- 
pany to  comprehend  that  he'd  make  mince 
veal  of  the  man  tliat  molested  us. 

You  may  think,  Molly,  of  what  a  two 
hours  we  spent,  for  the  women  in  the  train 
were  worse  than  the  men,  and  although  I 
did  not  understand  wliat  they  said,  their 
looks  were  quite  intelligible  ;  but  I  have 
not  patience  to  tell  you  more.  We  reached 
Mons  at  four  o'clock  ;  a  great  part  of  the 
ceremony  was  over.  The  high  mass  and 
benediction  i)ronounced  by  the  Cardinal  of 
Malines— the  rail  was  blessed — and  the 
deputation  had  addressed  the  king,  and 
his  majesty  had  replied,  and  all  kinds  of 
congratulations  were  exchanged,  orders 
and  crosses  given  to  everybody,  from  the 
surveyors  to  the  stokers,  and  now  the  pro- 
cession was  forming  to  the  royal  pavilion, 
where  there  were  tables  laid  out  for  eight 
hundred  people. 

K.  I."s  scarlet  nniform,  though  a  little 
the  worse  for  wear,  and  so  tight  in  the  waist 
that  the  last  three  buttons  were  left  un- 
fastened, procured  him  immediate  respect, 
and  we  passed  through  sentries  and  })atrols 
as  if  we  were  royalty  itself  ;  indeeil,  the 
military  presented  arms  to  K.  I.  at  every 
step,  and  such  clinking  of  muskets  and 
bayonets  I  never  heard  before. 

All  this  time,  Molly,  we. were  going 
straight  on,  without  knowing  where  to  ; 
for  K.  I.  said  to  me  in  a  whisper,  *'  Let  us 
put  a  bold  face  on  it,  or  they'll  ask  us  for 
tickets  or  something  of  the  kind  ;  "  and 
so  we  went,  hoping  every  moment  to  see 
our  friend  the  count,  who  would  take  us 
under  his  protection.  If  it  wasn't  for 
our  own  anxieties,  the  scene  would  have 
amused  us  greatly,  for  there  were  all  man- 


ner of  elegant  females,  and  men  in  fine 
uniforms,  and  the  greatest  disj)lay  of  jew- 
els I  ever  saw  ;  but  for  all  that,  we  were 
getting  uneasy,  for  we  saw  that  they  each 
carried  cards  in  their  hands,  and  that  tlie 
official  came  and  asked  for  them  as  they 
passed  on. 

'*  We'll  be  in  a  nice  way  if  Vanderdelft 
doesn't  turn  up,"  says  K.  I.,  and  as  he 
said  it,  there  was  the  general  himself  be- 
side us.  He  was  greatly  heated,  as  if  he 
had  been  running  or  walking  fast,  and 
although  dressed  in  full  uniforni,  his  stock 
was  loose  and  his  cocked-hat  was  witiiout 
the  feather.  *'  I  was  afraid  I  should  have 
missed  you,"  said  he,  in  a  hurried  voice  to 
Mary  Anne,  "and  I'm  half-killed  running 
about  after  you.  Where's  the  queen-moth- 
er ?  "  This  wasn't  very  ceremonious,  my 
dear,  but  I  didn't  know  what  he  sjiid  at  the 
time  ;  indeed,  he  spoke  so  fast,  it  was  all 
Mary  Anne  could  do  to  follow  him  I  for  he 
talked  of  everything  and  everybody  in  a 
breath.  ''  We've  not  a  minute  to  lose,'" 
cried  he,  drawing  ^lary  Anne's  arm  inside 
his  own.  "If  Leopold  once  sits  down  to 
table,  I  can't  present  you.  Come  along, 
and  I'll  got  you  a  good  place." 

How  we  pierced  the  crowd  the  saints 
alone  can  tell  !  but  the  general  went  at 
them  in  a  way  of  his  own,  and  they  fell 
back  as  they  saw  him  coming,  in  a  style 
that  made  us  think  we  had  no  common 
guide  to  conduct  us.  At  last,  by  dint  of 
crushing,  driving,  and  pushing  everybody 
out  of  our  way,  we  reached  a-  kind  of  bar- 
rier, where  two  fine-looking  men  in  blue 
and  gold  were  taking  the  tickets.  As 
Mary  Anne  and  the  general  were  in  ad- 
vance of  us,  I  didn't  see  what  hai)})ened 
first  ;  but  when  we  came  up,  we  found 
Vanderdelft  in  a  flaring  passion,  and  cry- 
ing out,  "These  scullions  don't  know  me 
— this  canaille  never  heard  of  my  name  I" 

"  We're  in  a  mess,  Mrs,  D.,"  said  K.  I. 
to  me  in  a  whisper. 

"How  can  that  be?"  said  L 

"  We're  in  a  mess,"  says  he,  again,  "and 
a  pretty  mess,  too,  or  I'm  mistaken  ; "  but 
he  hadn't  time  for  more,  for  just  then  the 
general  kicked  up  the  bar  with  his  foot, 
and  ])assed  in  with  Mary  Anne,  flourish- 
ing his  drawn  sword  in  tlie  air  and  crying 
out,  "  Take  them  in  flank— saber  them, 
every  man — no  prisoners  ! — no  quarter  !  " 
Oh,  "Molly,  I  can't  continue,  though  I'll 
never  forget  the  scene  that  followed.  Two 
big  men  "in  gray  coats  burst  through  the 
crowd  and  laid  hands  on  the  general,  who, 
it  seem.s  had  made  his  escape  out  of  a  mad- 
house at  Ghent  a  week  before,  and  was,  :is 
they  said,  the  most  dangerous  lunatic  in 
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all  Bolginm.  It  appeared  that  lie  had  gone 
down  to  his  own  country-house  near  Brus- 
sels, and  stolen  his  uniform  and  his  orders, 
for  he  Avas  once  on  a  time  aide-de-camp  to 
the  Prince  of  Orange,  and  Avent  mad  after 
the  revolution. 

Just  think  of  our  situation  as  we  stood 
there,  among  all  the  nobles  and  grandees, 
suffocated  Avitli  laughter  ;  for  as  they  tore 
the  poor  general  away,  lie  cried  out  "to 
take  care  of  tlic  queen-mother,  and  to  be 
sure  and  get  something  to  eat  for  the  Aga 
of  the  Janissaries,"  meaning  K.  I.! 

'J'he  mob  at  this  time  began  screeching 
and  hooting,  and  there's  no  knowing  how 
it  might  have  ended,  if  it  wasn't  for  the 
little  captain— Morris  is  his  name — that 
was  once  quartered  at  Bruff,  and  who  hap- 
pened to  be  there,  and  knew  us,  and  lie 
came  up  and  explained  who  we  were,  and 
got  us  away  to  a  coach,  more  dead  than 
alive,  Molly. 

And  so  we  got  back  to  Brussels  that 
niglit,  in  a  state  of  mind  and  body  I  leave 
you  to  imagine,  K.  I.  abusing  us  all  tlie 
way  al)out  tlie  milliner's  bill,  the  expense 
of  the  trip,  and  the  exposure  !  "It's  clear," 
says  he,  *'  we  may  leave  this  city  now,  for 
you'll  never  recover  wliat  you  call  your 
'position,'  here,  after  this  day's  exploit  !•" 
You  may  conceive  how  humbled  and  bro- 
ken I  was  when  he  dared  to  say  that  to 
me,  Molly,  and  I  didn't  so  much  as  give 
him  a  Avord  back  ! 

You'll  see' from  this  that  life  isn't  all 
roses  with  ik  :  and,  indeed,  for  the  last 
two  days  I've  done  nothing  but  cry,  and 
Mary  Anne  the  same  ;  for  how  we're  ever 
to  go  to  court  and  be  presented  now,  no- 
body can  tell  !  Morris  advises  K.  I.  to  go 
into  Germany  for  the  summer,  and  maybe 
he  IS  right ;  but,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
Molly,  I  can't  bear  that  little  man  —  he 
has  a  dry,  sneering  kind  of  way  with  him 
that  is  odious  to  me.  Mary  Anne,  too, 
liates  him.    , 

So  Father  Maher  won't  buy  "Judy," 
because  she's  not  in  calf.  It's  just  like 
him — he  must  have  everything  in  this  life 
his  own  way  !  Send  me  the  price  of  the 
wool  by  Purcell ;  he  can  get  a  post-bill  for 
it  ;  and  be  sure  to  dispose  of  the  fruit  to 
the  best  advantage.  Don't  make  any  jam 
this  year,  for  I'd  rather  have  the  money 
than  be  spending  it  on  sugar.  You'd  not 
believe  the  straits  Fm  put  to  for  a  pound 
or  two.  It  was  only  last  week  1  sold  four 
pair  of  K.  I.'s  drab  shorts  and  gaiters  and 
a  brown  surtout  to  a  hawker  for  a  trifle 
of  fifteen  francs,  and  persuaded  him  they 
were  stolen  out  of  his  drawers  I  and  I  be- 
lieve he  has  spent  nearly  double  the  money 


in  handbills,  offering  a  reward  for  the 
thief!  That's  tlie  fruits  of  his  want  of 
confidence,  and  the  secret  and  mysterious 
way  he  behaves  to  me  !  Many's  the  time 
T  told  him  that  his  underhand  tricks  cost 
him  half  his  income  ! 

I  tell  liim  every  day  it's  '"'no  use  to  be 
here  if  we  doirc  live  in  a  certain  style  ;" 
and  then  he  says,  "I'm  quite  ready  to  go 
back,  J\Irs.  D.  It  was  never  my  will  that 
Ave  came  here  at  all."  And  there  he  is 
right,  for  it's  just  Ireland  he's  fit  for  ! 
Fatlier  Maher,  and  "Tom  Purcell,  and  Sam 
Davis  are  exactly  the  com])any  to  suit  him  ; 
but  it's  very  hard  that  me  and  the  girly 
are  to  suffer  for  his  low  tastes  ! 

The  Evening  Mail,  I  see,  puts  Dodsbcr- 
ough  doAvn  at  the  bottom  of  a  column, 
as  if  it  Avas  Holloway's  ointment,  That'3 
what  Ave  get  by  having  dealings  with  an 
Orange  newspaper.  They  could  murder 
us — tliat's  their  feeling.  Tliey  know  in 
their  hearts  that  they're  heretics,  and  they 
hate  tlie  True  Church.  There  is  nothing 
I  detest  so  much  as  bigotiw.  Go  to  hea- 
A'en  y(nir  oivn  Avay,  and  let  the  Protestants 
go  to  the  other  place  theirs.  Themes  my 
sentiments,  Molly,  and  I  believe  tiiey'ra 
the  sentiments  of  a  good  Christian  ! 

I'm  sorry  for  Peter  Belton,  but  what 
business  has  he  to  think  of  a  girl  like 
Mary  Anne  ?  If  Doctor  CaA^anagh  was 
dead  himself,  the  Avhole  practice  of  the 
country  Avouldn't  be  three  hundred  a  year. 
Try  and  get  an  opportunity  to  tell  him 
Avhat  I  think,  and  say  that  he  ought  to 
look  out  for  one  of  the  Davises  ;  thcugh 
Avhat  a  dispensary  doctor  Avants  with  a 
Avife  the  Lord  only  knows  !  S.  I.  evilly 
says  he  ought  to  be  content  makirig  blis- 
ters for  the  neigb.bors,  Avithout  wanting 
one  on  his  own  back  !  That's  the  way 
he  talks  of  Avomen.  Father  Maher  never 
sent  me  the  lines  for  Betty  Co^:b,  and 
maybe  I'll  be  driA^en  to  have  he:  cursed 
by  a  foreign  priest  after  all.  She  and 
Paddy  are  the  torment  of  our  lives.  I 
saved  up  five  pounds  to  send  them  both 
back  by  a  sailing-ship,  but  by  good  luck 
I  discovered  the  vessel  was  going  to  Cuba 
instead  of  Cork,  and  so  here  they  are 
still  :  maybe  it  Avould  haA'e  teen  better  if 
I  had  sent  .them  off,  thougn  the  Avay  was 
something  of  a  roundabout.  There's  no 
use  in  my  speaking  to  K.  I.  about  Christy, 
for  he  can  get  nothing  for  James.  AVe 
may  Avrite  to  Vickers  every  Avcek,  but  he 
ncA-^er  answers  ;  he  knoAVS  Parliament  won't 
be  dissolved  soon,  and  he  doesn't  mind  us. 
If  I'd  my  Avill,  there  woii^d  be  a  general 
election  every  year,  a*:  least,  and  then  we'd 
have  a  cliance   Ox  getting  something.     I 
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don't  know  which  is  worst,  the  AVhigs  or 
tlie  Tories,  nor  is  there  much  diflferenco 
between  them.  K.  I.  supported  each  of 
them  in  turn,  and  never  j^ot  bit  nor  sup 
from  one  or  otlier,  yet. 

I  Wcis  souudiuf^  K.  J.  iiljout  Christy  l.ist 
nii^ht,  and  //«  tiiinksyou  ought  to  send  him 
to  the  gold  diggings  ;  lie  wants  nothing  Init 
a  i)ickaxe  and  a  tin  cullender  and  a  ])air 
of  waterproof  boots,  to  make  a  fortune 
there  ;  and  that's  more  than  Ave  can  say  of 
the  County  Limerick.  There's  nothing  so 
hard  to  provide  for  as  a  boy  in  these  times, 
except  a  girl  ! 

The  trunks  have  not  arrived  yet ;  I  hope 
you  dispatched  them. 

Your  attached  and  sincere  friend, 
Jemima  Dodd. 


LETTER  VI rr. 

BETTY  COBB  TO  MRS.  SHUSAN  o'SHAY,  PRIEST's  HOUSE, 
BRUrF.  I 

I 

Deak  Misses  Shusan,  —  This  comes  \ 
Avith  my  heart's  sorroAv  that  I'm  not  at; 
home  where  I  was  bred  and  born,  but  livin' 
abroad  like  a  pelican  on  a  dissolute  island,  i 
more  by  token  that  1  never  wanted  to  come,  i 
l)ut  'was  persuaded  by  them  tliat  knew  I 
notliin'  about  what  they  wor  talking  ;  but  j 
thought  it  was  all  figs,  and  lemons,  and  i 
raisins,  with  green  pays  and  the  sun  in  i 
season  all  the  year  round  ;  but,  on  the  con- 1 
trahery,  sicli  rain  and  wind  I  never  seen  , 
afore  ;  and  as  for  the  eating,  the  saints  | 
forgive  me  if  it's  not  true,  but  I  b'l'eve  I  j 
ate  more  rats  since  I've  come,' than  ever  I 
ould  Tib  did  since  she  was  kittened.  The  j 
drinkin's  as  bad,  or  Avorse.  What  they  j 
call  wine,  is  s])oilt  vinegar ;  and  the  vega- 
bles  has  no  bone  nor  eatin'  in  them  at  all,  l 
but  melts  aAvay  in  the  moutii  like  butter  | 
in  July.  But  'tis  the  Avickedness  is  the 
Avorst  of  all.  0  Shnsan  !  but  the  men  is  : 
bad,  and  the  women  worse.  Of  all  the  I 
devils  ever  I  lieerd  of,  they  bate  them,  j 
'Tisn't  a  quiet  walk  to  mass  on  Sunday,  | 
Avith  maybe  a  decent  boy  beside  you,  dis-j 
coorsin',  or  the  like,  and  then  sitting  under  { 
a  hedge  for  the  evening,  Avith  your  apron  ; 
afore  you,  talkin'  about  the  praties  or  the  , 
price  of  pigs,  or  mai)be  the  polis  ;  but  here  ! 
'tis  dancin',  and  ronipin',  and  eatin',  Avith  j 
merry-go-rounds,  swing-swongs,  and  skit-j 
ties,  all  the  day  long.  The  dancin's  dread- 1 
ful  !  they  don't  stanti  up  foment  other,  ! 
like  a  jig,  Avhere  anything  of  a  dacent ; 
partner  Avouldn't  so  much  as  look  hard  at! 
you,  but  keep  minding  his  steps  and  hu- 1 


'  morin'  the  tune  ;  but  they  catch  each  other 
round  the  Avaist — 'tis  true  I  am  Haying — 
and  go  huggin'  and  tearin'  about  like  mad, 
till  they  can't  bieathe  nor  spake  ;  and  then, 
!  the  noise  !  for  'tisn't  one  tiddle  ihey  have, 
'  but  maybe  twenty,  Avith  horns,  ami  flutes, 
and  a  murderin'  big  brown  tube,  that  a 
man  blows  into  at  one  side,  that  makes  a 
sound  like  the  sea  among  tlie  rocks  at 
Kelper  ;  and  that's  dancin',  my  dear  !  I 
got  lave  from  tl^e  mistress  last  Sunday  to 
go  out  in  the  evening  with  Mr.  Francis, 
the  currier,  as  they  call  liim — a  mighty 
nice  man,  but  a  little  free  in  his  manners  ; 
and  we  Avent  to  the  Moelenbeck  Gardens, 
an  iligant  place,  no  doubt,  Avith  a  hundred 
little  tables  under  the  trees,  and  a  flu  re  for 
dancin'  and  fireworks,  and  a  boat  on  a  lake, 
Avith  an  island  in  it,  Avhere  there  Avas  a 
hermit — a  fine-looking  ould  man,  Avith  a 
beard  down  to  his  Avaist,  but,  for  all  that, 
no  better  than  he  ought  to  be,  for  he  made 
an  offer  to  kiss  me  Avhen  I  Avas  going  into 
the  boat,  and  Mr.  Francis  laughed  at  me 
bekase  I  Avas  angry.  Ko  matter',  Ave  Avent 
off  to  a  place  tliey  call  the  Temple  of  Bakis, 
Avhere  there  Avas  a  fat  man,  as  I  thouglit, 
start  nakit,  but  it  Avas  flesli -colored  Aveb  lie 
had  on,  and  he  was  sittin'  on  a  beer-barrel, 
with  a  Avreatii  of  roses  round  his  liead,  and 
looking  as  drunk  as  ever  I  seen  ;  and  for 
half  a  franc  apiece,  Bakis  j)ulled  out  the 
spiget,  and  gave  you  a  glassful  of  the 
nicest  drink  ever  Avas  tasted-^ Avaim  Avine, 
Avith  nutmeg  in  it,  and  cloves,  and  a  taste 
of  mint.  I  Avas  afeerd  to  do  more  nor  sup, 
seein'  the  place  and  the  croud  ;  but  indeed, 
Shusan,  little  as  I  took,  it  got  into  my 
head  ;  and  I  sat  doAvn  on  the  steps  of  the 
Tem})le,  and  began  to  cry  about  home  and 
Dodsborough  ;  and  something  came  over 
me  that  .Mr.  Francis  didn't  mane  Avell  ; 
and  so  I  told  everybody  that  I  Avas  a  poor 
Irish  girl,  and  that  he  Avas  a  Avicked 
blaguard  ;  and  then  the  polis  came, 
and  there  Avas  a  shindy  !  I  don't  knoAv 
how  far  my  head  Avas  Avi-ong  all  the  time  : 
and  they  saiil  that  I  sung  the  "CroniaAvn 
Dhubli  ; ''  miiybe  I  did  ;  but  I  knoAv  that 
I  bate  off  the  polis  ;  and  at  last  they  took 
me  away  home,  Avhen  every  stitch  on  me 
Avas  in  ribbins  ;  my  iligant  bonnet  Avith  the 
green  bows  as  flat  as  a  halfpeny  ;  and  the 
boTubazine  the  mistress  gave  me,  all  rags  ; 
one  of  my  shoes,  too,  Avas  lost  ;  and  except 
a  handful  of  hair  I  tore  out  of  the  corpo- 
ral's beard,  'tAvas  all  lo>s  to  me.  This 
Avasn't  the  Avorst ;  for  little  Paddy  Byrne, 
that  Avas  in  bed  for  a  baiting  he  got  'mong 
the  hackney-coachmen,  jumped  up  and 
Hew  at  Mister  Francis  for  the  honor  of 
ould    Ireland  :    and    they   fit   for   twenty 
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minntes  in  the  pantry,  and  broke  every  "bit 
of  glass  and  cliuney  in  the  honse,  forbye 
three  lamps  and  some  alybastard  figures 
that  wiis  })ut  tliere  for  safety  ;  and  the  end 
of  it  was,  Mr.  Francis  was  discharged,  but 
wouldn't  take  his  Avages,  if  the  master 
didn't  pay  hiin  half  a  year  in  advance, 
Avith  diet  and  wasliing,  and  his  expenses 
home  to  Swisserland,  wherever  that  is  ;  and 
there  it  is  now,  and  master  is  in  a  law- 
shule,  that  everybody  says  Avill  go  agin 
him  ;  for  there's  one  good  thing  abroad, 
Shusan  dear,  the  coorts  stands  by  poor 
sarvants,  and  Avon't  see  them  Avrong- 
ed  by  any  cruel  masters  ;  and  maybe 
it  Avould  be  taching  ould  Mister  Dodd 
something,  if  they  made  him  smart  for 
this  ! 

Ye  may  think,  from  all  this,  that  I'd  be 
glad  to  be  back  again,  and  so  it  is.  I  cry 
all  day  and  night,  and  sorrow  stitch  I  do 
for  either  the  mistress  or  the  young  ladies, 
and  maybe  at  last  they'll  see  'tis  best  to 
send  me  home.  They  needn't  begrudge  me 
the  thrifle  'twould  cost,  for  they're  spend- 
ing money  like  mad  ;  and  even  the  mis- 
tress, that  Avould  skin  a  flay  in  Ireland, 
thinks  nothing  of  layin'  out  ten  or  fifteen 
l^ounds  here  of  a  day.  Miss  Mary  Anne  is 
as  bad  as  the  mother,  and  groAvn  so  proud 
and  stand  off  that  1  never  spake  to  her. 
Miss  Caroline  is  what  she  used  to  be, 
barrin'  the  spirits  ;  to  be  sure,  she  has  no 
divarsion  and  no  horse  to  ride,  nor  doesn't 
be  out  in  the  fields  as  she  used,  but  for  all 
that  she  bears  it  better  than  myself.  Mis- 
ter James  is  grown  a  young  man  in  three 
Aveeks,  and  never  passes  me  on  the  stair 
Avithout  a  wink  or  a  look  of  the  same  kind  ; 
that's  the  way  the  Continent  taches  good 
manners  !  Mrs.  Shusan  !  oh  dear  !  oh  dear  ! 
but  'tis  wishing  it  I  am,  the  day  I  come  on 
this  incontential  tour.  If  I  can't  get  back 
— though  it's  not  my  fault  if  I  don't — send 
me  the  pair  of  strong  shoes  you'll  find  in 
my  hair  trunk,  and  the  two  petticoats  in 
the  corner.  If  you  could  get  a  blade  in 
the  big  scissors,  send  it  too,  and  the  tAvo 
bits  of  dimity  I  want  for  mend  in'.  There 
Avas  some  Dandy  Lion  in  a  paper,  I'd  like  ; 
for  there's  none  here,  they  say,  has  strength 
in  it.  You'll  be  able  to  send  me  these  by 
somebody  coming  this  Ava}^,  for  I  heerd 
mistress  say  everybody  is  travellin'  these 
times.  What  was  it  Father  Tom  used  to 
take  for  the  redness  in  his  nose  ?  mine  is 
tormentin'  me  dreadful,  and  though  I'm 
pouUicin'  it  cA'ery  night  Avith  ash-bark, 
earth-worms,  and  dragon's  blood,  I  think 
■it's  only  Avorse  it's  gettin'.  Mr.  Francis 
said  that  I  must  larn  to  sleep  Avith  my  nose 
higher  than  my  head,  though  how  I'm  to 


do  it,  the  saints  alone  can  tell  !     No  time 
for  more  than  to  say  your  loving  friend, 

Betty  Cobb. 


LETTER  IX. 

KENNY  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ES^. 

Bellevue,  Brussels. 

Dear  Tom, — It's  no  use  in  talking  ;  I 
can't  go  oyer  to  Ireland  now,  and  you 
know  that  as  well  as  myself.  Besides, 
Avhat's  the  good  of  me  taking  a  part  in  the 
elections  ?  Who  can  tell  Avhich  side  will  be 
uppermost,  after  all  ?  .And  if  one  is  *'  to 
enter,  it's  as  Avell  to  ride  the  winning 
horse."  A^ickers  has  behaved  so  badly, 
that  I  don't  think  I'd  support  him  ;  but 
there's  a  fortnight  yet  before  the  elections, 
and  perhaps  he  may  see  the  errors  of  his 
Avays  before  that  I 

I've  little  heart  or  spirits  for  i)olitics,  for 
my  life  is  fairly  bothered  out  of  me  Avith 
domestic  troubles.  James  is  going  on  very 
slowly.  There  Avas  a  bit  of  glove-leather 
round  the  ball — a  most  inexcusable  negli- 
gence on  the  part  of  his  second — that  has 
given  much  uneasiness  ;  and  he  has  a  kind 
of  night  fever,  that  keeps  him  Ioav  and 
Aveak.  With  that,  too,  he  has  too  fnany 
doctors.  Three  of  them  come  every  morn- 
ing and  never  go  aAvay  Avithout  a  dispute. 

It  strikes  me  forcibly,  Tom,  that  medi- 
cal science  is  one  of  the  things  that  makes 
little  progress,  considering  all  the  advan- 
tages of  our  century.  I  don't  mean  to 
say  that  they  don't  knoAv  better  Avhat's  in- 
side of  you,  Avhat  your  bones  are  made  of, 
that  they  haven't  more  hard  names  for 
everything  than  formerly  ;  but  that  Avhen 
it  comes  to  cure  you  of  a  toothache,  or  a 
colic,  or  a  fit  of  the  gout,  my  sure  belief  is 
they  made  Just  as  good  a  hand  of  it  two 
hundred  years  ago.  1  Avon't  deny  that 
they'll  Avhip  off  your  leg,  tie  one  of  your 
arteries,  or  take  your  hip  out  of  the  socket 
quicker  than  they  used  long  ago  ;  but  how 
few  of  us,  thank  God,  have  need  of  that 
kind  of  skill  !  and  if  Ave  have,  Avhat  signi- 
fies a  quarter  of  a  minute  more  or  less  ? 
Tim  Ilackett,  that  Avas  surgeon  to  our 
County  Infirmary  forty  years,  neA'er  used 
any  other  tools  than  an  old  razor  and  a 
pair  of  pincers,  and  I  believe  he  was  just 
as  successful  as  Astley  Cooper  ;  and  yet 
these  felloAvs  that  come  to  see  James  cover 
the  table  every  day  Avith  instruments  that 
would  puzzle  the  Royal  Society — things 
like  patent  corkscrcAvs,  scissors  Avith  teeth 
like  a  saAV,  and  one  little  crankum  for  all 
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tiie  world  like  a  lamling-net :  Jiunos  i.s 
more  afraid  of  tliat  tlum  all  tlio  rest. 
When  I  saw  it  first,  I  thought  it  was  anew 
contrivance  for  taking  the  fees  in.  The 
Piiarmacoponia — I  hope  I  spell  it  right — is 
greater,  to  he  sure,  than  long  ago,  Init 
what's  the  advantage  of  that  ?  AVe  never 
discover  a  new  kind  of  beast  for  food,  and 
I  see  little  ])enefit  in  multiplying  what 
only  disgusts  you.  'Tis  witii  medicine  as 
with  law,  Tom  ;  the  more  precedents  we 
have,  the  more  confused  we  get  ;  and 
where  our  ignorant  ancestors  saw  their 
way  clearly,  we,  with  all  our  enlightenment, 
never  can  hit  on  the  right  track  at  all. 
The  millowner  and  the  engineer,  the  tan- 
ner, the  dyer,  the  printer,  ay,  even  the  far- 
mer, picks  up  something  every  day  that 
helps  him  in  his  ci'aft.  It's  only  the 
learned  professions  that  never  learn  any- 
thing :  mayl)e  that's  how  they  got  the 
name  "lucus  a  non,"  Tom,  as  Doctor  Bell 
would  say. 

You  keep  preaching  to  me  ahout  econo- 
my and  making  "  both  ends  nieet,"  and  all 
that  kind  of  balderdash  ;  and  if  you  only 
saw  the  way  we're  living,  you'd  be  sur- 
prised at  our  cheapness.  Whenever  a  five- 
pound  note  sees  me  through  our  bill  for 
the  day,  I  give  myself  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne at  night  out  of  gratitude  !  You  re- 
member all  -Mrs.  D. 's  ])romises  about  thrift 
and  saving  ;  and,  faith,  I  must  say,  that  so 
far  as  cutting  "down  the  estimates"  for 
the  rest  of  the  family,  she's  worthy  of  the 
Manchester  school,  hut  whenever  it  touches 
lierself,  her  liberality  becomes  boundless. 

I  believe  it  would  be  cheaper  to  give  the 
milliner  a  room  in  the  house  than  pay  her 
coach-hire,  for  she's  here  every  morning, 
and  generally  in  my  room  when  I'm  shav- 
ing, sometimes  before  I'm  up.  Not  that 
this  trifling  circumstance  ever  disconcerted 
her.  On  my  conscience,  I  believe  she'd 
have  taken  Eve's  measure  before  Adam, 
witlunit  a  blush  at  the  situation  !  So  far 
as  I  have  seen  of  foreign  life,  Tom,  shame- 
lessness  is  the  grand  chai-acteristic,  and  I 
grieve  to  say  tliat  one  picks  up  the  in- 
decency much  easier  than  the  irregular 
verbs.  I  wish,  however,  I  had  nothing  to 
complain  of  but  this. 

I  told  you  in  one  of  my  late  letters  that 
I  was  getting  into  law  here  ;  the  plot  is 
thickening  since  that,  and  I  have  now,  I 
believe,  four  actions — I  hope  it  is  not  five 
— pending  in  four  diffei'cnt  courts;  in 
some  I'm  the  i)laintiff,  in  some  the  de- 
fendantj  and  in  another  I'm  something 
between  the  two ;  but  what  that  may  be,  or 
what  consequences  it  entails,  I  know  as 
much  as  I  do  about  calculating  the  next 


eclipse  I  Indeed,  to  distinguish  between 
the  several  suits,  and  the  advocates  I  have 
engaged,  is  no  small  difKculty,  and  a  con- 
siderable part  of  every  conference  is  oc- 
cupied with  purely  introductory  matter. 
These  foreign  lawyers  have  a  mysterious 
kind  of  Avay  with  them  too,  that  always 
gives  you  the  impiession  that  a  lawsuit 
is  something  like  the  gunpowder  j^lot  ! 
There's  a  fellow  comes  to  me  every  morn- 
ing for  instructions,  as  he  calls  it,  muffled 
up  in  a  great  chnik,  and  using  as  many 
precautions  against  being  seen  by  the  ser- 
vants as  if  Ave  Avere  going  to  blow  up  the 
government.  I'd  not  be  so  sensitive  on 
the  subject,  if  it  hadn't  provoked  a  species 
of  annoyance,  at  Avhich,  perhaps,  you'll  be 
more  disposed  to  laugh  than  sympathize. 

For  the  last  AAcek  ilrs.  D.  has  adopted 
a  kind  of  Avarfare  at  Avhich  she,  I'll  be 
bound  to  say,  has  fcAV  equals  and  no  supe- 
rior— a  species  of  irregular  attack,  at  all 
times  and  on  all  subjects,  by  innuendo  and 
insinuation,  eo  dexterously  thrown  out  as 
to  defy  o])position  ;  for  you  might  as  well 
take  your  musket  to  keep  off  the  mosqui- 
toes !  "What  she  was  driving  at  1  never 
could  guess,  for  the  assault  came  on  every 
flank,  and  in  all  manner  of  Avays.  If  I  was 
dressed  a  little  more  carefully  than  usual, 
she  called  attention  to  my  "smartness:" 
if  less  so,  she  hinted  tliat  I  Avas  probably 
going  out  ''on  the  sly."  If  I  stayed  at 
-home,  I  Avas  "Avaiting  for  somebody;"  if 
I  Avent  out,  it  was  to  "meet  them."  But 
all  this  guerilla  Avarfare  gave  way  at  last 
to  a  grand  attack,  Avhen  I  ventured  to  re- 
monstrate about  some  extravagance  or 
other.  "  It  came  Avell  from  me,''  she  burst 
forth,  Avith  indignant  anger — "it  came 
Avell  frcm  me  to  talk  of  the  little  necessary 
expenses  of  the  family — the  bit  they  ate, 
and  the  clothes  on  their  backs."  Slie 
spoke  as  if  they  Avere  ^Mandans  or  Iroquois, 
and  lived  in  a  Avigwam  !  "It  came  Avell 
from  UK',  living  the  life  I  did  I  to  grudge 
them  the  commonest  requirements  of  de- 
cency!" "Living  tlie  life  I  did!"  I 
avoAV  to  you,  Tom,  the  words  staggered 
me.  AVarren  Hastings  tells  us,  that  Avhen 
Burke  concluded  his  terrible  invective,  that 
he  actually  sat  for  five  minutes  over- 
whelmed Avith  a  sense  of  guilt ;  and  so  stun- 
ning Avas  this  charge,  that  it  took  me  full 
double  as  long  to  rally  !  for  though  Mrs. 
D.'s  eloquence  may  not  i>ossess  all  the 
splendor  or  sublimity  of  the  great  Edmund, 
there  is  a  homely  significance — a  kind  of 
natural  impressiveness  about  it,  not  to  be 
desi)ised.  "  Living  the  life  I  did,"  rang  in 
my  ears  like  the  w(M-ds  of  a  judge  in  a 
charge.     It  sounded  like — "  Kenny  Dodd, 
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you  have  been  fairly  convicted  by  an  honest 
and  impartial  jury  !  "  and  I  confess  I  sat 
there  expecting  to  hear  "the  last  sentence 
of  the  law."  It  was  only  after  some  inter- 
val I  was  able  to  asiv  myself,  "what  was 
really  tlie  kind  of  life  I  had  been  leading  ?  " 
My  memory  assured  me  it  w^s  a  very  stupid, 
tiresome  existence — very  good-for-notliing 
and  uninstructive.  It  was  by  no  means, 
however,  one  of  flagrant  vice  or  any  out- 
rageous wickedness  ;  and  I  couldn't  help 
muttering  with  honest  Jack, 

"If  sack  and  sugar  be  a  sin, 
God  help  the  wicked  !  " 

The  only  things  like  personal  amusements 
I  had  indulged  in  being  gin-aud-water  and 
dominoes — cheap  pleasures,  if  not  very 
fascinating  ones  ! 

'•'Living  the  life  I  did!"  Why,  what 
does  the  woman  mean  ?  Is  she  throwing 
in  my  teeth  the  lazy,  useless,  unprofitable 
course  of  my  daily  existence,  without  a 
j)ursuit,  except  to  hear  the  gossip  of  the 
town — without  an  object,  except  to  retail 
it  ?  *'Mrs.  D.,"  said'l,  at  last,  "you  are, 
generally  speaking,  comprehensible.  What- 
ever faults  may  attach  to  your  parts  of 
speech,  it  must  be  owned  they  usually  con- 
vey your  meaning.  Now,  for  the  better 
maintenance  of  this  characteristic,  will  you 
graciously  be  pleased  to  explain  the  words 
you  have  just  spoken  ?  What  do  you 
mean  by  the  '  life  I  am  leading  ? ' "  "  Not 
before  the  girls,  certainly,  Mr.  D.,"  said 
she,  in  a  Lady  Macbeth  whisper,  that 
made  my  blood  curdle.  The  mischief  was 
out  at  once,  Tom — I  know  you  are  laugh- 
ing at  it  alread}' — it's  quite  true,  she  was 
jealous — mad  jealous  !  Ah,  Tom,  my  boy, 
it's  all  very  good  fun  to  laugh  at  Keeley, 
or  Buckstone,  or  any  other  of  those  divert- 
ing vagabonds  who  can  convulse  the  liouse 
with  such  a  theme,  but  in  real  life,  the 
farce  is  downright  tragedy.  There  is  not 
a  single  comfort  or  consolation  of  your  life 
that  is  not  kicked  clean  from  under  you  ! 
A  system  of  normal  agitation  is  a  fine 
thing,  they  tell  us,  in  politics,  but  it  is  a 
cruel  adjunct  of  domestic  life  !  Every- 
thing you  say,  every  look  you  give,  every 
letter  you  seal,  or  every  note  you  receive, 
are  counts  in  a  mysterious  indictment 
against  you,  till  at  last  you  are  afraid  to 
blow  your  nose,  lest  it  be  taken  for  a. signal 
to  the  fat  widow  lady  that  is  caressing 
her  poodle  at  the  window  over  the  way  I 

You  may  be  sure,  Tom,  that  I  repelled 
the  charge  with  all  the  indignation  of  in- 
jured innocence.  I  invoked  my  thirty 
years'  good  character,  the  gravity  of  my 


demeanor,  the  gray  of  my  whiskers ;  I 
confessed  to  twenty  other  minor  misde- 
meanors— a  taste  for  pra(;tical  jokes,  a  love 
of  cribbage  and  long  whist  ;  1  went  further 
— I  expressed  a  kind  of  St.  Keveuism  about 
women  in  general ;  but  she  cut  me  short 
with — "Pray,  Mr.  D.,  make  one  excep- 
tion ;  do  be  gallant  enough  to  say  that 
there  is  one,  at  least,  not  included  in  this 
category  of  horrors." 

'•What  are  you  at  now  ?"  cried  I,  al- 
most losing  all  patience. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  she,  in  a  grand  melo- 
dramatic tone,  that  she  always  reserves  for 
the  peroration — as  postilions  keep  a  trot 
for  the  town — "yes,  sir,  I  am  well  accus- 
tomed to  your  perfidy  and  dissimulation. 
I  know  perfectly  for  what  infamous  pur- 
[  poses  abroad  your  family  are  treated  so  ig- 
I  nominiously  at  home  ;  I'm  no  stranger  to 
your  doings."  I  tried  to  stop  her  by  an 
appeal  to  common  sense — she  despised  it. 
I  invoked  my  age — egad  !  I  never  f)ut  my 
foot  in  it  till  then,  'i'hat  was  exactly  what 
made  me  the  greatest  villain  of  all  I  What- 
ever veneration  attaciies  to  white  hairs,  it 
I  must  be  owned  they  get  mighty  ill  treated 
;  in  discussions  like  the  ])res€nt — at  least, 
Mrs.  D.  assured  me  so,  and  gave  me  to 
understand  that  one  pays  a  higher  premium 
for  their  morality,  as  they  do  for  their  life- 
assurance,  as  they  grow  older.  "Not," 
added  she,  as  her  eyes  glittered  with  anger, 
and  she  sidled  near  the  door  for  an  exit — 
"  not  but,  in  the  estimation  of  others,  you 
may  be  quite  an  Adonis — a  young  gentle- 
man of  wit  and  fashion — a  beau  of  the  first 
water  ;  I  have  no  doubt  Mary  Jane  thinks 
so — you  old  wretch  !"  This  in  alt,  and  a 
bang  of  the  door  that  brought  down  an  oil 
picture  that  hung  over  it,  closed  tlie  scene. . 

"'Mary  Jane  thinks  so!"  said  I,  with 
my  hand  to  my  temples  to  collect  myself. 
Ah,  Tom  !  it  would  have  required  a  cooler 
head  than  mine  was  at  that  moment  to  go 
hunting  through  the  old  archives  of  mem- 
ory !  Nor  will  I  torment  you  with  even  a 
narrative  of  my  struggles.  I  passed  that 
evening  and  the  night  in  a  slate  of  half 
distraction  ;  and  it  was  only  when  1  was 
giving  one  of  our  lawyers  a  check  the  next 
morning  that  I  unraveled  the  mystery, 
for,  as  I  Avrote  down  his  name,  I  perceived 
it  was  !Marie  Jean  de  Rastanac — a  not  un- 
common Christian  name  tor  men,  though, 
considering  the  lengtli  and  breadth  of  the 
masculine  calendar,  a  very  needless  aj^pro- 
priation. 

This  was  "  Mary  Jane,"  then,  and  this 
the  origin  of  as  pretty  a  conjugal  flare-up 
as  I  remember  for  the  last  twelvemonth  ! 

Mrs.  D.  reminds  me  of  the  Opposition, 
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and  the  Opposition  of  Vickeivs.  I  suppose 
he  wants  to  be  a  Lord  of  the  Treasury. 
It's  very  like  what  old  Frederick  used  to 
call  makinjj:  a  ''goat  a  gardener."  What 
rogues  the  fellows  are  !  You  write  to  them 
about  your  son  or  your  nephew,  and  tliey 
answer  you  with  some  tawdry  balderdash 
about  their  ininciples,  as  if  any  one  of  us 
ever  believed  they  were  troul)led  with  prin- 
ciples !  I'm  all  for  fair  straigiilforward 
dealing.  Put  James  in  the  Board  of  Tn^de, 
and  you  may  cut  up  the  Caffres  fur  ten 
years  to  come.  Give  us  something  in  the 
.  Customs,  and  I  don't  care  if  New  Zealand 
never. has  a  constitution.  'Tis  only  the 
fellows  that  have  no  families  ask  questions 
at  the  hustings  !  Show  me  a  man  that 
wants pirdf/es  from  his  rrjyrese/i fat ive,  and 
I'll  show  you  one  that  has  got  none  from 
his  wife  ! 

And  there's  Vickers  writing  to  me,  as  if 
I  was  a  fool,  about  all  tlie  old  clap-traps 
that  we  used  to  think  were  kept  for  the 
election  dinner  ;  and  these  chaps  like  him 
always  spoil  a  good  argument  when  they 
get  hold  of  it.  Xow,  when  a  parson  hasn't 
tact  enough  to  write  his  sermons,  he  buys 
a  Yolmme  of  Tillotson  or  Blair,  or  any 
other,  and  reads  one  out  as  avcU  as  he  can  ; 
but  your  member, — (rod  bless  the  mark  ! 
— ^niust  invent  his  own  nonsense.  How 
much  better  if  he'd  give  you  Peel,  or 
Russell,  or  Ben  Disraeli  in  the  original  ! 
'J'here  are  skeleton  sermons  for  drowsy 
curates  ;  I  Avish  any  one  would  compose 
skeleton  speeches  for  the  county  members. 
You'll  say  that  I  am  unreasonably  testy 
about  these  things — but  I've  got  a  letter 
this  instant  from  Vickers,  expressing  his 
hope  that  I'll  be  satisfied  with  the  view  he 
has  taken  on  the  '*  question  of  free-labor 
sugar."  Did  I  ever  dispute  it,  Tom  ?  I 
drink  no  tea — I  hate  sweet  things,  and 
except  a  lump,  and  that  a  small  one,  that 
I  take  in  my  tumbler  of  punch,  I  never 
use  sugar  ;  and  I  care  no  more  what's  the 
cohn*  of  the  man  who  raises  it  than 
I  do  for  tlic  name  of  the  supercargo 
that  brought  it  over.  Don't  put  cock- 
roaches in  it,  and  sell  it  cheap,  and  I  don't 
care  a  brass  farthing  whether  it  grew  in 
Barbary  or  Barbadoes  !  Xot,  my  dear 
Tom,  but  it's  all  gammon  the  way  they 
discuss  the  question  ;  for  tl)e  two  parties 
arc  always  debating  two  different  issues; 
one,  crying  out  cheap  sugar,  the  other, 
no  slavery  !  and  the  consequence  is,  they 
never  meet  in  argument.  As  to  the  pref- 
erence 'N^ickers  insists  should  be  given  to 
free-labor  sugar,  carry  out  the  principle 
and  see  what  it  comesto.  I  ought  to  re- 
ceive eight  or  ten  shillings  a  barrel  more 


1  for  my  wheat  than  old  Joe  M'Curdy.  be- 
!  causD  /  always  gave  my  laborers  eightpence 
I  a  day,  and  he  never  went  higher  than  six- 
I  pence,  more  often  fourjjence.  Is  not  that 
I  free-labor  and  slavery,  just  as  well  exem- 
plified as  if  everv  man  in  the  barony  was  a 
i  black  ? 

They  tell  me"  the  niggers  won't  work  if 
you  don't  thrash  them,  and  I  don't  won- 
I  der,  when  I  think  of  the  hciit  of  the  cli- 
,  mate  ;  but  sure  if  they've  more  idleness, 
they  ought  to  get  less  money  ;  and  lastly, 
I  take  the  Abolitionists — bother  it  for  a 
long  word  ! — on  their  own  ground,  and 
are  they  prepared  to  say,  that  if  you  im- 
pose a  duty  on  slave  sugar,  the  Cubans 
and  the  rest  of  them  won't  only  take  more 
out  of  the  niggers  to  meet  "the  exigency 
of  the  market,"  as  the  newspapers  call  it  ? 
If  they  do  so,  they'll  only  be  imitating  our 
own  farmers  since  the  repeal  of  the  Corn- 
law.  "You  must  bestir  yourselves,"  says 
Lord  Stanley  ;  "competition  Avith  the  for- 
eigner will  demand  all  your  activity.  It 
won't  do  to  go  on  as  you  used.  You  must 
buy  guano — take  to  drainage — study  Smith 
of  Deaustown,  and  mind  the  rotation  of 
your  crops."  Don't  you  think  that  some 
enlightened  Cuban  will  hit  upon  the  same 
train  of  argument,  and  nuike  a  fresh  in- 
vestment in  Avhipcord  ?  Ah,  Tom  !  these 
are  only  party  squabbles  after  all  !  and  so 
I  told  Vickers.  I  don't  know  why,  but  it 
always  seemed  to  me  that  the  blacks  absorb 
a  very  unfair  amount  of  our  loose  sympa- 
thies ;  whether  it's  the  color  of  them,  or 
that  they're  so  far  away,  or  because  they're 
naked,  I  never  knew  ;  but  certain  it  is,  we 
pity  them  far  more  than  our  own  people, 
and  I  back  myself  to  get  up  a  ladies'  com- 
mittee for  a  nigger  question,  before  you 
collect  three  peo])le  to  hear  you  discuss  a 
home  grievance. 

I  have  just  been  interrui)ted  to  receive 
Mons.  Jellicot,  my  defender  in  action  No. 
3,  a  suit  jireferred  by  my  late  courier, 
"  Francois  Tehetuer,  born  in  the  canton  of 
Zug,  aged  thirty-seven  years,  single,  and  a 
Protestant,  against  Mons.  Kenyidod,  natif 
d'Irlande,  pres  de  Dublin,  dans  le  Uoy- 
aume  de  la  Grande  Bretague,"  etc.,  etc.  : 
the  demand  being  for  a  year's  wages,  bed, 
board,  and  traveling  expenses  to  his  native 
country.  He,  the  aforesaid  Francois,  hav- 
ing been  sent  away  for  a  disgraceful  riot  in 
my  house.,  in  which  lie  beat  Pat,  the  other 
servant,  and  smashed  about  five-and-twen- 
ty  pounds'  worth  of  glass  and  china.  A 
very  pretty  claim,  'lom — the  preliminary 
resistance  to  which  has  already  cost  me 
about  one  huiulred  and  fifty  francs  to  re- 
move the  litigation   into  an   ui)per  court. 
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where  tlie  bribery  is  liigher,  and  conse- 
quently deemed  more  within  tlie  reaoli  of 
•my  finances  than  tliose  of  honest  Francis  ! 

To  tell  yoit  all  that  I  think  of  tlie  rascal- 
ity of  the  administration  of  justice  here, 
Avould  lead  me  into  a  cliffusiveness  some- 
thing like  that  of  the  ])leasant  "  Memoire  " 
Avhieh  my  advocate  has  just  left  me  to 
read,  and  in  which,  as  a  measure  of  defense 
against  an  iniquitous  demand,  I'm  obliged 
to  give  a  short  history  of  my  life,  witli  some 
account  of  my  father  and  grandfather.  I 
made  it  as  brief  as  I  could,  and  said  noth- 
ing about  the  mortgages  nor  Haekett's 
bond  ;  but  evcL  with  all  my  conciseness, 
the  thing  is  very  voluminous.  The  great- 
est difficulty  of  all  is  the  examination  of 
Paddy  Bj'rne,  Avho,  imagining  that  a  law 
jirocess  cannot  have  any  other  object  than 
either  to  hang  or  transport  liim,  has  al- 
ready made  two  efforts  at  escape,  and  each 
time  been  brought  back  by  the  police.  His 
repugnance  to  the  course  of  justice  has  al- 
ready damaged  my  case  with  my  own  de- 
fender, who,  naturally  enougli,  thinks  if 
my  own  witnesses  are  so  little  to  my  credit, 
wiiat  will  be  the  oiiijosUq  evidence  ? 

Another  of  my  *'  causes  celebres,"  as 
Cary  calls  them — she  is  the  only  one  of  us 
has  a  laugh  left  in  her — is  for  the  assault 
and  battery  of  ascertain  Mr.  Cherry,  a  little 
rascal  that  came  one  day  to  tell  me  that 
Mrs.  D.'s  appearance  struck  him  as  being 
more  fascinating  than  respectable  !  1 
kicked  him  down  stairs  into  the  street,  and 
in  return  he  has  dragged  me  into  the  Court 
of  the  Correctional  Police,  where  I'm  told 
they'll  maul  me  far  Avorse  than  I  did  him  ; 
besides  this,  I  have  a  small  interlude  suit 
for  a  breach  of  contract,  in  not  taking  a 
lodging  next  an  anatomy  school  ;  and  last- 
ly James's  duel  !  I  have  compromised 
fully  double  the  number,  and  have  received 
vague  threats  from  different  quarter^,  that 
may  either  mean  being  waylaid  or  prose- 
cuted, as  the  case  may  be. 
•  So  far,  therefore,  as  economy  goes,  this 
continentalizing  has  not  succeeded  up  to 
this.  Instead  of  living  rent  free  at  Dods- 
borough,  with  our  own  mutton  and  turnips, 
the  ducks  and  peas,  that  cost  us,  I  may 
say,  nothing,  here  we  are,  keeping  up  the 
price  of  foreign  markets,  and  feeding  the 
foreigners  at  the  expense  of  our  own  poor 
])eople.  If,  instead  of  excluding  British 
manufactures  from  the  continent.  Bony 
had  only  struck  out  the  notion  of  seducing 
over  here  John  Bull  himself  and  his  fam- 
ily, let  me  assure  you,  Tom,  tliat  iie'd  have 
done  us  far  more  lasting  and  irreparable 
mischief.  We  can  do  without  their  mar- 
kets.     What   between    their    ZoUvereins, 


their  hostile  tariffs,  and  troublesome  trade 
restrictions,  they  have  themselves  taught 
us  to  do  without  them  ;  and,  indeed,  ex- 
cept when  we  get  up  a  row  at  Barcelona, 
and  smuggle  five  or  six  hundred  thousand 
pounds'  worth  of  goods  into  Spain,  we  care 
little  for  the  old  continent ;  but  I'll  tell 
you  what  we  cannot  do  without — we  can- 
not do  without  their  truffled  turkeys,  their 
tenors,  their  men-cooks,  and  their  danc- 
ing^women.  French  novels  and  Italian 
knavery  have  got  a  fast  hold  of  us  ;  and  I 
doubt  much  if  the  polite  world  of  England 
Avouldn't  rather  see  this  country  cut  off 
from  all  the  commerce  of  America  than  be 
themselves  excluded  from  the  wicked  old 
cities  of  Europe  ! 

When  I  think  of  myself  holding  these 
opinions,  and  still  living  abroad,  I  almost 
fancy  I  Avas  meant  for  a  parliamentary 
life  ;  for  assuredly  my  convictions  and  my 
actions  are  about  as  contradictory  as  any 
honorable  or  right  honorable  gentleman  on 
either  side  of  the  House.  But  so  it  is, 
Tom.  Whatever's  the  reason  of  it  I  can't 
tell,  but  I  believe  in  my  heart  that  every 
Irishman  is  always  doing  something  or 
other  that  he  doesn't  approve  of  ;  and  that 
this  is  the  real  secret  of  that  want  of  con- 
duct, deficient  steadiness,  uncertainty  of 
purpose,  and  all  the  other  faults  that  our 
polite  neighbors  ascribe  to  ns,  and  what 
the  Times  has  a  word  of  its  own  for,  and 
sets  shortly  down  as  "Celtic  barbarism." 
And  between  ourselves,  the  Times  is  too 
fond  of  blackguarding  us.  What's  the  use 
of  it  ?  What  good  does  it  ever  do  ?  I  may 
throw  ni/ud  at  a  man  every  day  till  the  end 
of  the  Avorld,  but  I'll  never  make  lis  face 
the  cleaner  for  it. 

The  same  system  we  used  to  follow  once 
with  America  ;  and  at  last,  what  with 
sneering  and  jibing,  we  got  np  a  worse 
feeling  between  the  two  countries  than 
ever  existed  in  the  very  heat  of  the  Avar. 
Xo  matter  how  stupid  the  Avriter,  how 
little  he  saw,  or  how  ill  he  told  it,  let  a 
fellow  come  back  from  the  United  States 
with  a  good  string  of  stories  abon  whit- 
tling, spitting,  and  cheAving,  interlard  the 
narrative  Avith  a  full  share  of  slang,  show 
up  Jonathan  as  a  vulgar,  obtrusive,  self- 
important  animal,  boastful  and  ignor- 
ant, and  I'll  back  the  book  to  run 
through  its  two  or  three  ■  editions  with, 
a  devouring  and  delighted  public.  But 
Avhat  Avould  you  think  of  a  man  that 
Avent  doAvn  to  Leeds  or  Manchester, 
to  look  at  some  of  our  great  factories  at 
full  Avork  ;  Avho  saw  the  evidences  of  our 
enterprise  and  industry,  that  are  felt  at  tlie 
uttermost  ends  of  the  earth  ;  who  knew 
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that  every  bang  of  that  big  ]>i.ston  bad  its 
resi)onsivc  answer  in  some  lar-away  laml 
over  the  sea,  whei'e  British  skill  and  ener- 
gy were  diffusing  comfort  anci  civilization; 
what,  I  say,  would  you  think  of  him  if,  in- 
stead of  standing  amazed  at  the  future  be- 
fore such  a  people,  lie  sat  down  to  chronicle 
how  many  fustian  jackets  had  lioles  in 
them,  how  many  shav^'d  but  twice  a  week, 
whether  the  overseer  made  a  polite  bow, 
or  the  tinu'keeper  talked  with  a  strojig 
Yorkshire  accent  ? 

I  tell  yon,  Tom,  our  travelers  in  the 
States  did  little  other  than  this.  I  don't 
mean  to  say  that  it  Avouldn't  be  pleasanter 
and  prettier  to  look  at,  if  all  the  factory- 
folk  were  dressed  like  Young  England, 
with  white  waistcoats  and  cravats,  and  all 
the  young  ladies  woi-e  silk  petticoats  and 
white  satin  shoes  ;  but  I'm  afraid  that, 
considering  the  work  to  do,  that's  scarcely 
practicable  ;  and  so,  with  i-egard  to  Amer- 
ica, considering  the  work  to  do,  a-y,  Tom, 
and  the  way  they  are  doing  it,  I'm  not 
over  disposed  to  be  critical  abont  certain 
asperities  that  are  sure  to  rub  off  in  time, 
particularly  if  we  don't  sharpen  them  into 
spikes  by  onr  own  awkward  attempts  to 
polish  them. 

If  I  was  able,  I'd  like  to  write  a  book 
about  America.  I'd  like  to  in(piirc  lirst, 
if,  seeing  the  problem  that  tlie  Yankees 
are  trying  to  solve,  the  way  they  have  set 
about  it  is  the  best  and  the  shortest  ?  I'd 
like,  too,  to  study  what  secret  nnichinery 
combines  a  weak  government  and  a  strong 
people — the  very  reverse  of  what  we  see  in 
the  Old  World,  where  the  governments 
are  strong  and  the  peojjle  weak  ?  Fd  like 
to  find  out^  if  I  could,  why  people  that, 
for  the  most  part,  have  formed  the  least 
subordinate  populations  of  the  Old  World, 
behave  so  rennirkably  well  in  the  New  ? 

In  running  off  into  these  topics,  Tom, 
I  suppose  I'm  like  every  one  else,  Avho,  in 
])roi)ortion  as  his  own  affairs  become  em- 
barrass(;d,  takes  a  wonderful  interest  in 
those  of  his  neighbors.  Half  the  patriotism 
in  the  world  comes  out  of  the  Bankruptcy 
Courts. 

And  here's  Monsienr  Gabriel  Dulong 
"for  my  instructions  in  re  Cherry,"  as  if 
to  recall  me  from  foreign  affairs,  and  once 
more  bring  back  my  wandering  thoughts 
to  the  Home  Office. 

Write  to  me,  Tom,  and  send  me  money. 
You  have  no  idea  how  it  goes  here  ;  and 
as  for  the  bankers,  T  never  met  the 
like  of  them  !  The  exchange  is  always 
against  you,  and  if  you  want  a  ten-pound 
English  note,  they'll  make  you  smart  for 
it.  ' 
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The  more  I  see  of  this  foreign  life,  the 
less  I  like  it.  I  know  that  we  iuive  been 
unfortunate  in  one  or  two  respects.  I 
know  that  it  is  rash  in  me  to  speak  on  so 
brief  an  acquaintance  with  it^  but  I  alreadv 
di-ead  our  being  more  intinnite.  Mrs.  E). 
is  not  the  woman  you  knew  her.  No 
more  thrift,  no  more  saving— none  of  that 
looking  after  triHes,  that  however  we  may 
laugh  at  in  our  wives,  we  are  i-ight  glad  to 
profit  by.  She  has  taken  a  new  tuin,  and 
fancies,  God  forgive  her  !  that  we  have  an 
elegant  estate,  and  a  fine,  thriving,  solvent 
tenantry.  Wherever  the  delusion  came 
from,  I  cannot  guess  ;  but  I'm  certain  that 
the  little  slip  of  sea  between  Dover  and 
Calais  is  the  origin  of  more  false  notions 
and  extravagant  fancies  than  the  wide  At- 
lantic. 

I  have  been  thinking  for  some  days 
back  that  you  ought  to  write  me  a  strong 
letter — yon  know  what  1  mean,  Tom — a 
strong  letter  about  matters  at  liome. 
There's  no  great  difiiculty,  when  a  man 
lives  in  Irelandj  to  make  out  a  good  list  of 
grievances. 

Give  it  10  us,  then,  and  let  us  have  our 
fill  of  rotten  potatoes,  blighted  wheat, 
runaway  tenants,  and  Avorkhouse  riots. 
Tlwow  in  a  murder  if  you  like,  but  make 
it  "strong,"  Tom.  Say  that,  considei'ing 
the  cheapness  of  the  Continent,  Ave  draAv  a 
terrible  sight  of  money,  and  add  that  you 
can't  iniiigine  what  Ave  do  with  the  cash. 
Put  "Strictly  private  and  confiden- 
tial" on  the  outside,  and  I'll  take  cai-e  to 
be  out  of  the  Avay  Avhen  it  comes.  Y''ou 
can  guess  that  Mrs.  D.  Avill  soon  oi)en  it, 
and  perhaps  it  may  give  her  a  shock. 
Isn't  it  hard  that  I  have  to  go  about  the 
bush  in  this  Avay  ?  but  that's  Avhat  Ave're 
come  to.  If  I  hint  a  Avord  about  cxi)ense, 
they  look  on  me  as  if  1  AViis  Shylock  ;  and 
I  believe  they'd  rather  hear  me  blaspheme 
thaiKfsay  the  jjhrase  "ecoiumy."  I  think, 
from.Avhat  I  see  in  James,  that  he's  fietting 
about  this  very  same  thing.  He  didn't  sav 
exactly  iltat.  but  he  dropjied  a  remark  the 
other  day  tiiat  shoAved  me  he  was  grieved 
by  the  turn  for  dress  and  finery  that  Mi-s. 
D.  and  Mary  Anne  have  taken  u]) ;  and 
one  of  the  nurses  that  sat  up  Avith  him 
told  me  that  he  used  to  sigh  dreadfully 
at  times,  and  mutter  broken  expressions 
about  money. 

To  tell  you  the  truth,  Tom,  I'd  go  back 
to-morrow,  if  I  could.  "  And  Avhy  can't 
you? — Avhat  prevents  you,  Kenny?"  I 
hear  you  say.  Just  this,  then,  I  Haven't 
the  pluck  !  I  c6uldn't  stand  the  attack  of 
Mrs.  D.  aiul  her  daughter.  I'm  not  equal 
to  it.     My  constitution  isn't  what  it  used 
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to  be,  and  I'm  afraid  of  the  gout.  At  my 
time  of  life,  they  say  it  always  flies  to 
the  lieart  or  to  the  head — maybe  becaiise 
tliere's  a  vacancy  in  tliese  phiccs  after 
lifty-six  or  seven  years  of  age  !  I  see,  too, 
by  the  looks  Mrs.  D.  gives  Mary  Anne  oc- 
casionally, that  they  know  this;  and  she 
often  gives  me  to  nnderstand  that  she 
doesn't  wish  to  dispute  with  me,  for  rea- 
sons of  her  own.  This  is  all  very  well,  and 
kindly  meant,  Tom,  but  it  throws  me  into 
a  depression  that  is  dreadful. 

I  see  by  tlie  j^apers  that  you've  taken 
up  all  kinds  of  "'Sanitary  Questions  "  at 
home.  As  for  the  health  of  towns,  Tom, 
the  grand  thing  is  not  to  suffer  tliem  to 
grow  too  big.  You'i'e  always  crying  out 
about  twelve  people  sleeping  in  one  room 
somewhere,  and  you  give  the  ages  of  each 
of  them  in  the  J'itiies,  and  you  grow  moral 
and  modest,  and  I  don't  know  what  else, 
about  decency,  destitution,  and  so  forth  ; 
but  what's  London  itself  but  the  very  same 
thing  on  an  enlarged  scale  ?  It's  nonsense 
to  fret  about  a  wart,  when  you  have  a  wen 
in  the  same  neighborhood.  Not  that  I'm 
sorry  to  see  fine  folk  taking  trouble  about 
Avhat  concerns  the  poor,  ])articularly  when 
they  go  about  it  sensibly  and  quietly, 
without  any  balderdash  of  little  books, 
and,  above  all,  without  a  ladies'  committee. 
If  there's  anything  chokes  me  it's  a  ladies' 
committee.  Three  married  women  on  bad 
terms  with  their  husbands,  four  widows, 
and  five  old  maids,  all  prying,  pedantic,  and 
impertinent— going  loose  about  the  world 
with  little  subscription-cards,  decrying  in- 
nocent pleasures,  and  decoying  your  chil- 
dren's pocket-money — turning  benevolence 
into  a  iiouse-tax,  and  making  charity  like 
the  "pipe-w^ater."  You  remark,  too,  that 
the  pretty  women  won't  join  these  gangs 
at  all.  Now  and  then  you  may  see  one 
take  out  a  letter  of  marque,  and  cruise  for 
herself,  but  never  in  company.  Seeing 
the  importunity  of  tliese  old  damsels,  I 
often  wondered  wliy  the  government  never 
thought  of  employing  ladies  as  tax-collec- 
tors. He'd  be  a  hardy  man  who'd  make 
one  or  two  I  could  mention  call  twice. 

I  have  been  turning  over  in  my  mind 
what  you  said  about  Dodsborough  ;  and 
though  I  don't  like  the  notion  of  giving  a 
lease,  still  it's  possible  we  might  do  it  with- 
out much  danger.  "  He  is  an  Englishman," 
you  say,  "that  has  never  lived  in  Ireland." 
Xow,  my  notion  is,  Tom,  that  if  he  be  as 
old  as  you  say,  it's  too  late  for  him  to  try. 
They're  a  mulish,  obstinate,  nnbending 
kind  of  people,  these  English  ;  and  wher- 
ever you  see  them,  they  never  conform  to 
the   habits  of    the    people.     After   thirty 


years'  experience  of  Ireland,  you'll  hear 
them  saying  that  they  cannot  accustom 
themselves  to  the  "lies  and  the  climate  !" 
If  I  have  heai'd  that  same  remark  once, 
I've  heard  it  fifty  times.  And  what  does 
it  amount  to  but  a  confession  that  they 
won't  take  the  world  as  they  find  it.  Ire- 
land is  rainy,  there's  no  doubt,  and  Paddy 
is  fond  of  telling  you  what  he  thinks  is 
agreeal)le  to  you — a  kind  of  native  courtesy, 
just  like  his  otfering  yon  his  potato  when 
he  knows  in  his  heart  that  he  can't  spare 
it — but  he  gives  it,  nevertheless. 

I'd  say,  then,  we  might  let  him  have 
Dodsborough,  on  the  chance  that  he'd 
never  stay  six  months  there,  and  perhaps 
in  the  meanwhile  we'd  find  out  another 
Manchester  gentleman  to  succeed  him.  I 
remember  poor  old  Dycer  used  to  sell  a 
little  chestnut  mare  every  Saturday — no- 
body ever  kept  her  a  fortnight — and  when 
she  died,  by  jumping  over  Bloody-bridge 
into  the.Liffey,  and  killed  herself  and  her 
rider,  Dycer  said,  "There's  four-and-twen- 
ty  pounds  a  year  lost  to  me" — and  so  it 
was,  too  !  Think  over  this,  and  tell  me 
your  mind  on  it. 

I  believe  I  told  you  of  the  Polish  count 
that  we  took  with  us  to  Waterloo.  I  met 
him  yesterday  with  my  cloak  on  him  ;  but 
really  the  number  of  my  legal  embroil- 
ments here  is  so  great,  that  I  was  shy  of 
arresting  him.  We  hear  a  great  deal  of 
talk  about  the  partition  of  Poland,  and 
there  is  an  English  lord  keeps  the  subject 
for  his  own  cs})ecial  holdings  forth  ;  but  I 
am  convinced  that  the  greatest  evil  of  that 
nefarious  act  lies  in  having  thrown  all  these 
Polish  fellows  broadcast  over  Europe.  I 
wish  it  was  a  kingdom  to-morrow,  if  they'd 
only  consent  to  stay  there.  To  be  Avell  rid 
of  them  and  their  sympathizers,  whom  I 
own  I  like  even  less,  would  be  a  great  bless- 
ing jus-t  now\  I  wish  the  Times  would 
slop  blackguarding  Louis  Napoleon.  If 
the  French  like  being  bullied,  what  is  that 
to  us?  My  own  notion  is,  that  the  people 
and  their  ruler  are  well  met ;  besides,  if 
we  only  refli-ct  a  little  on  it,  we'll  see  that 
anything  is  better  for  i(s  than  a  Bourbon 
— I  don't  care  Avhat  branch  !  They  are 
under  too  deep  obligations  to  us,  and  have 
too  often  accepted  of  English  hospitality, 
not  to  hate  us  ;  and  hate  us  they  do.  I 
believe  the  first  Frenchman  that  cherishes 
an  undying  animosity  to  England  is  your 
legitimist ;  next  to  him  comes  the  Orlean- 
ist. 

It's  a  strange  thing,  but  the  more  I  have 
to  think  of  about  my  own  affairs,  and  the 
worse  they  are  going  with  me,  the  more 
my  thoughts  run   after  politics  and    the 
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newspapers.  I  suppose  tliat'.s  all  for  tlic 
best,  tiiid  that  if  people  dwelled  too  iniieh 
on  their  own  tronblcs,  their  heads  wouldn't 
stand  it.  You've  seen  a  trick  the  hor.se 
jockeys  have  wheii  a  horse  goes  lame  of 
one  foot — to  i)inch  him  a  little  with  the 
shoe  of  the  opposite  one  ;  and  it's  not  had 
philoso})hy  to  practice  mentally,  and  you 
may  preserve  your  equanimity,  just  by 
putting  on  the  load  fairly.  And  so  it  is  I 
try  to  divert  my  thoughts  from  mortgages, 
creditors,  and  chancery,  by  wondering  how 
the  King  of  Xaples  will  contrive  to  keep 
his  throne,  and  how  the  Austrians  will 
save  themselves  from  bankruptcy  !  I  know 
it  would  be  more  to  the  purpose  if  I  turned 
my  thoughts  to  getting  Mary  Anno  married, 
and  James  into  the  Board  of  Tradt? ;  at 
least,  so  Mrs.  U.  tells  me,  and  although 
she  is  always  repeating  the  old  saw  about 
'•marriages  being  made '  in  heaven,"  she 
evidently  doesn't  wish  to  give  too  much 
trouble  in  that  rpuxrter,  and  would  like  to 
lend  a  hand  herself  to  the  work. 

Jellicot  has  sent  his  clerk  hero  to  tell 
me  that  I  have  been  pronounced  "  contu- 
macious," for  not  appearing  somewhere, 
and  before  somebody  that  I  never  heard 
of  !  Egad  !  these  kind  of  proceedings  arc 
scarcely  calculated  to  develop  the  virtues 
of  humanity!  They  sent  me  something  I 
thought  was  a  demand  for  a  tax,  and  it 
turns  out  a  judge's  warrant ;  for  aught  I 
know,  there  mav  be  an  order  to  seize  tlie 
body  of  Kenny  James  Dodd,  and  consign 
him  to  the  dungeons  of  the  inc(uisition  ! 
AVrite  to  me  at  once,  Tom,  and,  above  all, 
don't  forget  the  money. 

Yours,  most  faithfullv, 

K.  I.  Dodd. 

Why  does  Molly  Gallagher  keep  pester- 
ing me  about  Christy  ?  She  wants  me 
to  get  him  into  the  "  Grand  Canal."  I 
wish  they  were  both  there,  with  all  my 
heart. 

I  open  this  to  say  that  Tickers  has  just 
sent  me  a  copy  of  his  address  to  the  *'  in- 
dependent electors  of  Bruff."  I'd  like  to 
see  one  of  them,  for  the  curiosity  of  the 
thing.  He  asks  me  to  give  him  my  opin- 
ion of  the  document,  and  the  "benefit  of 
my  advice  and  counsel,"  as  if  I  had  not 
been  reading  the  very  same  i)roductions 
since  I  was  a  child.  The  very  phrase- 
ology is  unaltered.  Why  can't  they  hit  on 
something  new  ?  He  "hopes  that  he  re- 
stores to  them,  unsullied,  the  high  trust 
they  had  committed  to  his  keeping." 
Egad  !  if  he  does  so,  he  ought  to  get  a 
patent  for  taking  out  spots,   stains,    and 


discoloi-ations,  for  a  dirtier  garment  tlian 
our  representative  mantle  has  been,  would 
be  hanl  to  find.  Like  all  our  patriots  that 
sit  in  Whig  company,  he  is  sorely  juizzled 
between  his  love  for  Ireland  and  his  r?- 
gaid  for  him.'^elf,  and  has  to  limit  his  po- 
litical line  to  a  number  of  vague  threats 
about  overgrown  church  establishments 
and  landlord  tyianny.  not  being  quite  sure 
how  far  his  friends  in  power  are  disposed 
to  worry  the  Protestants  and  grind  the 
gentry. 

Of  course  lie  butters  up  the  pastors  of 
the  people  ;  but  he  might  as  well  have /.'/oY 
alone  :  the  priests  are  too  cunning  f(u-  all 
that  balderdnsh,  now-a-days.  They'll  in- 
sist on  something  real,  tangible,  and  sub- 
stantial. What  they  say  is  this  :  *'  The 
landlords  nsed  to  have  it  all  their  own 
way  at  one  time.  Onr  day  is  come,  now," 
And  there  they'i'C  right,  Tom  ;  there's  no 
doubt  of  it.  6'Connell  said  true,  when  he 
told  the  English  "  ye're  always  abusing 
me — you  call  me  the -'curse  of  Ireland' 
and  the  destroyer  of  the  public  peace — 
but  wait  a  bit,*^  I'll  not  be  five  years  in 
my  grave  till  you'd  Avish  me  back  again." 
There  never  was  anything  more  certain. 
So  long  as  you  had  I)an  to  deal  with,  you 
could  make  your  bargain — it  might  be,  it 
often  was,  a  very  liard  one — but  when  it 
was  once  made,  he  kept  the  terms  fairly 
and  honestly  !  But  with  whom  will  you 
treat  now  9  'Is  it  with  ;MTIale,  or  Paul  Cul- 
len,  or  Dr.  Meyler  ?  Sure  each  of  them 
will  demand  separate  and  specific  con- 
ditions, and  you  might  as  well  try  to  settle 
the  Caffre  war  by  a  compact  with  Sandilla, 
who,  the  moment  he  sells  himself  to  you, 
enters  into  secret  correspondence  with  his 
successor. 

I'm  never  so  easy  in  my  mind  as  when 
I  see  the  English  in  a  row  with  the  Cath- 
olics. I  don't  care  a  brass  farthing  how 
much  it  may  go  against  ns  at  fii-st — how 
enthusiastically  they  may  yell  "  No  po.pery," 
burn  cardinals'^  in  effigy,  and  persecute  the 
nuns.  Give  them  rope  enough,  Tom.  and 
see  if  they  don't  hang  themselves  I  'J'here 
never  came  a  fit  of  rampant  Protestantism 
in  England  that  all  the  weak,  rash,  and 
ridiculous  zealots  didn't  get  to  the  head  of 
the  movement.  Off  they  go  at  score,  sul>- 
sidizing  renegade  vagabonds  of  our  Church 
to  abuse  us,  raking  up  bad  stories  of  con- 
ventual life,  and  attacking  the  confession- 
al. There  never  were  gulls  like  them  ! 
They  swallow  all  the  cases  of  cruelty  and 
persecution  at  once — they  foster  every 
scoundrel,  if  he's  only  a  deserter  from  us 
— av,  and  they  c\o\\  take  to  their  fireplaces 
the'  filthiest  novels  of  Eugene  Sue,  if  he 
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onl}''  Siitisfics  tlicir  runcorous  hate  of  a  Jes- 
uit. And  where  does  it  end  ?  1*11  tell  you. 
Their  converts  turn  out  to  be  scoundrels 
too  infiunous  for  common  contact — their 
prosecutions  fail — wliy  wouldn't  they,  when 
we  get  them  up  ourselves  ? — John  Bull 
gets  asiuimed  of  himself — round  comes  the 
press,  and  that's  the  moment  when  any 
young  rising  Catholic  barrister  in  the 
"House,  can  make  his  own  terms,  whether 
it  be  to  endow  the  true  Church,  or  to 
smash  the  false  one  ! 

As  for  John  Bull,  he  never  can  do  mis- 
chief enough  when  he's  in  a  passion,  but 
he's  always  ready  to  pay  double  the  dam- 
age in  the  morning.  And  as  for  putting 
"salt  on  our  tails,"  lei  him  try  it  with  the 
''Dove  of  Elphin,"  that's  all. 

I  was  forgetting  to  tell  you  that  I  sent 
back  Vickers's  address,  only  remarking  that 
I  was  sorry  not  to  know  his  sentiments 
about  the  Board  of  Trade.      Ver.  saj). 


LETTER  X. 

CAROLINE    DODD    TO    MISS    COX,     AT    MISS    MINCING'S 
ACADEMY,    BLACK   ROCK,    IRELAND. 

My  dear  Miss  Cox, — I  have  long  hesi- 
tated and  deliberated  with  myself  whether 
it  were  not  better  to  appear  ungrateful  by 
my  silence,  than  by  writing  inflict  you 
Avith  a  very  tiresome,  good-for-nothing 
epistle  ;  and  if  I  have  now  taken  the  worst 
counsel,  it  is  because  I  prefer  anything 
rather  than  seem  forgetful  of  one  to  whom 
I  owe  so  much  as  to  my  dear,  kind  gov- 
erness. Were  I  only  to  tell  you  of  our 
adventures  and  mishaps  since  we  came 
abroad,  there  might,  perhaps,  be  enough  to 
fill  half  a  dozen  letters  ;  but  I  greatly  doubt 
if  the  theme  would  amuse  you.  You  were 
always  too  good-natured  to  laugh  at  any- 
thing where  there  was  even  one  single 
feature  that  suggested  sorrow  ;  and  I  grieve 
to  say  that,  however  ludicrously  many  of 
our  accidents  might  read,  there  is  yet 
mixed  with  them  too  much  that  is  painful 
and  distressing.  You  will  say,  this  is  a 
very  gloomy  opening,  and  from  one  Avhom 
you  had  so  often  to  cliide  for  the  wild 
gayety  of  her  spirits  ;  but  so  it  is  ;  I  am 
sad  enough  now^sadder  than  ever  you 
wished  to  see  me.  It  is  not  that  I  am  not 
in  the  very  midst  of  objects  full  of  deep 
interest — it  is  not  that  I  do  not  recognize 
around  me  scenes,  places,  and  names,  all  of 
which  are  imbued  with  great  and  stirring  as- 
sociations. I  am  neither  indifferent  nor  cal- 
lous, but  I  see  everything  through  a  false 


medium,  and  I  hear  everything  with  a  per- 
verted judgment ;  in  a  word,  we  seem  to 
have  come  abroad,  not  to  derive  the  ad- 
vantages that  might  arise  from  new  sources 
of  knowledge  in  langujige,  literature  and 
art,  but  to  scramble  for  a  higher  social  po- 
sition— to  impose  ourselves  on  the  world 
for  something  that  we  have  no  pretension 
to,  and  to  live  in  a  way  we  cannot  afford. 
You  remember  us  at  Dodsboiough — how 
happy  we  were,  how  satisfied  with  the 
world— that  is,  with  our  world,  for  it  was 
a  very  little  one.  We  wore  not  very  great 
folk,  but  we  had  all  the  consideration  as 
if  we  were ;  for  there  weie  none  better  off 
than  ourselves,  and  few  had  so  many  op- 
portunities of  winning  the  attachment  of 
all  classes.  Papa  was  always  known  as  the 
very  best  of  landlords,  mamma  had  not  her 
equal  for  charity  and  kindness,  James  was 
actually  adored  by  the  people,  and  I  hesi- 
tate not  to  say  that  Mary  Anne  and  my- 
self were  not  friendless.  There  was  a  little 
daily  round  of  duties  that  brought  us  all 
together  in  our  cares  and  sympathies  ;  for, 
however  different  our  ages  or  tastes,  we 
had  but  one  class  of  subjects  to  discuss, 
and,  happily,  we  saw  them  always  with  the 
same  light  and  shadow.  Our  life  was,  in 
short,  what  fashionable  people  would  have 
deemed  a  A^'ery  vulgar,  ingloiious  kind  of 
existence  ;  but  it  was  full  of  pleasant  little 
incidents,  and  a  thousand  little  cares  and 
duties,  that  gave  it  abundant  variety  and 
interest.  I  Avas  never  a  quick  scholar,  as 
you  know  too  well.  I  have  tried  my  dear 
Miss  Cox's  patience  sorely  and  often,  but 
I  loved  my  lessons ;  I  loved  those  calm 
hours  in  the  summer-house,  with  the  per- 
fume of  the  rose  and  the  sweet-briar 
around  us,  and  the  hum  of  the  bee  ming- 
ling its  song  with  my  own  not  less  drowsy 
French.  That  sweet  "  Telemachus,"  so 
easy  and  so  softly-sounding  ;  that  good 
Madame  de  Genlis,  so  simple-minded  when 
she  thought  herself  most  subtle.  Not  less 
did  I  love  the  little  old  school-room  of 
a  Avinter's  dav,  Avhen  the  pattering  rain 
streamed  down  the  AvindoAvs,  and  gave,  by 
contrast,  all  the  aspect  of  more  comfort 
within.  How  pleasant  Avas  it,  as  Ave  gath- 
ered round  the  turf  fire,  to  tliink  that  we 
were  surrounded  Avith  such  appliances 
against  gloomy  hours — the  healthful  exer- 
cise of  happy  minds  !  Ah,  my  dear  Miss 
Cox,  how  often  you  told  us  to  study  hard, 
since  that,  once  launched  upOn  the  great 
sea  of  life,  the  voyage  would  exact  all  our 
cares  ;  and  yet  see,  here  am  I  upon  that 
Avide  ocean,  and  already  longing  to  regain 
the  quiet  little  creek — the  little  haven  of 
rest  that  I  quitted  ! 
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I  promised  to  be  very  candid  with  you — 
to  conceal  nothing  whatever — but  I  did 
not  remember  that  my  confessions,  to  be 
thus  frank,  must  necessarily  involve  me  in 
remarks  on  others,  in  which  I  may  be  often 
unjust — in  which  I  am  certain  to  be  un- 
warranted— since  nothing  in  my  position 
entitles  me  to  be  their  censor.  However, 
I  will  keep  my  pledge  this  once,  and  you 
will  tell  me  afterward,  if  I  should  con- 
tinue to  observe  it.  And  now  to  begin. 
We  are  living  here  as  though  we  were  ]K'()- 
ple  of  vast  fortune.  We  occupy  the  chief 
suite  of  apartments  at  the  first  h(»tel,  and 
we  have  a  carriage,  with  showy  liveries,  a 
courier,  and  are  quite  beset  with  masters 
of  every  language  and  accomplishment 
you  can  fancy — expensive  kind  of  people, 
whose  very  dress  and  style  bespeak  the 
terms  on  which  their  services  are  render- 
ed. Our  visitors. are  all  titled:  dukes, 
princes,  and  princesses  shower  amongst 
our  cards.  Our  invitations  are  from  the 
same  class,  and  yet,  my  dear  Miss  Cox,- we 
feel  all  the  unreality  of  this  high  and  state- 
ly existence.  We  look  at  each  other  and 
think  of  Dodsborougli  !  We  think  of  pa- 
pa in  iiis  old  fustian  shooting-jacket,  pay- 
ing the  laborers,  and  higgling  about  half 
a  day  to  be  stopped,  here,  and  a  sack  of 
meal  to  be  deducted,  there.  We  think  of 
mamma's  injunctions  to  Darby  Sloan  about 
the  price  he  is  to  get  for  the  *'  boneens  " 
— have  you  forgotten  our  vernacular  for 
little  pigs  ? — and  how  much  he  must  "  be 
sure  to  ask"  for  the  turkeys.  We  think 
of  Mary  Anne  and  myself  taking  our  les- 
son from  Mr.  Dclaney,  and  learning  the 
quad-drilles,  as  he  i)ronounced  it,  as  the 
last  new  discovery  of  the  dancing  art,  and 
dear  James  hammering  away  at  the  rule 
of  three  on  an  old  slate,  to  try  and  qualify 
himself  for  the  Board  of  Trade.  And  we 
remember  the  utter  consternatif)n  of  the 
liousehold — the  tumult  dashed  with  a  cer- 
tain sense  of  pride — wiien  some  subaltern 
of  the  detachment  at  Brutf  cantej-ed  uj) 
to  tiic  door  and  sent  in  his  name  !  Dear 
me,  liow  the  little  words  55th  Kogiment,  or 
91st,  used  to  make  our  hearts  beat,  sug- 
gestive as  they  were  of  gay  balls  at  the 
town-hail  with  red-coated  ]iartners,  the 
regimental  band,  and  the  colors  tastefully 
festooning  the  whitewashed  walls.  And 
now,  my  dear  Miss  Sarah,  we  are  actually 
ashamed  of  the  contact  with  one  of  those 
whom  once  it  was  our  highest  glory  to  be 
acquainted  with  !  You  may  remember  a 
certain  Captain  Morris,  who  was  stationed 
at  Bruff — dark,  with  very  black  eyes,  and 
most  beautiful  teeth  ;  he  was  very  silent  in 
company,  and,  indeed,  we  knew  him  but 


slightly,  for  he  chanced  to  have  --onie 
altercation  with  pa  on  the  liencli  one  dav, 
and,  as  I  hear,  he  was  all  in  the  right,  pa 
did  not  afterward  forgive  him.  Well,  here 
he  is  -iiow,  having  left  the  army — I  don't 
know  if  on  half-pay,  or  sold  out  altogether 
— but  here  he  is,  traveling  for  the  benefit  of 
his  mother's  health — a  very  old  and  infirm 
lady — to  whom  he  is  dotingly  attached. 
She  fretted  so  much  when  she  discovered 
that  his  regiment  was  oidered  abroad  to 
the  Cape,  tliat  he  had  no  otlier  resource 
than  to  leave  the  service  !  He  told  ine  so 
himself. 

"  I  had  nobody  else  in  the  world,"  said 
he,  *'  who  felt  any  interest  in  my  fortunes  : 
xhe  had  made  a  hundred  sacrifices  for  me. 
It  was  but  fair  I  should  make  one  for  //cr." 

He  knew  he  Avas  surrendering  position 
and  prospect  forever — that  to  him  no  ca- 
reer could  ever  open  again  ;  but  he  had 
placed  a  duty  high  above  all  considerations 
of  self,  and  so,  he  ])arted  with  comrades 
and  pursuit,  with  everything  that  made  up 
his  h(^pe  and  his  object,  and  descended  to 
a  little  station  of  nnoljtrusive,  undistin- 
guished humility,  satisfied  to  be  the  com- 
panion of  a  poor,  feeble  old  lady  I  He  has 
as  much  as  confessed  to  me  that  their 
means  arj  very  small.  It  was  an  accidental 
admission  with  reference  to  something  he 
thought  of  doing,  but  which  he  found  to 
be  too  expensive,  and  the  avowal  Avas 
made  so  easily,  so  frankly,  so  free  from 
any  false  shame  on  one  side,  or  any  un- 
worthy desire  to  enti'ap  sympathy  on  the 
other  !  It  was  as  if  he  spoke  of  some- 
thing which  indeed  concerned  him,  but 
in  no  wise  gave  the  mainspring  to  his 
thoughts  or  actions  !  He  came  to  visit  us 
here  ;  but  his  having  left  the  service,  cou- 
pled with  our  present  taste  for  grand  ac- 
quaintance, were  so  little  in  his  favor,  that 
I  believed  he  would  not  have  repeated  his 
call.  An  accidental  service,  however,  that 
he  was  enabled  to  render  mamma  and 
^lary  Anne  at  a  railroad  station  the  other 
day,  and  where  but  for  him  they  might 
have  been  involved  in  considerable  difficul- 
ties, has  ojiened  a  chance  of  further  inti- 
macy, for  he  has  already  been  here  two 
mornings,  and  is  coming  this  evening  to 
tea. 

You  will,  perhaps,  ask  me  how  and  by 
what  chain  of  circumstances  Cajjtain  Mor- 
ris is  linked  with  the  earlier  portion  of  this 
letter,  and  I  will  tell  you.  It  was  from 
him  that  I  learned  tile  history  of  those 
high  and  distinguished  individuals  by 
whom  we  are  surrounded  ;  from  him  I 
heard  that,  sujiposing  us  to  be  people  of 
immense  wealth,  a  whole  web  of  intrigue 
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has  been  spun  around  us,  and  everytliing 
that  the  ingenuity  and  craft  of  the  profes- 
sional adventurer  could  devise  ]uit  in  requi- 
sition to  trade  upon  our  supposed  affluence 
and  inexperience  !  lie  has  told  nie  *»f  the 
dangerous  companions  by  Avhom  James  is 
surrounded  ;  atul  if  he  lias  not  spoken  so 
freely  about  a  certain  young  nobleman — 
Lord  George  Tiverton — who  is  now  seldom 
or  never  out  of  the  house,  it  is  because 
that  they  have  had  something  of  a  person- 
al difference — a  serious  one,  I  suspect,  and 
which  Captain  Morris  seems  to  reckon  as 
a  bar  to  anything  beyond  the  merest  men- 
tion of  his  name.  It  is  not  impossible,  too, 
that  though  lie  might  not  make  any  revo- 
hitions  to  me  on  such  a  theme,  he  would  l>e 
less  guarded  with  papa  or  James.  What- 
ever may  be  the  fact,  he  does  not  advance 
at  all  in  the  good  graces  of  the  others. 
JIamma  calls  him  a  dry  crust  —  a  con- 
firmed old  bachelor.  Maiy  Anne  and  Lord 
George — for  they  are  always  in  partnership 
in  matters  of  opinion — have  set  him  down 
as  a  "  military  prig  ;"  and  papa,  who  is 
rarely  unjust  in  the  long  run,  says  that 
'•  there's  no  guessing  at  the  character  of  a 
fellow  of  small  means,  who  never  goes  in 
debt."  This  may  or  may  not  be  true  ;  but 
it  is  certainly  hard  to  condemn  him  for  an 
]ionoral)le  trait,  simply  because  it  does  not 
give  the  key  to  his  nature.  And  now,  my 
last  hope  is  what  James  may  think  of  him, 
for  as  yet  they  have  not  met.  I  think  I 
hear  you  echo  my  Avords,  ''And  why  your 
Mast  hope,'  Miss  Gary?  What  possible 
right  have  you  to  express  yourself  in  these 
terms?"  Simply  because  I  feel  that  one 
man  of  true  and  honorable  sentiments — 
one  right-judging,  right-feeling  gentle- 
man, is  all-essential  to  us  abroad  !  and  if 
we  reject  this  chance,  I'm  not  so  sure  we 
shall  meet  with  another. 

How  ashamed  I  am  not  to  be  able  to  tell 
you  of  all  I  have  seen.  But  so  it  is — de- 
scription is  a  very  tame  performance,  in 
good  hands  ;  it  is  a  lamentable  exhibition 
in  weak  ones  !  As  to  painters,  I  prefer 
Vandyk  to  Rubens  ;  not  that  I  have  even 
the  pretense  of  a  reason  for  my  criticism. 
I  know  nothing  whatever  of  what  consti- 
tutes excellence  in  color,  drawing,  or  de- 
sign. I  understand  in  a  picture  only  what 
it  suggests  to  my  own  mind,  either  as  a 
correct  copy  of  nature,  or  as  originating 
new  trains  of  thought,  new  sources  of  feel- 
ing ;  and  by  these  tests  Vandyk  pleases 
me  more  than  his  master.  But,  shall  I 
own  it,  there  is  a  class  of  pictures  of  a  far 
inferior  order  that  gives  me  greater  enjoy- 
ment than  either — I  mean  those  scenes  of 
real  life — those  representations  of  some  lit- 


tle uneventful  incident  of  the  every-day 
world — an  old  chemist  at  work  in  his  dim 
old  laboratory  ;  an  old  house  vrow  knit- 
ting in  her  red-tiled  chamber,  the  sunlight 
slanting  in,  and  tipping  with  an  azure  tint 
the  tortoise-shell  cat  that  purrs  beside  her  ; 
a  lover  teaching  his  mistress  the  guitar  ; 
an  old  cavalier  giving  his  horse  a  diink  at 
a  fountain.  These,  in  all  the  life-like 
powers  of  Gerard  Dow,  Teerburgh,  or 
Mieris,  have  a  charm  for  me  I  cannot  ex- 
press. They  are  stories,  and  they  are  bet- 
ter than  stories,  for  oftentimes  the  writer 
conveys  his  meaning  imperfectly,  and  often- 
times he  overlays  you  with  his  explana- 
tions, stifling  within  you  those  exjjausive 
bursts  of  sentiment  that  it  ought  to  have 
been  his  aim  to  evoke,  and  thus,  by  elabo- 
rating, he  obliterates.  Xow,  your  artist 
— I  mean,  of  course,  your  groat  artist — is 
eminently  suggestive.  He  gives  you  but 
one  scene,  it  is  true,  but  how  full  is  it  of 
the  past,  and  the  future  too  !  Can  you 
gaze  on  that  old  alchemist,  with  his  wrin- 
kled forehead,  and  dim,  deep-set  eyes,  his 
threadbare  doublet,  and  his  fingers  tremu- 
lous from  age — can  you  watch  that  coun- 
tenance, calm,  but  careworn,  where  every 
line  exhibits  the  long  struggle  there  has 
been  between  the  keen  perceptions  of 
science  and  the  golden  dreams  of  enthusi- 
asm— where  the  coldest  passionsof  a  world- 
ly nature  have  warred  with  the  most  glo- 
rious attributes  of  a  poetic  temperament  ? 
Can  you  see  him,  as  he  sits  watching  the 
alembic,  wherein  the  toil  of  years  is  bub- 
bling, and  not  weave  within  your  own 
mind  the  life-long  conflict  he  has  sus- 
tained ?  Have  you  him  not  before  you  in 
his  humble  home,  secluded  and  forgotten 
of  men  !  yet  inhabiting  a  dream  Avorld  of 
crowded  images  ?  What  beautiful  stories 
— what  touching  little  episodes  of  domestic 
life — lie  in  the  quiet  scenes  of  those  quaint 
interiors  ;  and  how  deep  the  charm  that 
attaches  one  to  these  peaceful  spots  of 
home  happiness  I  The  calm  intellectuality 
of  the  old — the  placid  loveliness  of  the 
young — the  air  of  cultivated  enjoyment 
that  pervades  all — are  in  such  jicrfect  keep- 
ing,tliat  you  feel  as  though  they  imparted  to 
yourself  some  share  of  that  gentle,  tranquil 
pleasure  that  forms  their  own  atmosphere  ! 
Oh,  my  dear  Miss  Cox  !  if  there  be  •'  ser- 
mons in  stones,"  there  are  romances  in 
pictures — and  romances  far  more  truthful 
than  the  circulating  libraries  supply  us 
with.  And,  to  turn  back  to  real  life,  shall 
I  own  to  you  that  I  am  sadly  disappointed 
with  the  gay  world.  I  am  fully  alive  to  all 
the  value  of  the  confession.  I  appi-eciate 
perfectly  how  doubled-edged  is  the  weapon 
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of  tliis  admission,  and  that  I  am,  in  reality, 
bnt  i)lc'a(linif  guilty  to  my  own  unfitness 
for  its  enjoyments  ;  but  as  I  never  tried  to 
evade  or  deny  that  fact,  I  may  be  suffered 
to  t,nve  my  testimony  with  so  much  of 
qualification.  When  1  compare  the  little 
gratification  that  society  coiifers  on  the 
very  highest  classes,  with  the  heartfelt  de- 
light intercourse  imparts  to  the  humble,  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  see  wherein  lies  the  ad- 
vantage of  all  the  exclusive  regulations  of 
fashionaliie  life.  Of  one  thing  I  feel  as- 
sured, and  that  is,^tluit  one  must  be  born 
in  a  certain  class,  habituated  from  the 
earliest  years  to  its  ideas  and  halnts,  filled 
witli  its  peculiar  traditions,  and  animated 
by  its  own  si)ecial  hopes,  to  conform  grace- 
fully and  easily  to  its  laws.  We  go  into 
society  to  })erform  a  part — just  as  artificial 
a  one  as  any  in  a  genteel  comedy — and, 
consequently,  are  too  much  occupied  with 
*"our  character"  to  derive  that  benefit 
from  intercourse  which  is  so  attainable  by 
those  less  constrained  by  circumstances. 
If  all  this  amounts  to  the  simple  confession 
that  I  am  by  no  means  at  home  in  the 
great  world,  and  far  more  at  my  ease  with 
more  humble  associates,  it  is  no  more  than 
the  fact,  and  comes  pretty  near  to  what 
you  often  remarked  to  me:  that,  ''in 
criticising  external  objects,  one  is  very 
frequently  but  delineating  little  traits  and 
lineaments  of  one's  own  nature." 

I  am  unable  to  answer  your  question 
about  our  future  plans  ;  for,  indeed,  they 
ai)pear  anything  but  fixed.  I  believe,  if 
])apa  liad  his  choice,  he  would  go  back  at 
once.  This,  however,  mamma  will  not 
hear  of;  and,  indeed,  the  word  Ireland  is 
now  as  much  under  ban  amongst  us,  as 
that  name  that  is  never  "■  syllabled  to  ears 
polite."'  The  doctors  say,  James  ought  to 
pass  a  month  or  six  weeks  at  Schwalbach, 
to  drink  the  waters  and  take  the  baths  ; 
and,  from  what  I  can  learn,  the  ])lace  is 
the  perfection  of  rural  beauty  and  quietude. 
Captain  Morris  speaks  of  it  as  a  little 
paradise.  He  is  going  there  himself  ;  for 
I  have  learned — though  not  from  him — 
that  ho  was  badly  wounded  in  the  Atfghan 
war.  I  will  write  to  you  whenever  our 
destination  is  decided  on  ;  and,  mean- 
while, beg  you  to  believe  me  my  dear  Miss 
Cox's     Alost attached  and  faithful  puinl, 

Cakoline  Dodd. 


LETTER  XL 

MR.  DOUD  TO  TUOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF  TUE  GRANGE, 
BRUFK. 

Dear  Tom, — I  got  the  bills  all  safe,  and 
cashed  two  of  them  yesterday.    They  came 


at  the  right  moment — when  does  not 
money  ? — for  we  are  going  to  leave  this 
for  (iermany,  one  of  the  watering-j)lace8 
there,  the  name  of  which  I  cannot  trust 
myself  to  spell,  being  recommended  foi: 
James's  wound.  I  suppose  Vm  not  singu- 
lar, but  somehow  I  never  was  able  to  com- 
pute what  I  owed  in  a  place  till  I  was 
about  to  leave  it.  From  that  moment, 
however,  in  come  a  shower  of  bills  and  ac- 
counts that  one  never  dreamed  of.  The 
cook  you  discharged  three  months  before 
has  never  i)aid  for  the  i)oultry,  and  you 
have  as  many  hens  to  your  score  as  if  you 
were  a  fox.  You've  lost  the  fishmonger's 
receipts,  and  have  to  i)ay  him  over  again 
for  a  whole  Lent's  eonsunijition.  Your 
courier  has  run  up  a  bill  in  your  name  for 
cigars  and  curacoa,  and  your  wife's  maid 
has  been  conducting  the  most  liberal  oper- 
ations in  perfumery  and  cosmetics,  under 
the  title  of  her  mistress.  Then  comes  the 
landlord,  for  repairs  and  damages.  Every 
creaky  sofa  and  cracked  saucer  that  you 
have  been  treating  for  six  months  with  the 
deference  due  to  tlieir  delicate  condition, 
must  be  replaced  by  new  ones.  Every 
window  that  wouldn't  shut,  and  every  door 
that  would  not  open,  must  be  put  in  per- 
fect order — keys  replaced,  bells  rehung. 
The  saucepans,  whose  verdigris  has  almost 
killed  you  with  colic,  must  be  all  retinned 
or  coppered  ;  and,  lastly,  the  pump  is  sure 
to  be  destroyed  by  the  housemaid,  and 
vague  threats  about  sinking  a  new  well  are 
x^ertain  to  draw  you  into  a  compromise. 
Nor  is  the  roguery  the  woi'st  of  it  :  but 
all  the  sneaking  scoundrels  that  wouldn't 
'•  trouble  you  with  their  little  demands  " 
before,  stand  out  now  as  sturdy  creditors, 
that  would  not  abate  a  jot  of  their  claims. 
Lucky  are  ye  if  they  don't  rake  uj)  old 
balances,  and  begin  the  score  with  "L'es- 
tant  du  dernier  compte." 

The  moralists  say  that  a  man  should  be 
enabled  to  visit  the  world  after  iiis  death, 
if  he  would  really  know  the  oj)inion  enter- 
tained of  him  by  his  fellows.  Until  this 
desirable  object  be  attainable,  one  ought  to 
be  satisfied  with  the  experience  obtained 
by  change  of  residence.  There  is  no  dis- 
guise, no  concealment  then  I  The  little 
blemishes  of  your  temper,  once  borne,  with 
such  Christian  ciiarity,  are  remembered  in 
a  more  chastening  spirit  ;  and  it  is  half 
hinted  that  your  custom  was  more  than 
compensated  for  by  your  complaining 
qnerulousness.  Is  not  the  moral  of  all  this, 
tiiat  one  should  live  at  home,  in  his  own 
place,  where  his  father  lived  before  him, 
and  his  son  will  live  after  him — where  the 
tradespeople  have  a  vested  interest  in  your 
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welfare,  and  are  nearly  as  anxious  about 
your  wheat  and  potatoes  as  you  are  your- 
self ?  Unlike  these  foreign  raseals,  that 
think  von  have  a  manufaetory  of  "  Herries 
and  Farquhar's  circular  notes,"  and  can 
coin  at  will,  your  neighbors  know  when 
and  at  wiiat  times  it's  no  use  to  tease  you 
— that  asking  for  money  at  the  wrong  sea- 
son is  like  expecting  new  peas  in  Decem- 
ber, or  grouse  in  the  month  of  iV[ay. 

I  make  these  remarks  in  all  tlie  spirit  of 
recent  suffering,  fori  have  paid  away  two 
hundred  ])ounds  since  yesterday  morning, 
of  which  I  was  not  conscious  that  I  owed 
fifty.  And  besides,  I  have  gone  through 
more  actual  fighting — in  tlie  way  of  bad 
language,  I  mean — than  double  the  money 
would  repay  me  for.  In  these  wordy 
combats,  I  feel  I  always  come  off  worst ; 
for  as  my  knowledge  of  the  language  is 
limited,  I'm  like  the  sailor,  that  for  want 
of  ammunition,  crammed  in  whatever  he 
could  lay  hands  on  into  his  gun,  and  fired 
off  his  bag  of  doubloons  against  the  en- 
emy instead  of  round  shot.  Mrs.  D.,  too, 
whom  the  sounds  of  conflict  always  "  sum- 
mon to  the  field,"  does  not  improve  mat- 
ters ;  for  if  her  vocabulary  be  limited,  it  is 
strong,  and  even  the  most  roguish  shop- 
keeper does  not  like  to  be  called  a  thief 
or  a  highwayman  !  These  diversions  in 
our  parts  of  speech  have  cost  me  dearly, 
for  I  have  had  to  compromise  about  six 
cases  of  "defamation,"  and  two  of  threat- 
ened assault  and  battery,  though  these 
last  went  no  further  than  demonstrations 
on  Mrs.  U.'s  part,  which,  however,  Avcre 
quite  sufficient  to  terrify  our  grocer,  who 
is  a  colonel  in  the  Xational  Guard,  and 
a  gigantic  hair-dresser,  whose  beard  is 
the  glory  of  a  "  Sapeiir  company."  I 
have  discovered,  besides,  that  I  have  done 
something,  but  what  it  is — in  contraven- 
tion to  the  laws — I  do  not  know,  and  for 
which  I  am  fined  eighty-two  francs  five 
centimes,  plus  twenty-seven  for  contumacy; 
and  I  have  paid  it  now,  lest  it  shoukl  grov/ 
into  more  by  to-morrow,  for  so  the  briga- 
dier has  just  hinted  to  me,  for  that  for- 
midable functionary — with  tags  that  would 
do  credit  to  agencral — is  just  come  to  "in- 
vite me,"  as  he  calls  it,  to  the  prefecture. 
As  tliese  invitations  are  like  royal  ones,  I 
must  break  off  now,  abrui>tly. 

Here  I  am  again,  Tom,  after  four  hours 
of  ante-chamber  and  audience.  I  had  been 
summoned  to  appear  before  the  authori- 
ties to  purge  myself  of  a  contempt — for 
which,  by  the  way,  they  had  already  fined  me 
— my  offense  being  that  I  had  not  exchanged 
some  bit  of  paper  for  another  bit  of  paper 
given  me  in  exchange  for  my  passport,  the 


purport  of  which  was  to  show  tliat  I,  Ken- 
ny Dodd,  was  living  openly  and  flagrantly 
in  the  city  of  Brussels,  and  not  following 
out  any  clandestine  pursuit  or  object  in- 
jurious to  the  state,  and  subversive  of  the 
momirchy.     Well,  I  hope  they're  satisfied 
now  ;  and  if  my  eighty-two  francs  five  cen- 
times gave  any  stability  to  their  institu- 
tions, much  good  may  it  do  them  !     This, 
however,  seems   but   the  beginning  of  new 
troubles  ;  for  on  my  applying  to  have  the 
aforesaid  passport  "  vised  "   for  Germany, 
they  told  me  that  there  were  two  "detain- 
ers" on  it,  in  the   shape  of  two  actions  at 
law  yet  undecided,    althougli   I  yesterday 
morning  paid  up  what  I  understood  to  be 
the  last  installment  for  compromising  all 
suits  now  pending  against  said   Kenny  I. 
Uodd.     On  hearing  this,  I  at  once  set  out 
for   the   tribunal    to    see    Vanhoegen   and 
Draek,  my  chief  lawyers.     Such  a  place  as 
the  tribunal  you   never  set  eyes  on.     Im- 
agine a  great  quadrangle,   with    archways 
all  round,  crammed  full  of  dirty  advocates 
— black-gowned,   black-faced,    and    black- 
hearted; peasants,  thieves,  jailors,  tipstaffs, 
and  the  general  public  of  fruit-sellers  and 
Inciter  matches  all  mixed  up  together,  with 
a  turmoil  and  odor  that  would  make  you 
hope   Justice   was  as  little  troubled  Avith 
nose  as  eyesight.     Over  the  heads  of  this 
mob   you    catch    glimpses   of  the    several 
courts,   where  three  old  fellows,  like  the 
figures  in  a  Holbein,  sit  behind  a  table  cov- 
ered with  black  cloth,  administering  the 
law — a  solemn  task  that  loses  some  of  its 
imposing  influence,  wdien  you  think  that* 
these  reverend  seigniors,  if  wanting  in  the 
wisdom,  are  not  free  from  one  of  the  weak- 
nesses of  Bacon  !     By  dint  of  great  press- 
ing, pushing,  and  perseverance,  I  forced 
my  way  forward  into  one  of  these  till  I 
reached   a  strong  wooden  rail,  or  barrier, 
withi-n  which  was  an  open  space,  where  the 
accused  sat  on  a  kind  of  bench,  the  Avitness 
under  examination  being  opposite  to  him, 
•.md  the  procureur  hard  by,  in  a  little  box 
like  a  dwarf  pulpit.   I  thought  I  saw  Draek 
in  the  crowd,  but  I  was  mistaken — an  easy 
matter,  they  all  look  so  much  alike.    Once 
in,  however,  I  thought  I'd   remain   for  a 
while  and  sec  the  proceedings.     It  Avas  a 
trial  for  murder,  as  well  as  I  could  ascer- 
tain the  case.    The  prisoner,  a  gentleman- 
like young  fellow  of  six  or  seven-and- twen- 
ty, had  stabbed   another   in   some   fit   of 
jealousy.     I   believe  they  Avere  at  supper, 
or  Avere  going  to  sup  together,  Avhen  the 
altercation  occurred.     T'here  Avas  a  Avaiter 
in  the  witness-box,  giving  evidence  Avhen 
I  came  up,  and   really  the  tone  of  defer- 
ence he  exhibited  to  the  prisoner,  and  the 
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prisoner's  own  off-hand,  easy  way  of  inter 
rotating  liim,  wore  greatly  to  bo  admired. 
It  was  easy  to  see  that  lie  had  got  many  a 
half-crown  from  the  acclised,  and  had  not 
given  up  hope  of  many  more  in  future. 
Jlis  chief  evidence  was  to  the  effect  that 
I^Ionsieur  do  Vertouil,  the  accused,  had  or- 
dered a  supper  for  two  in  a  ])rivate  room, 
the  bill  of  fare  offering  a  wide  field  for  dis- 
cussion, one  of  the  points  of  the  case  be- 
ing whether  the  guest  who  should  partake 
of  the  repast  was  a  lady  or  the  deceased  ; 
and  this  the  advocates  on  each  side  han- 
dled with  wonderful  dexterity,  by  infer- 
ences drawn  from  the '' tr/r/f."  You  see, 
Verteuil's  counsel  Avanted  to  show  that 
Bretigny  was  an  intruder,  and  had  forced 
himself  into  the  company  of  the  accused. 
The  opposite  side  were  i'or  implying  that 
he  came  there  on  invitation,  and  Avas  mur- 
dei'ed  of  malice  aforethought.  I  don't 
think  the  point  Avould  have  been  so  \"ery 
matei-ial  with  us  ;  or,  at  all  events,  that  Ave 
should  have  tried  to  elicit  it  in  this  man- 
ner; but  they  have  their  own  av ay  of  do- 
ing things,  and  I  su])pose  the}^  know  Avhat 
suits  them.  After  half  an  hour's  very  ani- 
mated skirmishing,  the  president,  Avith  a 
sudden  flash  of  intelligence,  bethought 
him  of  asking  the  accused  for  whom  he 
bespoke  the  entertainment. 

'•  You  must  excuse  me.  Monsieur  le 
President,"  said  he,  blandly;  *•  but  I'm 
sure  that  your  nice  sense  of  honor  Avill 
show  that  I  cannot  answer  your  ([uestion." 
/'  Trcsi  hien,  trh  hien,"'  rang  through  the 
crowded  court,  in  approbation  of  this  chi- 
valrous speech,  and  one  young  lady  from 
the  gallery  flung  down  her  ixjucpiet  of  moss- 
roses  to  the  iiris<jner,  in  token  of  lier  en- 
thusiastic concurrence.  The  delicate  re- 
serve of  the  accused  seemed  to  touch  every 
one.  Husbands  and  Avives,  sons  and  daugh- 
ters, all  appear-ed  to  feel  that  they  had  a 
vested  interest  in  the  pi-opagation  of  such 
principles;  and  the  old  judge,  avIio  had 
propounded  the  ungracious  interrogatory, 
really  seemed  ashamed  of  himself. 

The  waiter  soon  after  this  retired,  and 
Avhat  the  newspapers  next  day  called  a 
"  {sensation  proiioncee"  Avas  caused  by  the 
entrance  of  a  very  handsome  and  showy- 
looking  young  lady — no  less  a  personage 
than  Madlle.  Catinka  Lovenfeld,  the 
prima  donna  of  the  opera,  and  the  Dido 
of  this  unhappy  ^Eneid.  AVith  us,  the 
admiration  of  a  ]iretty  Avitness  is  ahvays  a 
very  subdued  honuige  ;  and  even  the  re- 
porters do  not  like  venturing  beyond  the 
phnise,  '*  here  a  person  of  prepossessing 
appearance  took  her  jilace  on  the  table." 
They  are  very  superior  to  us  here,  hoAvevcr, 


for  the  buzz  of  admiration  swelled  from 
the  lowest  l^enches  till  it  ro.se  to  the  very 
judicial  seat  itself,  and  the  old  president, 
affecting  to  look  at  his  notes,  wiped  his 
glasses  afresh,  and  took  a  sly  ])eep  at  the 
beauty,  like  the  rest  of  us. 

'J'hough,  as  Macheath  says,  "laws  were 
made  for  every  degi-ee,"  the  mode  of  exam- 
ining witnesses  admits  of  considerable  vari- 
ety.      Tlio    interrogatories    Avere   now    no 
longer  jerked   out    Avith    abru[)tness  ;   the 
questions  were  not  put  Avith  the  categorical 
sternness  of  that  froAvning  aspect  Avhich, 
;  be   the   lawyer  Belgian,  French,  or  Irish, 
I  sGems  an  instinct  Avith   him;  on  the  con- 
'  trary,  the  pretty  Avitness  Avas  invited  to  tell 
'  her  name,  she    was  Avheedled   out  of  her 
I  birthplace,    coaxed    out    of    her    peculiar 
religious  profession  and  joked  into  saying 
j  something  about  her  age. 

I  must  say,  if  she  had  rehearsed  the  part 
'  as  often  as  she  had  that  of  Norma,  she 
couldn't  be  more  perfect.  Her  manner 
Avas  the  trium])h  of  ease  and  grace.  'J'here 
Avas  an  almost  filial  defeience  for  thebench, 
an  air  of  respectful  attention  for  the  bar, 
courtesy  for  the  jury,  and  a  most  touching 
shade  of  compassion  for  the  prisoner,  and 
all  this  done  Avithout  the  slightest  seeming 
effort.  I  do  not  pretend  to  know  Avhat 
others  felt,  but  as  for  me,  I  paid  very  little 
attention  to  the  matter,  so  much  more  did 
the  manner  of  the  inquiry  engage  me  :  still 
I  heard  that  she  Avas  a  Saxon  by  birth,  of 
noble  parentage,  born  with  the  highest 
expectations,  but  ruined  by  the  attach- 
ment of  her  father  to  the  cause  of  the 
Em])eror  Napoleon.  The  animation  Avith 
Avhich  she  alluded  to  this  parental  trait 
elicited  a  most  deafening  burst  of  applause, 
and  the  tipstaff,  a  veteran  of  the  inqicrial 
guard,  Avas  carried  out  senseless,  overcome 
by  his  emotions.  Ah,  Tom  I  Ave  have 
nothing  like  this  in  England,  and  strange 
enough  that  they  should  have  it  here  :  but 
the  fact  is,  these  Belgians  are  only  '■sec- 
ond-chop" Frenchmen — a  kind,  of  Aveak 
"after  grass,"  Avith  only  the  Aveeds  luxuri- 
ant !  It's  pretty  much  as  Avith  ourselvt-s — 
the  people  that  take  a  loan  of  a  language 
never  take  a  lease  of  the  traditions  !  They 
catch  up  just  some  i)opular  clai)-traps  of 
the  motiier  counti-y,  but  theie  eiuls  the 
relationship  ! 

But  to  come  back  to  3Iadlle.  Catinka. 
She  now  had  got  into  a  little  narrative  of 
her  youth,  in  some  old  chateau  on  the 
Elbe,  which  held  the  court  breathless  ;  to 
be  sure,  it  had  not  a  great  deal  to  do  Avith 
the  case  in  hand  ;  but  no  matter  for  that, 
a  more  artless,  gifted,  lovely,  and  loving 
creature  than  she  appeared  to  have  been 
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never  existed.  On  tliis  last  atti'ibutc  slic 
laid  considerable  stress.  There  was,  I 
thiiilc,  a  little  i-lietorical  art  in  the  confes- 
sion ;  for  certainly  a  younc;  lady  who  loved 
birds,  flowers,  trees,  water,  clouds,  and 
mountains  so  devotedly,  niiglit  ]iossiI)ly 
have  a  spare  corner  for  something  else,  and 
even  the  old  judge  couldn't  tell  if  ho  luid 
not  chanced  on  the  lucky  ticket  in  that 
lottery.  I  wish  I  could  have  heard  tlie 
case  out ;  I'd  have  given  a  great  deal  to 
see  liow  they  linked  all  that  Paul  and  Vir- 
ginia life  with  the  bloody  drama  they  were 
there  to  investigate,  and  what  possiljle  con- 
nection existed  between  Tieck's  romances 
and  sticking  a  man  with  a  table-knife. 
This  gratification  was,  however,  denied  me  ; 
for  just  as  I  was  listening  with  my  greedi- 
est ears,  Vanhoegcn  placed  his  hand  on 
my  shoulder,  and  whispered,  "come  along 
— don't  lose  a  minute — your  cause  is  on  !" 

"  What  do  vou  mean  ?  haven't  I  com- 
pro— " 

''Hush  !  "  said  he,  warningly  ;  "respect 
tlie  majesty  of  the  law." 

''With  all  my  heart;  but  what's  my 
cause  ? — what  do  you  mean  by  iny  cause  ?  " 

"It's  no  time  for  explanation,*'  said  he, 
hurrying  me  along ;  "  the  judges  are  in 
chamber — you'll  soon  hear  all  about  it." 

He  said  truly  ;  it  was  neither  the  fitting 
time  nor  place  for  much  converse,  for  we 
had  to  figiit  our  way  through  a  crowd  that 
was  every  moment  increasing,  and  it  took 
at  least  twenty  minutes  of  struggle  and 
combat  to  get  out,  my  coat  being  slit  up 
to  the  collar,  and  my  friend's  gown  being 
reduced  to  something  like  bell-ropes. 

He  didn't  seem  to  think  much  about  his 
damaged  costume,  but  still  dragged  me 
along,  across  a  court-yard,  up  some  very 
filthy  stairs,  down  a  dark  corridor,  then 
up  another  flight,  and,  passing  into  a  large 
ante-room,  where  a  messenger  was  seated 
in  a  kind  of  glass  cage,  he  pushed  aside  a 
heavy  curtain  of  green  baize,  and  we  found 
oiirselvcs  in  a  court,  which,  if  not  crowded 
like  that  below,  was  still  sufficiently  filled, 
and  by.  persons  of  respectable  exterior. 
There  was  a  dead  silence  as  we  entered. 
The  three  judges  were  examining  their 
notes,  and  handing  papers  back  and  for- 
ward to  each  other  in  dumb  show.  The 
procureur  was  picking  his  teeth  with  a 
paper-knife,  and  the  clerk  of  the  court 
munching  a  sandwich,  which  he  held  in 
his  hat.  Vanhoegcn,  however,  brushed 
forward  to  a  prominent  place,  and  beckoned 
me  to  a  scat  beside  him.  I  had  but  time 
to  obey,  when  the  clerk,  seeing  us  in  our 
places,  bolted  down  an  enormous  mouth- 
ful, and.  Avith  an  effort  that  nearly  choked 


him,  cried  out,  "L'affaire  de  Dodd  fils  est 
en  audience."  IMy  heart  droo])ed  as  I 
heard  the  Avords.  The  "affaire  de  Dodd 
fils"  could  mean  nothing  but  that  con- 
founded duel  of  which  J  liave  already  told 
you.  All  the  misfortune  and  all  the  cri- 
minaliiy  seemed  to  fall  upon  us.  For  at 
least  four  times  a  week  I  was  summoned 
somewhere  or  other,  now,  before  a  civil, 
now,  li  military,  auditor;  and  though  I 
swore  repeatedly  that  I  knew  nothing  about 
the  matter  till  it  was  over,  they  appeared 
to  think  that,  if  I  was  well  tortured,  I 
might  make  great  revelations.  They  were 
not  quite  wrong  in  their  calculations.  I 
would  have  turned  "approver"  against 
my  father,  rather  than  gone  on  in  this 
fashion.  But  the  difficulty  was,  I  had 
really  nothing  to  tell.  The  little  I  knew 
had  been  obtained  from  others.  Lord 
George  had  told  me  so  much  as  I  was  ac- 
quainted with  ;  and,  from  my  old  habits 
of  the  bench  at  home,  1  was  well  aware 
that  such  could  not  be  admitted  as  evi- 
doiice. 

Still  it  was  their  good  pleasure  to  pursue 
me  Avith  warrants  and  summonses,  and 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  appear  when 
and  wherever  they  wanted  me. 

"Is  this  confounded  affair  the  cause  of 
my  passport  being  detained  ?"  whispered 
I  to  Van. 

"Precisely,"  said  he  ;  "and  if  not  very 
dexterously  liandled,  the  expense  may  be 
enormous." 

I  almost  lost  all  self-possession  at  these 
words.  I  had  been  a  mark  for  legal  pill- 
age and  robbery  from  the  first  moment  of 
my  arrival,  and  it  seemed  as  if  they  would 
not  suffer  me  to  leave  the  country  while  I 
had  a  na])oleon  remaining.  Stung  nearly 
to  madness,  I  resolved  to  make  one  desper- 
ate effort  at  rescue,  and,  like  some  of  those 
woe-begone  creatures  in  our  own  country 
who  insist  on  personal  appeals  to  a  chief 
justice,  I  called,  "  Monsieur  le  Presi- 
dent— "  There,  however,  my  French  left 
me,  and,  after  a  terrible  struggle  to  get  on, 
I  had  to  continue  my  address  in  the  ver- 
nacular. 

"  Who  is  this  man  ?"  asked  he,  sternly. 

"Dodd  pere.  Monsieur  le  President," 
interposed  my  lawyer,  who  seemed  most 
eager  to  save  me  from  the  consequences  of 
my  rashness. 

"Ah  I  he  is  Dodd  perc,"  said  the  presi- 
dent solemnly  ;  and  now  he  and  his  two 
colleagues  adjusted  their  spectacles,  and 
gazed  at  me  long  and  attentively  ;  in  fact, 
with  such  earnestness  did  they  stare,  that 
I  began  to  feel  my  character  of  Dodd  pere 
was  rather  an  imposing  kind  of  perform- 
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aiico.  "Enfin,"  said  the  president,  with 
a  faint  sigh,  as  though  the  reasoning  pro- 
cess had  been  rather  a  fatiguing  one — 
"enfin  !  Dodd  pere  is  the  father  of  Dodd 
fils,  the  respondent." 

Vanhoegeii  bowed  submissive  assent, and 
muttered,  as  I  thought,  sonic  little  flattery 
about  the  judicial  acuteness  and  perspi- 
cuity. 

"Let  him  be  sworn,"  said  the  president; 
and  accordingly  I  held  uj)  my  hand,  while 
the  clerk  recited  sometiiing  with  a  hum- 
drum rapidity  that  I  guessed  must  mean 
an  oath. 

*'  You  are  called  Dodd  ]K'rc  ?  "  said  the 
attorney-general,  addressing  me. 

"  I  find  I  am  so  called  hero,  but  I  never 
was  so  before,"  said  I,  tartly. 

*'  He  means  that  the  a)ipellation  is  not 
usual  in  his  own  country,"  said  one  of  the 
judges— a  small,  red-eyed  man,  with  pock- 
mai'ks. 

'•  Put  it  down,"  observed  the  president, 
gravely.  ^'  1'lie  witness  informs  us  that  he 
is  only  called  Dodd." 

*•  Kenny  James  Dodd,  monsieur,"  cried 
I,  interrupting. 

"Dodd — dit  Kenny  James,"  dictated 
the  small  judge  ;  and  the  amanuensis  took 
it  down. 

''And  you  swear  you  are  the  father  of 
Dodd  fils  ?  "  asked  the  president. 

I  suppose  that  the  adage  of  a  wise  child 
knowing  his  own  father  cuts  both  Ava3's, 
but  I  answered  boldly,  that  I'd  swear  to 
the  best  of  my  belief — a  reservation,  how- 
ever, that  excited  a  discussion  of  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour,  the  point  being  at  last 
ruled  in  my  favor.  I 

I  am  bound  to  say  that  there  was  a  great 
deal  of  legal  leai'uing  dis]ilayed  in  the  con- 
troversy— a  vast  variety  of  authorities  cited, 
from  KingDavid  downwards;  and  although 
at  one  time  matters  seemed  going  against 
me,  the  red-eyed  man  turned  the  balance 
in  my  favor,  and  it  was  agreed  that  I  was 
the  father  of  my  own  son.  If  I  knew  but 
all,  it  might  have  been  better  for  me  there 
had  been  a  hitch  in  the  case.  But  I  am 
anticipating. 

There  now  arose  another  dispute,  on  a 
point  of  law  I  believe,  and  which  was,  whht 
degree  of  responsibility — there  were  four- 
teen degrees,  it  seems,  in  the  Pandects — I 
stood  in,  as  regarded  the  present  suit. 
From  the  turn  the  debate  took,  1  began  to 
suspect  we  might,  all  of  us,  have  to  plead 
to  our  responsibilities  in  tlie  other  world 
ere  it  could  be  finished  ;  but  the  red-eyed 
man,  who  seemed  the  shrewdest  of  them 
all,  cut  the  matter  short  by  proposing  that 
I  should  be  invited — that's  the  phrase — to  . 


say  60  much  as  I  pleased  in  the  cpiestion 
before  the  court. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  assented  the  president. 
"  Let  him  relate  the  affair."  And  the 
whole  bar  and  the  audience  seemed  to  le- 
echo  the  words. 

'      You  know  me  well.  Tom.  and   you  can 
j  vouch  for  it,  that  I  never  had  anv  objectidu 
to  telling astory.  It  was,  in  truth,  a  kind  of 
I  weakness  with   me,  and  some    used  to  say 
tiiat  I  was  getting  into  the  habit  of  tellinj,' 
\  the  same   ones  too  often.     Be   that  as   it 
I  may,  I  never  Avas  accused  of  relating  a  gar- 
}bled,  broken,  and   disjointed  tale,  and  for 
j  the  honor  of  my  anecdotic  powers,  I  re- 
solved not  to  do  so. 

"  My  lord,"  said  I,  "  I'm  like  the  knife- 
grinder — I  have  no  story  I  " 

Bad  luck  to  my  illustration,  it  took  half 
:  an  hour  to  show  that  my  identity  was  not, 
I  somehow,  mixed  \\\^  with  a  wdieel  and  a 
grind ing-stone  ! 

"  Let  him  relate  the  affair,"  said  the 
president,  once  more  ;  and  this  time  his 
voice  and  manner  both  proclaimed  that  his 
patience  was  not  to  be  trifled  with. 

"Relate  what  ?"  asked  I,  tartly. 

"All  that  you  know  —  anything  yon 
have  heard,"  whispered  Van,  who  was 
trembling  for  my  rashness. 

"My  lord,"  said  I,  "of  myself  I  know 
nothing  ;  I  was  in  bed  all  the  time." 

"He  was  in  bed  all  the  time,"  said  the 
president  to  the  others. 

"  In  bed,"  said  red  eyes  ;  "  let  us  see  ;" 
and  he  turned  over  a  file  of  documents 
before  him  for  several  minutes.  "'  Dodd 
pere  swears  that  he  Avas  in  bed  from  the 
7th  of  February,  which  is  the  first  entry 
here,  to  the  lOtli  of  May,  inclusive." 

"  I  swear  no  such  thing,  my  lord," 
cried  I. 

"  What  does  he  swear  then  ?  "  asked  the 
small  judge. 

"  Let  us  hear  his  OAvn  version  ;  tell  us 
unreservedly  all  that  you  know,"  said  the 
president,  who  really  spoke  as  if  he  com- 
passionated my  embarrassment. 

"My  lord,"  said  T,  "there  is  nothing 
would  give  me  more  [)leasure  than  to  dis- 
play the  candor  you  require,  but  when  I 
assure  you  that  I  actually  know  nothing — " 

"Know  nothing,  sir  !  "  interposed  the 
president.  "  Do  you  mean  to  tell  this 
court  that  you  are,  and  Avere,  in  total 
ignorance  of  every  part  of  your  son's  con- 
duct— that  you  never  heard  of  his  difficul- 
ties, nor  of  his  efforts  to  meet  them  ?  " 

"  If  hearsay  be  sufficient  then,"  said  I, 
"you  shall  have  it;"  and  so,  taking  a 
long  breath,  for  I  saw  a  Aveary  road  before 
me,   I  began   thus,  the  amanuensis  occa- 
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sionall}'  begging  of  me  a  slight  \\ix\t,  to 
keep  up  : 

"^  It  was  about  five  or  six  weeks  ago, 
iny  lord,  we — tliat  is,  Mrs.  D.,  the  girls, 
.Tames,  and  myself — made  an  excursion  to 
the  field  of  Watei'loo,  filled  by  the  very 
natural  desire  to  see  a  spot  so  intimately 
associated  with  our  country's  glory.  I 
will  not  weary  you  with  any  detail  of  dis- 
aj)pointment,  nor  deplore  the  total  absence 
of  everything  that  could  revive  recollec- 
tions of  that  great  day.  In  fact,  except 
the  big  lion  with  his  tail  between  his  legs, 
there  is  nothing  symbolic  of  the  nations 
engaged." 

I  waited  a  moment  here,  Tom,  to  see 
how  they  took  this  ;  but  they  never 
winced,  and  so  I  perceived  my  shell  ex- 
ploded harmlessly. 

"  We  prowled  about,  my  lord,  for  two 
or  three  hours,  and  at  last  reached  Hou- 
goumont,  in  time  to  'take  shelter  against 
a  tremendous  storm  which  just  then  broke 
over  ns  ;  and  there  it  was  that  James  ac- 
cidentally came  in  contact  with  the  young 
gentleman  whom  I  may  not  wrongfully 
call  the  cause  of  all  our  misfortunes.  It 
would  appear  that  they  began  discussing 
the  battle,  with  all  the  natural  prejudices 
of  the  two  conflicting  sides.  I  will  not 
affirm  that  James  was  very  well  read  on 
the  subject  ;  indeed,  my  impression  is, 
that  his  stock  of  information  was  princi- 
lially  dei'ived  from  a  representation  he  had 
witnessed  by  an  equestrian  troop  at  home, 
and  where  Bony,  after  galloping  twice 
round  the  circus,  throws  himself  on  his 
knees  and  begs  for  mercy ; — a  fact  so 
strongly  impressed  upon  his  memory,  that 
he  insisted  the  Frenchman  should  receive 
it  as  historical.  The  dispute,  it  would 
seem,  Avas  not  conducted  within  the  legiti- 
mate limits  of  debate  ;  they  waxed  angry, 
and  the  Frenchman,  after  a  fierce  provo- 
cation, set  off  into  the  thickest  of  the 
storm,  rather  than  endure  the  further  dis- 
cussion." 

''This  seems  to  me,  sir,"  interposed  the 
president,  ''to  be  perfectly  irrelevant  to 
the  matter  before  us.  The  court  accords 
the  very  widest  latitude  to  explanations, 
but  if  they  really  have  no  bearing  on  the 
case  in  hand  —  if,  as  it  appears  to  my 
learned  brethren  and  myself,  this  polemic 
on  a  battle  has  no  actual  connection  Avith 
your  son's  difficulties — " 

"It's  the  very  source  and  origin  of 
them,  my  lord,"  broke  I  in.  "He  has  no 
embarrassment  which,  does  not  date  from 
that  incident  and  thatliour." 

"  In  that  case  you  may  proceed,  sir," 
said  he,  blandly  ;  and  I  went  on. 


"'  I  do  not  mean  to  say,  my  lord,  that 
all  that  followed  was  inevitable";  nor  that, 
with  cooler  heads  and  calmer  tem})ers,  the 
whole  affair  could  not  have  been  arranged'; 
but  James  is  hot — mighty  hot — the  Celt 
is  strong  in  him.  He  really  likes  a  'shin- 
dy'— not  like  some  ciiaps,  for  the  noto- 
riety of  it — not  because  it  gets  into  the 
newspapei's,  and  makes  a  noise — but  he 
likes  it  for  itself,  and  for  its  own  intrinsic 
merits,  as  one  might  say.  And  i  may  re- 
mark here,  my  lord,  that  the  Irishman  is, 
perhaps,  the  only  man  in  Europe  that  un- 
derstands fighting  in  this  sense  ;  and  this 
trait,  if  rightly  considered,  will  give-  a 
strong  clue  to  our  national  character,  and 
will  explain  the  general  failure  of  all  our 
attempts  at  revolution.  We  take  so  much 
diversion  in  a  row,  that  we  quite  foi'get 
it's  only  the  means  to  an  end.  We  have, 
so  to  say,  so  much  fun  on  the  road,  that 
we  lose  sight  of  the  place  we  Avere  going 
to." 

I  don't  knoAv,  Tom,  liow  much  further  I 
might  have  gone  on  in  my  analytical  I'e- 
searches  into  our  national  charactei',  but 
the  interpreter  cut  me  short,  by  assuring 
the  court  that  he  was  totally  unable  to  fol- 
low me.  In  the  narrative  parts  of  my  dis- 
course he  was  good  enough  ;  but  it  seemed 
that  my  reflections,  and  my  general  re- 
marks on  men  and  manners,  were  a  cut 
above  him.  I  was,  thej-efore,  Avarned  to 
"try  back"  to  the  line  of  my  story,  which 
I  did  accordingly. 

"As  for  the  affair  itself,  my  lord,"  re- 
sumed I,  "I  understand  fi'om  eye-Avitn esses 
that  it  Avas  most  respectably  and  discreetly 
conducted.  James  Avas  put  i^ip  Avith  his 
face  to  the  Avest,  so  that  Roger  had  the 
sun  on  him.  The  tools  Avcre  beauties.  It 
was  a  fine  j\Iay  morning,  mclloAV,  and  not 
too  bright.  There  Avas  nothing  Avanting 
to  make  the  scene  impressive,  and,  I  may 
add,  instructive.  Roger's  friend  gave  the 
Avord — one,  tAvo,  thi'ee — bang  Avent  both 
pistols  together,  and  poor  James  received 
the  other's  fire  just  here — betAveen  the 
bone  and  the  artery,  so  Seutin  described  it 
— a  critical  spot,  I'm  sure." 

"  Dodd  pere,"  said  the  president,  sol- 
emnly, "you  are  trifling  Avith  the  patience 
of  the ■  tribunal  !  "  A  grave  edict,  Avhich 
the  other  judges  responded  to  by  a  majes- 
tic inclination  of  the  head. 

"If  you  are  not,"  resumed  he,  slowly, 
and  Avith  great  emphasis — '"if  you  are  not 
a  man  of  Avcak  intellects  and  deficient 
reasoning  poAvers,  the  conduct  you  have 
pursued  is  inexcusable — it  is  a  high  con- 
tempt I '' 

"  And  Ave  shall  teach  you,  sir,"  said  the 
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red-eyed,  *'  that  no  prck'neo  of  national 
eccentricity  can  woii^li  agfaiii.st  the  claims 
of  insulted  justice." 

*'Ay,  sir,"  dinned  in  number  three, 
who  had  not  spoken  before,  '*and  we  shall 
let  you  feel  that  the  majesty  of  the  law  in 
this  country  is  neither  to  be  assailed  by 
covert  impertinence,  nor  cajoled  by  as- 
sumed iunorance." 

"  My  lords,"  said  I,  "all  this  rebuke  is 
a  riddle  to  tne.  You  asked  me  to  tell  you 
a  story,  and  if  it  be"  not  a  very  connected 
and  consistent  one,  the  fault  is  not  mine." 

''Let  him  stand  committed  for  con- 
tempt," said  the  ])resident.  "  The  Petits 
Carmes  may  teach  him  decorum," 

Now,  Tom,  the  Petits  Carmes  is  New- 
gate, no  less  !  and  you  may  imagine  my 
feelings  at  this  announcement,  particularly 
as  I  saw  tlie  clerk  busily  taking  down, 
from  dictation,  a  little  history  of  my  of- 
fence and  its  penalty.  I  turned  to  look 
for  Van  in  my  sore  distress,  and  there  he 
was,  searching  the  volumes,  briefs,  and 
records,  to  find,  as  he  afterward  said, 
"some  clue  to  wliat  I  had  been  saying." 

'*By  Heaven!"  cried  I,  losing  all  pa- 
tience, "this  is  too  bad.  You  urge  me 
into  a  long  account  of  what  1  know  noth- 
ing, and  then  to  rescue  your  own  ignor- 
ance, you  declare  tne  impertinent.  There 
is  not  a  lawyer's  clerk  in  Ireland — there  is 
no  pettifogging  i)ractitioncr  for  half-crown 
fees — there's  not  a  brat  that  carries  a  blue 
bag  down  the  Buchelor's  Walk,  couldn't 
teach  you  all  three.  You  go  through  some 
of  the  forms,  but  you  know  nothing  of  the 
facts  of  justice.  You  sit  up  there,  like 
three  stucco-men  in  mourning — a  perfect 
mockery  of — " 

I  was  not  suffered  to  finish,  Tom,  for, 
at  a  signal  from  the  president,  two  gen- 
darmes seized  me  on  either  side,  and  not- 
withstanding some  demonstrations  of  re- 
sistance, led  me  off  to  i)rison.  Ay,  I  must 
write  the  word  again — to  prison  !  Kenny 
I.  Dodd,  of  Dodsborough,  justice  of  the 
])eace,  and  chairman  of  the  I'nion  of 
Bruff,  committed  to  jail  like  a  common 
felon  ! 

I'm  sorry  I  suffered  my  feelings  to  get 
the  better — perhaps  I  ought  to  say  the 
worse — of  me.  Now  that  it's  all  over,  it 
were  better  that  I  had  not  knocked  down 
the  turnkey,  and  kicked  Vanhoegen  out 
of  my  cell.  It  would  have  been  more  dis- 
creet, and  more  decorous,  to  have  sub- 
mitted patiently.  I  know  it's  Avhat  yon 
would  have  done,  Tom,  and  trusted  to 
your  action  for  damages  to  indemnify  you  ; 
but  I'm  hasty,  that's  the  fact;  and' if  I 
wanted  to  deny  it,  the  state  of  the  jailor's 


nose,  and  my  own  sprained  thumb,  would 
give  evidence  against  me.  But  are  there 
no  allowances  to  be  made  for  the  provoca- 
tion ?  Perhaps  not  for  a  sim])le  assault ; 
but  if  I  had  killed  the  turnkey,  I'm  cer- 
tain the  jury  would  discover  tlie  "circum- 
stances attenuantes. " 

Partly  out  of  respect  to  my  own  feel- 
ings, partly  out  of  regard  to  yours,  I  have 
not  put  the  Avords  "I'etits  Carmes  "at  the 
top  of  this  letter  ;  but  truth  will  out,  Tom, 
and  the  real  fact  is,  that  I  date  the  present 
from  cell  No.  (Jo,  in  the  common  prison  of 
Brussels  !  Is  not  that  a  pretty  confession  ? 
Is  not  that  a  new  episode  in  this  Iliad  of 
enjoyment,  cultivation,  and  Heaven  knows 
what  besides,  that  Mrs.  D.  projected  by 
our  tour  on  the  continent  ?  But  I  swear 
to  you,  solemnly,  as  I  write  this,  that  if  I 
Ivve  to  get  back,  I'll  expose  the  whole  sys- 
tem of  foreign  travel.  I  don't  think  I 
could  write  n  book,  and  it's  hard  now-a- 
daA'S  to  find  a  chap  to  put  down  one's  own 
sentiments  fairly  and  honestly,  neither 
overlaying  them  with  bits  of  poetry,  nor 
explaining  them  away  by  any  garbage  of 
his  own  ;  so  that,  maybe,  I'll  not  be  able 
to  come  out  hot-pressed  and  lettered  ;  but 
if  the  worst  comes  to  it,  I'll  go  about  the 
country  giving  lectures.  I'll  hire  an  organ- 
man  to  play  at  intervals,  and  I'll  adver- 
tise, "Kenny  Dodd  on  Men  and  Planners 
Abroad — Evenings  with  Frenchmen  and 
Nights  with  Distinguished  Belgians."  I'll 
show  up  their  cookery,  their  morals,  their 
modesty,  their  sense  of  truth,  and  their 
notions  of  justice.  xVnd  though  I  well 
know  that  I'll  expose  myself  to  the  ever- 
lasting hate' of  a  legion  of  hairdi-essers, 
dancing-masters,  and  white-mice  men,  I'll 
do  it  as  sure  as  I  live.  I  have  heard  you 
and  Peter  Belton  wax  warm  and  eloquent 
about  the  disgrace  to  our  laws  in  permit- 
ting every  kind  of  quackery  to  prevail  un- 
hindered ;  but  what  quackery  was  ever  the 
equal  to  this  taste  for  the  continent  ?  If 
people  ate  ]\forison's  ]ul!s  like  green  peas, 
they  wouldn't  do  themselves  as  much 
moral  injury  as  by  a  month  abroad  !  And 
if  I  were  called  before  a  Committee  of  the 
House  to  declare,  on  my  conscience,  what 
I  deemed  the  most  ])ernieious  reading  of 
the  day,  I'd  say — Murray's  hand-books  !  I 
give  you  this  under  my  hand  and  seal. 
That  fellow — JIurray,  I  mean — has  got  up 
a  kind  of  pictorial  Phirope  of  his  own,  with 
bits  of  antiquarianism.  historj',  poetry,  and 
architecture,  that  serves  to  convince  our 
vulgar,  vagal)onflizing  English  that  they 
are  doing  a"  refined  thing  in  coming  abroad. 
He  half  persuades  you  that  it  is  not  for 
cheap    champagne    and     red    partridges 
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they're  come,  but  to  see  tlie  catliednil  of 
Cologne  und  the  dome  of  !St.  Peter's,  till 
he  breeds  up  a  race  of  conceited,  ill- 
informed,  pratint^  coxcombs,  that  disgrace 
us  abroad  and  disgust  us  at  liome. 

I  think  I  sec  youi-  face  now,  and  I  half 
hear  you  mutter,  "Kenny's  in  one  of  his 
tits  of  passion  ;"  and  you'd  be  right,  too, 
for  I  have  ]ust  upset  my  ink-bottle  over 
the  table,  and  there's  scarcely  enough  left 
to  finish  this  scrawl,  as  I  must  reserve  a 
little  for  a  few  lines  to  Mrs.  D.  Apropos 
to  that  same,  Tom,  I  don't  know  how  to 
break  it  to  her  that  I'm  in  a  jail,  for  her 
feelings  Avill  be  terribly  shocked  at  first  ; 
not  but,  between  you  and  me,  before  a 
year's  over,  she'll  make  it  a  bitter  taunt  to 
me  whenever  we  have  a  flare-up,  and  re- 
mind me  that,  for  all  my  justiceship  of  the 
peace,  I  was  treated  like  a  common  felon 
in  Brussels  ! 

I  believe  that  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is 
to  send  for  Jellicot,  since  Vanhoegen  and 
Draek  have  sent  to  say  that  they  retire  from 
my  cause,  "  reserving  to  themselves  all  lib- 
erty of  future  action  as  regards  the  injury 
personally  sustained  ;  "  which  means,  that 
they  require  ten  pounds  for  the  kicking. 
Be  it  so  ! 

When  I  have  seen  Jellicot,  I'll  give  you 
the  result  of  the  interview,  that  is,  if  tliere 
be  any  result  ;  but  my  friend  J.  is  a  lawyer 
of  the  lawyers,  and  it  is  not  only  that 'he 
keeps  his  right  hand  on  terms  of  distance 
Avith  his  left,  but  I  don't  believe  that  the 
thumb  and  forefinger  of  the  same  side  are 
even  acquainted.  He  is  very  much  that 
stamp  of  man  your  English  protestants 
call  a  Jesuit.  God  help  them,  little  they 
know  what  a  real  Jesuit  is  ! 

It's  now  a  quarter  to  two  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  I  sit  down  to  finish  this  with  a 
heavy  heart,  and  certainly  no  inclination 
for  sleep.     I    don't  know  where  to  begin, 
or  how  to  tell  you,  what   has  happened  ; 
but  the  short  of  it  is,  Tom,  I'm  half  ruined. 
Jellicot  has  been  here  for  hours  and  gone  ■ 
over  the  whole  case  ;  he  received  the  papers  ! 
from   D.  and  V.  ;  and,  indeed,  everything  j 
considered,  he  has  done  the  thing  kindly ! 
and  feelingly.     I'm  sure  my  head -wouldn't ' 
stand  the  task  of  telling  you  all  the  circum- 
stances ;  the  matter  resolves  itself  simply 
into  this  :  The  "affaire  de  Dodd  fils,"  in- 
stead of  being  James's  duel,  as  I  thought, 
is  a  series  of  actions  against  him  for  debt, 
amounting   to   upwards   of   two  thousand 
pounds  sterling.     There  is  not  an  extrava- 
gance, from  the  ballet  to  the  betting-book, 
that    he    has    not    tasted  ;    and     saddle- 
horses,  suppers,  velvet  waistcoats,  jewelry, 
and  gimcracks,  are  at  this  moment  danc- 


'ing   an    infernal    reel    through    my    poor 
I  bi'aiu  ! 

i  He  has  contrived,  in  less  than  three 
[months,  to  condense  and  concentrate 
wickedness  enough  for  a  lifetime  ;  this  is 
teclinically  called  '*  going  fast,"  Egad,  I 
should  say  it's  a  pace  far  too  quick  to  last 
with  any  man,  much  less  with  the  son  of  a 
broken-down  Irish  gentleman  !  You  would 
^  not  believe  that  the  boy  could  know  the 
very  names  of  the  things  that  he  appears 
,  to  have  reckoned  as  mere  necessaries  of 
daily  life  ;  and  how  he  contrived  to  raise 
money  and  contract  loans — a  thing  that 
has  been  a  difficulty  to  myself  all  my  life 
long — is  clean  beyond  me  to  explain.  I'll 
get  a  copy  of  the  "claims"  and  send  it 
over  to  you,  and  I  feel  that  your  astonish- 
ment will  equal  my  own.  It  would  appear 
that  the  young  vagabond  talked  as  if  the 
Barings  were  his  next  of  kin,  and  actually 
took  delight  in  squandering  money  !  Only 
think  !  all  the  time  I  believed  he  was  hard 
at  work  at  his  French  lessons,  it  was  rat- 
thng  a  dice-box  he  was,  and  his  education 
for  the  Board  of  Trade  was  going  on  in  the 
side-scenes  of  the  opera  !  Vickers  has  been 
the  cause  of  all  this.  If  he'd  have  kept 
his  promise,  the  boy  Avouldn't  have  been 
ruined  with  rascally  companions  and 
spendthrift  associates. 

Where's  the  money  to  come  from,  Tom  ? 
Have  you  any  device  in  your  head  to  get 
us  out  of  this  scrape  ?  1  suppose  some,  at 
least,  of  the  demands  will  admit  of  abate- 
ment, and  Lazarus,  they  say,  always  takes 
a  fourth  of  his  claim.  You  can  estimate 
the  pleasant  game  of  cross-purposes  I  was 
playing  all  yesterday  with  the  court  of  cas- 
sation, and  what  a  chaotic  mass  of  rubbish 
the  field  of  Waterloo  and  the  duel  must 
have  appeared  in  an  action  for  debt !  But 
why  didn't  they  apprise  me  of  what  I  was 
there  for  ?  Why  did  they  go  on  with  their 
ridiculous  demand — "  Racontez  I'affaire  ?" 
Recount  what  ?  What  should  I  know  of 
the  nefarious  dealings  of  Shadrach,  Me- 
shach,  and  Abed-nego  ?  They  torment  me 
for  six  weeks  by  a  daily  examination,  till 
it  would  be  nothing  singular  if  I  became 
monomaniac,  and  could  discuss  no  other 
theme  than  a  duel  and  a  gun-shot  wound, 
and  then,  without  the  slightest  suggestion 
of  a  change,  they  launch  me  into  a  thing 
like  a  court  of  bankruptcy  ! 

It  appears  that  I  have  been  committed 
for  three  days  for  my  "  contempt,''  and  be- 
fore that  time  elapses,  thci'e  is  no  resource 
in  Belgian  law  to  compel  them  to  bring np 
the  body  of  Kenny  Dodd  ;  so  that  here  I 
must  stay,  "cheAving,"  as  the  poet  says, 
"  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancy."     2^ot 
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that  I  liavc  not  a  great  deal  of  business  to 
transact  in  tliis  interval,  Jellicot's  papers 
Avould  fill  a  cart  ;  besides  wliich,  I  have 
in  conteniplat  ion  a  letter  for  3Irs.  D.  that 
'vill,  I  suspect,  astonish  her.  I  mean  brief- 
ly, but  clearly,  to  place  before  her  the 
fjtate  we  arc  in,  and  her  own  share  inbring- 
ing  us  to  it.  ril  let  her  feel  that  her  own 
extravagance  has  given  the  key-note  to  the 
family,  and  that  she  alone  is  to  blame 
for  this  calamity.  Among  the  many  fine 
things  promised  me  for  coming  abroad,  she 
forgot  to  say  that  I  was  to  be  like  Silvio 
Pellico  ;  but  /'ll  not  forget  it,  Tom  ! 

Tiion,  I  have  an  e|)istle  special  for  James, 
lie  shall  feel  that  he  has  a  share  in  the 
general  ruin  ;  for  I  will  wri"te  to  Vickers, 
and  ask  for  a  commission  for  him  in  a 
black  regiment,  or  an  appointment  in  the 
Cape  ^Mounted  Rifles — what  old  Burrowes 
used  to  call  the  blessed  army  of  martyrs.  I 
don't  care  a  jot  where  he  goes  !  But  he'll 
find  it  hard  to  give  suppers  at  four  pound 
a  head  in  the  Gamljia,  and  ballet-dancers 
will  scarcely  be  costly  acquaintances  on  the 
banks  of  the  Niger  !  And  lastly,  I  mean 
to  threaten  a  return  to  Ireland!  "Only 
threaten,"  you  say,  'Mvhy  not  do  it  in  ear- 
nest ? "  As  I  told  you  before,  I'm  not 
equal  to  it  !  I've  pluck  for  anything  that 
can  be  done  by  one  effort,  but  I  have  not 
strength  for  a  jirolongcd  conflict.  I  could 
better  jump  oil"  the  Tarpeian  rock,  than  I 
could  descend  a  rugged  mountain.  Mrs. 
D.  knows  this  so  Avell,  that,  whenever  I 
show  fight,  she  lays  down  her  parallels  so 
quietly,  and  prepares  for  a  siege  with  such 
deliberation,  tliat  I  always  surrender  before 
she  brings  up  her  heavy  guns.  Don't  })rate 
to  me  of  pusillanimity  and  cowardice  !  No- 
body is  brave  with  his  wife.  From  the 
Queen  of  Shcba  down  to  the  Ducliess  of 
Marlborough,  ay,  and  to  our  own  days,  if 
I  liked  to  quote  instances,  history  teaches 
the  same  lesson.  What  chance  have  you 
with  one  that  has  been  studying  every  weak 
point,  and  every  frailty  of  your  disposition 
for,  maybe,  twenty  years  ?  Why,  you 
might  as  well  box  with  your  doctor,  who. 
knows  where  to  plant  the  blow  that  will  be 
the  death  of  you. 

I  have  another  "dodge,"  too,  Tom — 
don't  object  to  the  phrase,  for  it's  quite 
Parliamentary  ;  see  Bernal  Osborne,  j'^"^- 
sim.  ril  tell  Mrs.  I),  that  TU  put  an  ad- 
vertisement in  U((U<j)iani,  cautioning  the 
public  against  giving  credit  to  her,  or  her 
son,  or  her  daughters  ;  that  the  Dodd 
family  is  come  abroad  esi)ecially  for  econ- 
omy, and  has  neither  pretension  to  afflu- 
ence, nor  any  claim  to  be  thought  rich. 
If  that  won't  frighten  her  my  name  is  not 


Kenny  !  The  fact  is,  Tom,  I  intend  to 
pursue  a  very  brave  line  of  action  for  the 
three  days  I'm  "  in,"  since  she  cannot  liave 
access  to  me  without  my  own  retiuest. 
You  understand  me. 

I  cannot  bring  my  mind  to- answer  your 
questions  about  Dodsborough  ;  my  poor 
head  is  too  full  of  its  own  troubles. 
They've  just  brought  me  my  bieakfast — 
prison  fare — for  in  my  indignation  I  have 
I'cfnsed  all  other.  Little  I  used  to  think, 
while  tasting  the  jail  diet  at  home,  as  one 
of  the  Visitors,  that  I'd  ever  1k)  reduced  to 
eating  it  on  less  exi^erimcntal  gi-ounds  I 

I  must  reserve  all  my  directions  about 
home  a'lfaii's  for  my  next  ;  but  bestir  your- 
self to  ]-aise  this  money  for  us.  Without 
some  sort  of  a  com})romise  we  cannot  leave 
this;  and  I  am  as  anxious  to  "evacuate 
Flanders  "  as  ever  was  Uncle  Toby  !  Cap- 
tain Morris  told  me,  the  other  day,  of  a 
little  town  in  Germany  where  there  are  no 
English,  and  Avhere  everything  can  be  had 
for  a  song.  The  cheapness  and  the  isola- 
tion would  both  be  advisable  just  now. 
I'll  get  the  name  of  it  before  I  write  next. 

By  the  way,  Morris  is  a  better  fellow 
than  I  used  to  think  him  :  a  little  piiggish 
or  so,  but  good-hearted  at  bottom,  and 
honest  as  the  sun.  I  think  he  has  an  eye 
on  ]\Iary  Anne.  Not  that  at  present  he'd 
have  mu«;h  chance  in  that  quarter.  These 
foreign  counts  and  barons  give  a  false  glit- 
ter to  society  that  throws  into  the  shade 
all  untitled  gentility  ;  and  your  mere  coun- 
try gentleman  beside  them  is  like  your 
mother's  old  silver  teapot  on  a  table  with  a 
show  specimen  of  Elkington'snew  galvanic 
plate.  Not  but  if  you  wanted  to  raise  a 
trifle  of  money  on  either  the  choice  would 
be  very  difficult. 

I'll  keep  anything  more  for  another  let- 
ter, and  now  sign  myself 

Your  old  and  attached  friend, 

Kexxy   1.    DODI). 
Petits  Cannes,  Brussels,  Tuesday  31orning. 


LETTER  XIL 

MRS.    DODD    TO    MISTRESS  "  M.\RV    OALLAOnEH,    DODS- 
BOROllill. 

De.vr  Molly. — 'J'he  blessed  saints  only 
can  tell  what  sufferings  I  have  gone  through 
the  last  two  days,  and  it's  more  tlian  I'm 
equal  to,  to  say  how  it  happened  !  The 
whole  family  has  been  turned  topsy  and 
turvy.  and  there's  not  one  of  us  isn't  up- 
side down;  and  for  one  like  me,  that  loves 
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to  live  in  })cace  luid   enmity  with  ;ill  nuiii- 
kiiul,  this  is  a  sore  triiil  I 

Many's  the  time  you  heard  me  remark, 
that  if  it  wasn't  for  K.  I.'s  temper  and 
tlio  violence  of  his  passion,  that  we'd  be 
rich  and  well  off  this  day.  Time,  they  say, 
cures  many  an  evil  ;  but  I'll  tell  you  one, 
Molly,  that  it  never  improves,  and  that  is, 
a  man's  willful  nature  ;  on  the  contrary, 
tliey  only  get  more  stubborn  and  cross- 
grained,  "and  I  often  think  to  myself,  what 
a  blessed  time  one  of  the.  young  creatures 
must  have  had  of  it,  married  to  some  i)a- 
triarch  in  the  Old  Testament  ;  and  then  I 
reflect  on  my  own  condition — not  that 
Kenny  Dodd  is  like  anything  in  the  Bible  ! 
And  noM'  to  tell  you,  if  Fm  able,  some  of 
my  distresses. 

'You  have  heard  about  poor  dear  James, 
and  how  he  was  shot,  but  you  don't  know 
tiiat  these  last  six  Aveeks  he  has  never  been 
off  his  back,  with  three  doctors,  and  some- 
limes  five-and-tliirty  leeches  on  him  ;  and 
what  Avith  the  torturing  him  with  new- 
fashioned  instruments,  and  continued  "  re- 
])letion,"  as  they  call  it — if  it  hadn't  been 
for  strong  wine-gruel  that  I  gave  him,  at 
times,  "unknownst " — my  sure  belief  is 
t  hat  he  wouldn't  have  been  spared  to  us. 
This  has  been  a  terrible  blow,  Molly  ;  but 
the  ways  of  Providence  is  unscrupulous, 
and  we  must  submit.  • 

Here  it  is,  then.  James,  like  every  boy, 
spent  a  little  more  money  than  he  had,  and 
knowing  well  his  father's  temper  he  went 
to  the  Jews  to  help  him.  They  smarted 
the  poor,  dear  child,  who,  in  his  innocent 
lieart,  knew  nothing  of  the  world  and  its 
wicked  ways.  'J'hey  made  him  take  all 
kinds  of  things  instead  of  cash — Dutch 
tiles,  paving-stones,  an  altar-})iece,  and  a 
set  of  surveying  tools,  amongst  the  rest, 
and  these  he  had  to  sell  again  to  raise  a 
trilleofcash.  Some  of  them  he  disposed 
of  mighty  Avell — particularly  the  altar- 
piece — but  on  others  he  lost  a  good  deal, 
and,  at  the  end  Avas  a  heaAy  balance  in 
debt.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  the  duel,  how- 
CA'er,  he  says  he'd  have  no  trouble  at  all  in 
'•  carrying  on" — that's  his  own  Avord,  and 
I  suppose  alludes  to  the  business.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  his  Avound  Avas  his  ruin.  No- 
body knew  hoAV  to  manage  his  affairs  but 
himself.  It  Avas  the  very  same  Avay  Avith 
my  grandfather,  Maurice  Lynch  M'Carthy, 
for  when  he  died  there  Avasn't  a  soul  left 
could  make  anything  of  his  pai)ers.  There 
was  large  sums  in  them — thousands  and 
thousands  of  pounds  mentioned — butAvhere 
they  Avere,  and  Avhat's  become  of  them,  Ave 
never  discovered. 

And    so    wdth   James.     There   he   Avas, 


stretched  on  his  bed,  wliile  villains  and 
schemers  Avcre  Avoj-king  his  ruin  !  The 
business  came  into,  the  courts  here,  Avhich, 
from  all  I  can  learn,  Moll}^  are  not  a  bit 
better  than  at  home  Avith  ourselves.  In- 
deed, I  believe,  Avherever  one  goes,  lawyers 
is  just  the  same  for  roguery  and  rampacity. 
To  be  sure,  it's  comfort  to  think  tliat  you 
can  have  another,  to  the  full  as  bad  as  the 
one  against  you  ;  and  if  there  is  any  abuse 
or  bad  language  going,  you  can  give  it  as 
hot  as  you  get  it  ;  that's  equal  justice, 
Molly,  aitd  one  of  the  proudest  boasts  of 
the  British  Constitution  !  And  you'd  sup- 
pose that  K.  I.,  sitting  on  the  bench  for 
nigh  four-and-twenty  years,  would  know 
that  as  Avell  as  anybody.  Yet  Avhat  does 
he  do  ? — you'll  not  believe  me  Avhen  I  tell 
you  !  Instead  of  paying  one  of  these 
creatures  to  go  in  and  torment  the  others 
— to  pick  holes  in  all  he  said,  and  get  fel- 
lows to  swear  against  them — he  must  stand 
out,  forsooth,  and  be  his  own  lawyer ! 
And  a  blessed  business  he  made  of  it  !  A 
reasonable  man  would  explain  to  the  judges 
how  it  all  Avas — that  James  was  a  child — 
that  it  Avas  the  other  day  only  he  Avas  fly- 
ing a  kite  on  the  laAvn  at  home — that  he 
knew  as  much  about  Avickedness  as  K.  I. 
did  of  Paradise — that  the  villains  that  led 
him  on  ought  to  be  publicly  whijjped  ! 
Faith,  I  can  fancy,  Molly,  it  Avas  a  beauti- 
ful field  for  any  man  to  dis])lay  every  com- 
motion of  the  heart ; — but  Avhatdoes  he  do  ? 
He  gets  up  on  his  legs— I  didn't  see,  but 
I'm  told  it — he  gets  up  on  his  legs,  and 
begins  to  ballyrag  and  blackguard  all  the 
courts  of  justice,  and  the  judges,  and  the 
attorneys,  down  to  the  criers — he  spares 
nobody  !  There  is  nothing  too  dreadful 
for  him  to  say,  and  no  Avords  too  bad  to 
express  it  m  ;  till,  their  patience  being  all 
run  out,  they  stop  him  at  last,  and  give 
orders  to  have  him  taken  from  the  spot, 
and  thrown  into  a  dungeon  of  the  town 
jail — a  terrible  old  place.  Molly,  that  goes 
by  the  name  of  the  ^'  Petit  Caremc  !"  and 
where  they  say  the  diet  is  only  a  thin  sheet 
of  paper  above  starving. 

And  there  he  is  noAV,  Molly  ;  and  you 
may  i)icture  to  yourself,  as  the  poet  says, 
''  Avhat  frame  he's  in  ! "  The  ncAvs  reached 
me  Avhen  Ave  Avere  going  to  the  play.  I 
Avas  under  the  hands  of  the  hairdresser, 
and  I  gave  such  a  screech  that  he  jumped 
back,  and  burned  himself  over  the  mouth 
with  the  curling-irons.  Even  that  Avas  a 
relief  to  me,  Molly,  for  Mary  Anne  and 
myself  laughed  till  we  cried  again  ! 

I  was  for  keeping  the  thing  all  snug  and 
to  ourselves  about  K.  I.  ;  but  j\rary  Anno 
said  we  should  consult  Lord  Georo-e,  that 
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was  tlien  in  the  house,  and  goiiiir  witli  us 
to  the  thciitcr.  'I'hey  are  a  wondei'ful 
people,  tlie  great  Euj^lish  aristocracy  ;  and 
if  it's  anything  more  than  another  dis- 
tinguishes them,  'tis  tlie  indifference  to 
every  kind  and  description  of  misfortune. 
I  say  this,  because,  tlic  moment  Lord 
George  lieard  tlie  story,  he  lay  down  on 
the  sofa  and  laughed,  and  roared,  till  I 
thought  he'd  sjilit  his  sides.  His  only  re- 
gret was  that  lie  hadn't  been  there,  in  the 
courts,  to  see  it  all.  As  for  James's  share 
of  tlie  trouble,  he  said  it  "didn't  signify 
a  rush  !" 

He  made  the  same  remark  I  did  mvself 
— that  James  Avas  the  same  as  an  infant, 
and  could,  consef|uently,  know  nothing  of 
the  world  and  its  pompous  vanities. 

*'  I'll  tell  you  how  to  manage  it  all,"  said 
he,  '"and  how  you'll  not  only  escape  all 
gossip,  but  actually  refute  even  the  slight- 
est scandal  that  may  get  abroad.  Say, 
first  of  all,  that  ^Ir.  Dodd  is  gone  over  to 
England — we'll  put  it  in  the  Galifjuani — to 
attend  his  parliamentary  duties.  The  Bel- 
gian papers  Avill  copy  it  at  once.  This 
being  done,  issue  invitations  for  an  even- 
ing at  home,  '  tea  and  dance  ' — that's  the 
way  to  do  it.  Say  that  the  governor  hates 
a  ball,  and  that  you  are  just  taking  the 
occasion  of  his  absence  to  see  your  friends 
without  disturbing  hi)n.  The  people  that 
will  come  to  you  won't  be  too  critical  about 
the  facts.  Believe  me,  the  gay  com]iany 
will  be  the  very  last  to  inquire  where  is  the 
head  of  the  house.  I'll  take  care  that 
you'll  have  everybod}^  Avorth  having  in 
Brussels,  and  wirh  Latour's  band,  and  the 
sup]>er  by  Dubos,  J~d  like  to  see  who'll 
liavc  as2)arc  thought  for  Mr.  Dodd  the  ab- 1 
sent."  "  I 

I  own  to  you,  IM^olly,  the  counsel  shocked  } 
my  feelings  at  first,  and  I  asked  my  heart,  j 
"  What  will  the  world  say,  if  it  ever  comes 
out  that  we  had  our  house  full  of  com-  j 
pany,  and  the  height  of  gayety  going  on, 
when  the  head  of  the  family  was,  maybe, 
in  chains  in  a  dungeon?"  "Don't  you 
l)erceive,"  says  Lord  G.,  "that  what  I'm 
advising  will  just  prevent  the  possibility  of 
all  that  ? — that  you  are  actually  rescuing 
your  family,  by  a  masterstroke,  from  the 
evil  consequences  of  ]\Ir.  D.'s  rashness  ? 
As  to  the  boldness  of  the  policy,"  added 
he,  "that  is  the  only  merit  it  possesses." 
And  then  he  said  something  about  the 
firing  at  St.  Sebastian  above  somebody's 
head,  that  I  didn't  quite  rightly  under- 
stand. The  upshot  was,  I^Iolly,  I  was  con- 
vinced, not,  you  may  be  sure,  that  I  felt 
any  pleasure  or  gratification  in  the  pros- 
pect of  a  ball  under  such  trying  circum- 
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stances,  but  just  as  Lord  G.  said,  I  felt  I 
was  "rescuing  the  family." 

When  Ave  came  home  from  the  play — for 
we  went  with  heavy  heaits,  I  assure  you, 
though  we  afterward  laughed  a  great  deal 
— we  set  about  Avriting  tlie  invitations  for 
"  Our  Evening  ;  "  and  although  James  and 
Maiy  Anne  assisted  Lend  G.,  it  was  nigh 
dayljreak  Avhcn  we  Avei-e  done.  You'll  ask. 
where  was  Caroline  ?  And  you  might  well 
ask  ;  but,  as  long  as  I  live  I'll  never  forget 
her  unnatui'al  conduct  !  It  isn't  that  she 
oppo.sed  everything  about  the  ball,  but  she 
I  had  the  impudence  to  say  to  my  face, 
"that  hitherto  Ave  had  been  only  ridicu- 
lous, but  tliat  this  act-  Avould  be  one  of 
downright  shame  and  disgrace,''  Her  lan- 
guage to  Lord  George  was  even  avoisc,  for 
she  told  him  that  his  "  counsel  Avas  a  verv 
sorry  requital  for  the  geneious  hospitality 
I  her  father  had  ahvays  extended  to  him." 
Where  the  hussey  got  the  Avord?  so  glibly, 
I  can't  imagine  ;  but  she,  that  rarely  speaks 
at  all,  talked  away  with  the  fluency  of  a 
laAvyer.  As  to  helping  us  to  address  the 
notes,  she  vowed  she'd  rather  cut  her  fin- 
gers off  ;  and  what  made  this  Avorse  Avas, 
that  she's  the  only  one  of  them  knows  the 
genders  in  French,  and  Avhether  a  soiree  is 
a  man  or  a  Avoman  I 

You  may  imagine  the  trouble  of  the 
next  dav  ;  for,  in  order  to  have  the  ball 
come  off  before  K.  L  Avas  out,  avc  were  only 
able  to  give  two  days'  notice.  Little  the 
people  that  come  to  your  house  to  dance 
or  sup  know^  or  think  Avhat  a  deal  of  trouble 
— not  to  say  more — it  costs  to  give  a  ball. 
Loid  George  tells  me,  that  even  the  Queen 
herself  always  gives  it  in  another  house,  so 
she's  not  put  out  of  her  way  with  the  pre- 
pai'ations — and,  to  be  sure,  Avhat  is  more 
natural  ? — and  that  she  Avouldu't  like  to 
l)e  exposed  to  the  turmoil  of  taking  doAvn 
beds,  hanging  Tusters,  fixing  sconces,  rais- 
ing a  platform  for  the  music,  and  settling 
tables  fur  the  supper.  I'm  sure  and  cer- 
tain, if  she  only  knew  Avhat  it  was  to  pass 
such  a  day  as  yesterday  was  Avith  me,  she'd 
never  have  a  larger  ])arty  llian  that  lord 
that's  always  in  Avaiting,  and  the  ladies 
of  the  bedroofn  !  As  for  regular  meals, 
Molly,  Ave  have  none.  There  Avas  a  ham 
and  cold  chickens  in  the  loljby,  and  a  veal 
pie  and  some  sherry  dii  the  back  stairs  ; 
and  that's  the  Avay  Ave  breakfasted,  dined, 
and  supped.  To  be  sure,  Ave  laughed  heart- 
ily all  the  time,  and  1  never  saw  Mary 
Anne  in  sucli  si)irits.  Lord  George  Avas 
greatly  struck  Avith  her — I  saw  it  by  his 
manner — and  I  Avouldn't  be  a  bit  surprised 
if  something  came  of  it  yetl 

I  have  little  time  to  sav  more  iioav,  for 
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I'm  called  down  to  sec  tlic  flower-pots  and 
oratige-trees  that's  to  line  the  hall  and  the 
stairs  ;  bnt  I'll  try  and.  finish  this  by  post 
hour. 

As  I  see  that  this  cannot  be  dispatched 
to-day,  I'll  keep  it  over,  to  give  you  a"  full 
and  true"  account  of  the  ball,  whicli  Lord 
George  assures  me  will  be  the  greatest  fete 
Brussels  has  seen  this  winter  ;  and,  indeed, 
if  I  am  to  judge  from  the  preparations,  I 
can  well  believe  him  !  There  are  seven 
men  cooks  in  the  kitchen  making  paste 
and  drinking  sherry  \n  a  way  that's  quite 
incredible,  not  to  speak  of  an  elderly  man 
in  my  own  room  that's  doing  the  iM'Carthy 
arms  in  spun-sugar  for  a  tem})le,  that  is 
to  represent  Dodsborough  in  the  middle 
of  the  table,  with  K.  I.  on  the  top  of  it, 
holding  a  flag,  and  crying  out  something 
in  French  that  means  welcome  to  the  com- 
pany. Poor  K.  I.,  'tis  something  else  he's 
thinking  of  all  the  time  ! 

1'hen,  the  whole  stairs  and  the  landing 
is  all  one  bower  of  camellias,  and  roses, 
and  lilies  of  the  valley,  brought  all  the 
way  froni  Holland  for  another  ball,  but,  by 
Lord  George's  ingenuity,  obtained  by  ns. 
As  for  ice,  Molly,  you'd  think  my  dressing- 
room  was  a  panoi'ama  of  the  North  Pole  ; 
and  there's  every  beast  of  that  region  done 
in  strawberries  or  lemon,  with  native  crea- 
tures, the  color  of  life,  in  coffee  or  choco- 
late. The  music  will  be  tlie  great  German 
Brass  Band,  fifty-eight  performers,  and  two 
blacks  with  cymbals.  They're  practicing 
now,  and  the  noise  is  dreadful  !  Carts  are 
coming  in  every  moment  with  various  kinds 
of  eatables,  for  I  must  tell  you,  Molly,  they 
don't  do  things  here  the  way  we  used  at  Dods- 
borougli.  Plenty  of  cold  roast  chickens, 
tongues,  and  sliced  ham,  apple-pies,  tarts, 
jelly,  and  Spanish  flummery,  with  Xaples 
biscuits  and  a  plum-cake,  is  a  fine  supper 
in  Ireland  ;  and  if  you  begin  Avith  sherry, 
you  can  always  finish  with  punch  ;  but 
here,  there's  nothing  that  ever  was  eaten 
they  won't  have.  Ice  when  they're  hot, 
soup  when  they're  chilly,  oyster  patties 
and  champagne  continually  during  the 
dancing,  and  every  delicacy  under  the  sun 
afterward  on  the  supper-table. 

There's  nothing  distresses  me  in  it  all 
but  the  polka,  Molly.  I  can't  learn  it.  I  al- 
Avays  slide  when  I  ought  to  hop,  and  where 
there's  a  hop,  I  duck  down  in  spite  of  me  ! 
And  whether  it's  the  native  purity  of  an 
Irish  woman,  or  that  I  never  was  reared  to. 
it,  I  can't  say,  but  the  motion  of  a  man's  arm 
round  me  keeps  me  in  a  flutter,  and  I'm 
always  looking  about  to  see  how  K.  I.  bears 
it.  I  suppose,  however,  I'll  get  through  it 
well  enough,  for  Lord  George  is  to  be  my 


partner,  and  as  I  know  K.  I's  '-'safe,"  my 
mirul  is  more  easy. 

Perhaps,  it's  the  shortness  of  the  invi- 
tation, but  there's  a  great  many  apologies 
coming  in.  The  English  ambassador  won't 
come.  Lord  G.  says  it's  all  the  better,  for 
the  Tories  are  going  out,  and  it  will  be  a 
great  service  to  K.  I.  with  the  Whigs  if  it's 
thought  he  didn't  invite  him  !  This  may 
be  true,  but  it's  no  reason  in  life  for  the 
Austrian,  the  French,  the  Prussian,  and 
the  Si)anish  ministers  sending  excuses. 
Lord  George,  however,  thinks  it's  the  ter- 
rible state  of  the  continent  explains  it  all, 
and  the  despotic  powers  are  so  angry  with 
Lord  Dudley  Stuart  and  Roebuck,  that 
they  like  to  insult  the  English  !  If  it  be 
so,  they  haven't  common  sense.  Kenny 
James  has  taken  a  turn  with  all  their  par- 
ties, and  much  good  it  has  done  him  ! 

Lord  G.  and  Mary  Anne  are  in  high 
spirits,  notwithstanding  these  disappoint- 
ments, for  "  the  Margravine"  is  coming — 
at  least  so  he  tells  me  ;  but  Avhether  the 
Margravine  be  a  man  or  a  Avoman,  Molly, 
or  only  something  to  cat,  I  don't  rightly 
know,  and  I'm  ashamed  to  ask. 

I  have  just  been  greatly  provoked  by  a 
visit  from  Captain  Morris,  Avho  called  tAvice 
this  morning,  and  at  last  insisted  on  see- 
ing me.  He  came  to  entreat  me,  he  says, 
''  if  not  to  abandon,  at  least  to  put  off, 
our  ball  till  Mr.  Dodd's  return."  I  tried  to 
broAvbeat  him,  Moll}',  for  his  impertinent 
interference,  but  it  Avouldn't  do  ;  and  he 
showed  me  that  he  kncAV  perfectly  Avell 
Avhere  K.  I.  Avas — a  piece  of  information 
that,  of  course,  he  obtained  from  Caroline. 
Oh,  Molly  dear,  Avhen  one's  OAvn  flesh  and 
blood  turns  against  them- — Avhen  children 
forget  all  the  lessons  you've  been  teaching 
them  from  infancy — it's  a  sore,  sore  trial  : 
Xot  but  I  have  reason  to  be  thankful. 
Mary  Anne  and  James  are  like  part  of  my- 
self ;  nothing  mean  or  little-minded  about 
them,  but  fine,  generous,  confiding  crea- 
tures— happy  for  to-day,  hopeful  for  to- 
morroAV  ! 

When  I  mentioned  to  Lord  G.  Avhat 
Morris  came  about, 'he  only  laughed,  and 
said,  "It  Avas  a  clever  dodge  of  the  half- 
pay — he  Avanted  an  invitation  ;"  and  I  see 
now  that  such  must  have  been  his  object. 
The  more  one  sees  of  mankind,  the  great- 
er ap])ears  their  meanness  ;  and  in  my 
heart  I  feel  howunsuitcd  guileless,  simple- 
hearted  creatures  like  myself  are  to  com- 
bat against  the  stratagems  and  ambus- 
cades of  this  Avicked  world.  Not  that 
little  Morris  Avill  gain  much  by  his  morn- 
ing's Avork,  for  IMary  Anne  says  that  Lord 
Georcre  will  neA'er  suffer  him  to  get  on  full 
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pay  as  lon^  as  ho  lives.  '"'  A  friend  in 
need,  is  a  friend  indeed,"  Molly,  more  par- 
ticularly when  he  is  a  lord. 

The  Margravine  is  a  princess,  Molly. 
I've  just  found  it  out ;  for  James  is  to  re- 
ceive her  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  Mary 
Anne  and  myself  on  the  lobby.  Lord  G. 
says  she  must  have  whist  at  half-" nap." 
points,  and  always  jilay  with  her  own 
''gentleman-in-waiting."  She  never  goes 
out  on  any  other  conditions.  I5ut  he 
says,  "  She's  cheap  even  at  that  price,  for 
an  occasion  like  the  present;"  and  maybe 
lie's  right. 

Xo  more  now  for  my  gown  is  come  to  be 

tried  on. 

******* 

*         *         *         *         *         *         * 

Dear  Molly,  I'll  try  and  finish  this,  since, 
maybe,  it's  tlic  last  lines  you'll  ever  receive 
from  your  attached  friend.  Three  days 
have  elapsed  since  I  ])ut  my  hand  to  pa- 
l)er,  and  three  such  days  I'll  be  bound 
no  human  creature  ever  passed.  Out  of 
one  fit  of  hysterics  into  another,  and 
taking  the  strongest  stimulants,  with  no 
more  effect  than  if  they  were  water  !  ]My 
screeches,  I  am  told,  were  dreadful,  and 
there's  scarcely  one  of  the  family  can't 
show  the  mark  of  my  nails  ;  and  this  is 
"what  K.  I.  has  brought  me  to.  You  know 
v.'ell  what  I  used  to  suffer  from  him  at 
Dodsborough,  and  the  terrible  scenes  Ave 
always  had  when  the  Christmas  bills  came 
in  ;  but  it's  all  nothing,  ]\[olly,  to  Avhat 
has  happened  here.  But  as  my  Uncle  Joe 
said,  no  good  ever  came  out  of  a  ''moss- 
alliance." 

My  moments  are  few  so  I'll  be  brief. 
The  Ijall  was  beautiful,  Molly  ;  there  never 
was  the  like  of  it  for  elegance  and  splen- 
dor !  For  great  names,  rank,  fashion, 
beauty,  and  jewels,  it  was,  they  tell  me, 
far  beyond  tiie  court,  because  we  had  a 
great  many  people  who,  from  political  rea- 
son.s,  refuse  to  go  to  Leopold,  but  who 
liad  no  prejudices  against  your  humble 
servant;  for,  strange  enougii,  they  have 
Orangeman  here  as  well  as  in  Ireland  ! 
Princes,  dukes,  counts,  and  generals  came 
j)ouring  in,  all  shining  with  stars  and 
crosses,  blue  and  red  ribbons,  and  keys 
worked  on  their  coat-tails,  till  nearly 
twelve  o'clock.  There  were  then  nigh 
seven  hundred  souls  in  the  house,  eating, 
dancing,  drinking,  and  enjoying  them- 
selves ;  and  a  beautiful  sight  it  was  :  every- 
body hap])y,  and  thinking  only  of  ]deasure. 
Mary  Anne  looked  elegant,  and  many  re- 
mnrkcd  that  we  must  be  sisters.  Oh  dear, 
if  they  only  saw  me  now  ! 

There  Avas  a  mazurka,  that  lasted  till 


'  half  i)ast  one,  for  it's  a  dance  that  every- 
body must  take  out  each  in  turn,  and 
you  d  fancy  there  Avas  no  end  to  it,  for  in- 
deed they  never  do  seem  tired  of  cniljrac- 
ing  and  holding  each  other  round  the 
waist ;  but  Lord  George  came  to  say  that 
the  .^Largravine  had  finished  her  whist  and 
Avanted  her  supper,  so  down  Ave  must  go, 
at  once. 

James   Avas   to  take   her   sn]>reme  high- 
ness,  and  the   Priiu-e  of  Dammiseisen — a 
j  name  that  always  made  me  laugh — Avas  to 
itake?»f^;  but  he  is  a  great   man   in   Ger- 
I  many,  and  had  a  kingdom  of  his  own  till 
I  he  Avas  *' modified  "   by  Bonaparte.  Avhicli 
I  means,  as  Lord  George  says,  that  "  he  took 
'  it  out  in  money."     But  Avhy  do  I  dwell  on 
these   things  ?     DoAvn   we   Avent,  Molly — 
doAvn  the  narroAV  stairs — for   the  supper 
was  laid  out  below — and  a  terrible  crush 
it  Avas,  for,  strange   as   it  may  seem,  your 
grand   people  are  just  as  anxious  to  get 
good    places   as  any ;    and  I  saAv  a  duke 
fighiing  his  way  in,  just  like  old  Ted  Da- 
vis, at  Dodsborough  ! 

AYhen  avc  came  to  the  la.^t  flight  of  stairs 
the  crowd  -was  aA\ful,  and  the  l.ianisters 
creaked,  and  the  Avood-woi'k  groaned,  so 
that  I  thought  it  Avas  going  to  give  Avay ; 
and,  instead  of  James  moving  on  in  front, 
he  pressed  back  upon  us,  and  increased  the 
confusion,  for  Avft  were  forced  fdrAvard  by 
hundreds  behind  us. 

"  What's  the  matter,  James  ?  "  said  I. 
"  Why  don't  you  go  on  ?" 

'•  I'd  rather  be  excused,"  said  he.  "It's 
like  Donnybrook  Fair,  down  there — a  regu- 
lar shindy  !  " 

It  was  no  less,  !Molly  ;  for  although  the 
hall  Avas  filled  Avith  servants,  there  Avere 
two  men  armed  Avith  sticks,  laying  about 
j  them  like  mad,  and  fighting  their  Avay  to- 
I  Avard  the  supper-room. 
I  "Who  are  those  Avretches?"  cried  I; 
I  "  Avhy  don't  they  turn  them  out  ?  " 

The  Avords  Averen't   Avell  out.  my  dear 
,  Molly,  Avhen  the  door  gave  Avay,  and  the 
'two,    tranii)ling    doAvn    all    before    them, 
passed  into  the  room.     From  that  moment 
it  was  crash  after  ciash  !     Lamps,  lusters, 
china,  glass,  plates,  dishes,  fruit,  and  con- 
fectionery,   flying    on    all    sides.     In   less 
time  than   I'm    Avriting  it,  the   table  Avas 
cleared,  and  of  the   elegant   temple   there 
Avasn't  a  bit  standing.     I  just  got  inside 
'the   door   to   see   the    ]\l'Carthy   arms   in 
smithereens!  and  K.  I. — for  it  Avas  him! 
\ — dancing    over    them,    with    that    little 
blackguard   Paddy  Byrne  smashing  every- 
thing round  him  I     I   Avent  off  into  fits, 
]\Iolly,  aiul  never  saw  more  ;  and,,  indeed, 
I  Avisli  Avith  all  my  heart  that  I  never  came 
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to  again,  if  what  tliey  tell  mo  be  only 
true.  K.  I.,  it  seems,  no  sooner  demolished 
the  supper,  than  he  set  to  Avork  on  the 
company.  He  snatched  off  the  Margra- 
vine's wig,  and  beat  her  Avitli  it,  kicking 
Dammiseisen  and  two  other  princes  into 
the  street.  They  say,  that  many  of  the 
nobility  leaped  out  of  the  first-pair  win- 
dows, and  one  fat  old  gentleman,  a  cham- 
berlain to  the  King  of  Bavaria,  Avas  caught 
by  a  lamp-iron,  and  hung  there  for  twenty 
minutes,  with  a  mob  shouting  round  him  ! 

This  all  came  of  the  Belgians  lotting  out 
K.  I.  at  one  o'clock,  which,  according  to 
their  reckoning,  Avas  the  end  of  his  three 
days. 

I'm  getting  another  attack,  so  I  must 
conclude.  We  left  Brussels  the  next 
morning,  and  arrived  here  the  same  night. 
I  dod't  know  where  we  are  going,  and  I 
don't  care.  K.  I.  has  never  had  the  face 
to  come  near  me  since  his  infamous  con- 
duct, and  I  hope,  for  the  little  time  I  may 
be  spared  on  this  side  of  the  grave,  not  to 
see  him  again.  Mary  Anne  is  in  bed  too, 
and  nearly  as  bad  as  myself;  and  as  for 
Caroline,  t  wouldn't  let  her  into  the  room  ! 
Lord  George  took  James  away  to  his  own 
lodgings  till  K.  I.  learns  to  behave  more 
like  a  Christian  ;  but  when  that  may  be 
is  utterly  beyond 

Your  afflicted  and  disgi'aced  friend, 

Jemima  Dodd. 

Hotel  d'Angleterre,  Liege. 

*  *  *  :l5  *  *  * 

■It  *****  * 

Deal"  Molly,  I  open  this  to  say  that  I 
have  made  my  will,  for,  if  Divine  Provi- 
dence doesn't  befriend  me,  your  poor  Je- 
mima will  be  in  paradise  before  this  reaches 
you  !  I  have  left  you  my  black  satin  with 
the  bugles,  and  my  brown  bombazine, 
which,  when  it  is  dyed,  will  be  very  nice 
mourning  for  common  wear.  I  also  be- 
queath to  you  the  things  you'll  find  in  the 
oak  press  in  my  own  room,  and  ten  silver 
spoons,  and  a  fish-knife  marked  with  the 
M'Carthy  arms,  which,  not  to  be  too  par- 
ticular, I  have  put  down  in  the  Avill  as 
*' plate  and  linen."  I  leave  you,  besides, 
my  book  of  "Domestic  Cookery,"  "The 
Complete  Housewife,"  and  the  "Way  to 
Glory,"  by  St.  Francis  Xavier.  There  are 
marks  all  through  them  with  my  own  pen  ; 
and  be  particular  to  observe  the-  receipt 
for  snow-pancakes,  and  the  prayers  for  a 
"plenary"  after  Candlemas. 

It  will  be  a  comfort  to  your  feelings  to 
know  that  I  am  departing  from  this  life  in 
peace  and  charity  with  every  one.     Tell 


Mat  I  forgive  him  the  fleece  he  stole  out 
of  the  hayloft ;  and  though  he  swears  still 
hiC  never  laid  hand  on  it,  Avho  else  was 
there,  Molly  ?  You  can  give  Kitty  Hogan 
the  old  shoes  in  the  closet,  for,  though  she 
never  wears  any,  she'd  like  to  Inive  them 
for  keepsakes  !  K.  I.  cared  too  little  for 
my  peace,  here,  to  suppose  that  he  will 
think  of  my  repose  hereafter,  sc  that 
Father  John  can  take  the  yearling  calf  and 
the  two  ewes  out  in  nuisses  !  My  feelings 
is  overcoming  me,  Molly,  and  I  can't  go 
on  !  breathing  my  last,  as  I  am,  in  a  far- 
away land,  and  sinking  under  the  cruelty 
of  a  hard-hearted  man  I 

I  think  it  would  only  be  a  decent  mnrk 
of  respect  to  my  family  if  the  M'Carthy 
arms  Avas  hung  up  over  the  door,  to  show 
I  Avasn't  a  Dodd.  The  crest  is  an  angel 
sheltering  a  fox,  or  a  beast  like  a  fox, 
under  his  wing;  but  you'll  see  it  on  the 
spoons.  When  you  sell  the  piggs — maybe 
I  oughtn't  to  put  two  g's  in  them,  but  my 
head  is  wandering — i)ay  old  Judy  Cobb 
two-and-sevenpence  for  the  yarn,  and  say 
that  I  Avon't  stop  the.  ninepence  out  of 
Betty's  Avages.  Maybe,  Avhen  I'm  gone, 
they'll  begin  to  see  Avhat  they've  lost,  and 
maybe  K.  I.  Avill  feel  it  too,  Avhen  he  finds 
no  buttons  on  his  shirts,  and  the  strings 
out  of  his  Avaistcoat  ;  and,  Avhat's  far 
Vv^orse,  nobody  to  contradict  him,  and 
control  his  willful  nature  !  That's  the 
very  struggle  that's  killing  me  now  !  No- 
body knoAvs,  nor  would  believe,  the  op- 
position I've  given  him  for  tAventy  years. 
But  Jie'W  feel  it,  Molly,  and  that  before  I'm 
six  Aveeks  in  the  grave. 

I  don't  knoAV  my  age  to  a  day  or  a  month, 
but  you  can  put  me  down  at  thirty-nine, 
and  maybe  the  Blast  of  Freedom  would  say 
a  word  or  tAvo  about  my  f;imily.  I'd  like 
that  far  better  than  to  be  "deeply  regret- 
ted," or  "  to  the  inexpressible  grief  of  her 
bereaved  relations." 

I  have  made  it  a  last  request  that  my 
remains  are  to  be  sent  home,  and  as  I 
know  K.  ].  AVon't  go  to  the  expense,  he'll 
have  to  bear  all  the  disgrace  of  neglecting 
my  dying  entreaty.  That's  my  legacy  to 
him,  Molly  ;  and  if  it's  not  a  very  profit- 
able one,  the  "duty"  Avill  not  be  heavy. 

Remember  me  affectionately  to  every- 
body, and  say  that  to  the  last  my  heart 
Avas  in  my  OAvn  country ;  and  indeed, 
Molly,  I  never  did-  hear  so  much  good 
about  Ireland  as  since  Ave  left  it  ! 

I  have  just  taken  a  draught,  that  has 
restored  me  wonderfully.  It  has  a  taste  of 
curaQoa,  and  evidently  suits  my  constitu- 
tion. .  Maybe  Providence,  in  His  mercy, 
means  to  reserA'e  me  for  more  trials  and 
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misfortunes  ;  fi>r  I  feel  sLi-ongcr  already, 
and  am  goiiiu:  t<)  taste  a  bit  of  roast  duck, 
with  sage  and  oniou.s.  Betty  has  done  it 
for  me  herself. 

If  I  do  recover,  Molly,  I  promise  you  K. 
I.  won't  find  me  the  poor  submissive  worm 
he  has  been  tramjiling  u|)on  these  more 
than  twenty  years  !  1  feel  more  like  my- 
self already  ;  the  "mixture"  is  really  do- 
ing me  good. 

You  nuiy  write  to  me  to  this  place,  with 
directions  to  be  ojiened  by  Mary  Anne, 
if  Tin  no  more.  /I'lie  very  thought  of  it 
overwhelms  me.  The  idea  of  one's  own 
death  is  the  most  terrible  of  all  alflictions; 
and  as  for  me,  I  don't  think  I  could  ever 
survive  it. 

I  mean  to  send  for  K.  I.,  to  take  leave 
of  him,  and  forgive  him,  before  I  go.  I'm 
not  sure  that  I'd  do  so,  Molly,  if  it  wasn't 
for  the  op[)ortunity  of  telling  him  my  mind 
about  all  his  cruelty  to  me,  and  thati  know 
Avell  what  he's  at,  and  that  he'll  bo  mar- 
ried again  before  six  months.  That's  the 
treachery  of  men  ;  but  there's  one  comfort 
— they  are  well  paid,  off  for  it  when  they 
marry — as  they  always  do — some  3'ou ng 
minx  of  nineteen  or  twenty.  It's  exactly 
Avhat  K.  I.  is  capable  of ;  and  I  mean  to 
show  him  that  I  see  it,  and  all.  the  conse- 
quences besides. 

The  mixture  is  really  of  service  to  me, 
and  I  feel  as  if  I  could  take  a  sleep.  Mary 
Anne  will  seal  this  if  I'm  not  awake  before 
post  hour. 


LETTER   XIII. 

FKO.M  K.  I.  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF  THE 
GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

Liege,  Tuesday  Evening. 

My  Dear  To:yr, — Your  reproaches  are 
all  just,  but  I  really  have  not  had  courage 
to  wield  a  pen  these  last  three  Aveeks,  nor 
have  I  now  patiericc  to  go  back  on  the 
past.  Perhaps  when  we  meet — if  ever 
that  good  time  is  to  come  round  again — I 
may  be  aide  to  tell  you  something  of  my 
final  exit  from  Brussels  ;  but  now,  with 
the  shame  yet  fresh,  and  the  disgrace  re- 
cent, I  cannot  find  i>luck  for  it. 

Here  we  are  at  what  they  call  the  ''Pa- 
vilion,'' having  changed  from  the  Hotel 
d'Angleterre  yesterday.  You  must  know, 
Tom,  that  this  same  cily  of  Liege  is  the 
noisiest,  most  dinning, hammering,  hissing, 
clanking,  creaking,  welding,  smelting,  and 
furnace-roaring  town  in  Europe.  Some- 
thing like  a  huiulred  thousand  tinkers  are 
at  work  every  day  ;  and  from  an  egg-sauce- 


pan to  a  steam-boiler  there  is  something  to 
be  hammered  at  by  every  capacity  ! 

You  would  say  that  "tumult  like  this 
might  satisfy  the  most  craving  appetite  for 
uproar  ;  but  not  so  ;  the  Liegeois  are  reg- 
ular gluttons  for  noise,  and  they  insist 
upon  having  Verdi's  new  ojjcra  of  "  Ku- 
l)uchodono>or "  ])crformcd  at  their  Great 
Theater.  Now,  this  same  theater  is  ex- 
actly in  front  of  the  Hotel  d'Angleterre, 
so  that  when,  by  dint  of  time,  ])alience, 
and  a  partial  dullness  of  the  acoustic  nerves, 
we  were  getting  uged  to  steam  factories 
and  shot-foundries,  down  comes  Yerdi  on 
us,  with  a  din  and  clangor  to  which  even 
the  works  of  Serai ng  were  like  an  ^olian 
harp  !  Now,  of  all  the  pretenders  of  the.se 
days  of  esjiecial  humbug,  with  our  "  Long 
ranges,"  Morison's  pills,  and  Louis  Napo- 
leons, r  don't  think  you  could  show  me  a 
greater  charlatan  than  this  same  Verdi.  I 
don't  i)retend  to  know  a  bit  about  music  ; 
I  only  knew  two  tunes  all  mv  life,  ''God 
save  the  King"  and  "Patrick's  Day,"  and 
these  only  because  we  used  to  stand  up 
and  take  off  our  hats  to  them  in  the  Dub- 
lin Theater  ;  but  modulated,  soft  sounds 
have  always  had  their  effect  on  me,  and  I 
never  heard  a  coiuitry  girl  singing  as  she 
l)eetled  her  linen  beside  a  river's  bank,  or 
listened  to  the  deep  l)ay  of  an  old  fox- 
hound of  a  clear  winter's  morning,  with- 
out feeling  that  there  was  something  in- 
side of  me  somewhere  that  resjionded  to 
the  note.  But  this  fellow  is  all  marrow- 
bones and  cleavers  !  Tiumpets,  drums, 
big  fiddles,  and  bassoons  are  the  softest 
things  he  knows,  I  take  it  as  a  providen- 
tial thing  that  his  music  cracks  every  voice 
after  one  season  ;  for  before  long  there  will 
be  nobody  left  in  Europe  to  sing  him,  ex- 
cei)t  it  be  the  steam-whistle  of  an  express 
train  ! 

But  we  live  in  strange  times,  Tom, 
that's  the  fact.  The  day  was  when  our 
operas  used  to  l)e  taken  from  real  life — or 
what  authors  and  i)oets  thought  .was  real 
life.  We  had  the  "  Maid  of  the  Mill,"  and 
the  ''Duenna,"  and  '-'Love  in  a  ^'illage," 
and  a  score  more,  i)leasant  and  amusing 
enough  ;  and  exce}it  that  there  Avas  noth- 
ing wrong  or  incomi)rehensible  in  them, 
perhaps  they  might  have  stood  their 
ground.  There  was  the  great  failure, 
'Tom  ;  everybody  could  understand  them, 
and  nobody  need  be  shocked.  Now,  the 
taste  is,  puzzle  a  great  many,  and  shock 
every  one  ! 

A  grand  opera  now  mu<t  be  from  the  Old 
Testament.  Not  even  drums  and  kettle- 
drums would  save  you,  if  you  haven't 
Moses  or  Melchisedek  to  sit  down  in  white 
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ruimcnt,  and  sec  some  twenty  damsels, 
with  petticoats  about  as  long  as  a  lace 
rullle,  capering  and  attitudinizing  in  a 
way  that  ought  to  make  even  a  patriarch 
blush.  Now,  this  is  all  Avrong,  Tom.  The 
public  might  be  amused  without  profanity, 
and  even  the  most  inveterate  lover  of  danc- 
ing needn't  ask  David  and  Uriah  for  a 
pas  do.  deux.  And  now,  let  me  remark  to 
you  tiiat  a  great  deal  of  that  so-much- 
wanted  social  liberty  abroad  is  neither 
more  nor  less  than  this  same  latitude  with 
respect  to  any  and  everything.  We  at 
home  were  bred  up  to  believe  that  good 
breeding  mainly  consists  in  a  certain  re- 
serve— a  cautious  deference  not  alone  for 
the  feelings,  but  even  the  prejudices  of 
others  ;  that  you  have  no  right  to  offend 
your  neighbor's  sense  of  respect  for  fifty 
tilings  that  you  held  cheaply  yourself. 
They  reverse  all  this  here.  Everybody 
talks  to  you,  of  yourself,  ay,  and  of  your 
wife  and  your  mother,  as  frankly  as  though 
they  were  characters  of  the  heatiien  my- 
thology ;  they  treat  you  like  a  third  party 
in  these  discussions,  and  very  likely  it  was 
a  practice  of  this  kind  originally  suggested- 
the  phrase  of  being  "  beside  one's  self." 

You'll*  perhaps  remark  that  my  tone  is 
very  low  and  depressed,  Tom  ;  and  I  own 
to  you  I  feel  so.  For  a  man  that  came 
abroad  to  enjoy  himself,  I  am,  to  say  the 
least,  going  a  mighty  strange  way  about  it. 
The  most  rigid  moralist  couldn't  accuse 
me  of  any  epicurism,  for  I  seem  to  be  hus- 
banding my  continental  pleasures  with  a 
laudable  degree  of  self-denial.  Would  you 
lilce  a  peep  at  us  ?  AVell,  Mrs.  D.  is  over 
there  in  Xo.  19,  in  bed  with  fourteen 
leeches  on  her  temples,  and  a  bottle  as  big 
as  a  black  jack  of  camplior  and  sal-volatile 
beside  her  as  a  kind  of  table  beverage  ; 
Mary  Anne  and  Caroliiie  are  somewhere 
in  the  dim  recesses  of  the  same  chamber, 
silent,  if  they're  not  sobbing;  James  is 
under  lock  and  key  in  No.  17,  with  Ollen- 
dorff's Method,  and  the  Gospel  of  St.  John 
in  French  ;  and  here  am  I,  trying  to  in- 
dite a  few  lines,  with  blast  furnaces  and 
brass  instruments  baying  ai'ound  me,  and 
Paddy  Byrne  cleaning  knives  outside  the 
door  ! 

Mrs.  D.'s  attack  is  not  serious,  but  it  is 
very  distressing.  She  has  got  the  notion 
into  her  head  that  foreign  apothecaries 
have  a  general  pardon  for  poisoning,  and 
so  she  re((uires  that  some  of  us  should 
always  take  part  of  her  physic  before  she 
touches  it.  The  conserpience  is,  that  I 
have  been  going  through  a  course  of  treat- 
ment that  would  have  pushed  an  elephant 
rather   hard.      1  can  stand  some   things ' 


pretty  well  ;  but  what  they  call  refrigx 
rants,  Tom,  play  the  devil  with  me  !  and  i 
am  driven  to  brandy-and-water  to  an  g  - 
tent  that  I  can  scarcely  call  myself  quise 
sober  at  any  time  of  the  day.  Were  Ave  at 
home  in  Dodsborough,  there  would  be 
none  of  this  ;  so  that  here,  again,  is  an- 
other of  the  blessings  of  our  foreign  ex- 
periences !  Ah,  Tom  I  it's  all  a  mistake 
from  beginning  to  end.  You  wouldn't 
know  your  old  fi'iend  if  you  saw  him;' 
and  although  they've  padded  me  out,  and 
squeezed  me  in,  I'm  not  the  man  I  used  to 
be  ! 

You  tell  me  that  Fm  not  to  expect  any 
more  money  till  November  ;  but  you  for- 
got to  tell  me  how  Fm  to  live  without  It. 
XVe  compromised  with  the  Jev/s  for  fifteen 
hundred.  Our  "  extraordinaries,"  as  the 
officials  would  call  them,  amounted  to 
three  more  ;  so  that,  taking  all  things  into 
account,  Ave  have  been  living  since  April 
last  at  a  trifle  more  than  eleven  thousand  a 
year.  It's  a  mercy  that  Avhen  they  sell  a 
man  out  by  the  Encumbered  Estates  Court 
they  ask  no  impertinent  questions  about 
how  he  contracted  his  debts.  F'd  cut  a 
sorry  figure  under  such  an  examination. 

We  have  begun  the  economy,  Tom,  and 
I  hope  that  even  you  Avill  be  satisfied  ;  for 
although  this  place  is  detestable  to  me, 
here  I'll  stay,  if  my  hearing  can  stand  it, 
till  Avinter.  Maiy  Anne  says  Ave  might  as 
Avell  be  in  Birmingham,  and  my  reply  is, 
I'm  quite  ready  to  go  there  !  I  OAvn  to  you 
I. have  a  kind  of  diabolical  delight  in  see- 
ing them  all  nonplused.  There  ai'e  neither 
dukes  nor  marquises  here,  neither  prin- 
cesses ]ior  ballet  dancers  !  The  most  reck- 
less spenthrift  could  only  ruin  himself  in 
steam-boilers,  gun-barrels,  and  kitchen- 
ranges  ; — there's  nothing  softer  than  cast 
iron  in  the  Avhole  toAvn. 

Our  rooms  are  in  the  thiid  story. 
James  and  I  dine  at  the  public  table.  Our 
only  piece  of  extravagance  is  the  doctor 
that  attends  Mrs.  D.  ;  and  if  you  saAv  him, 
you'd  scarcely  give  liim  the  nnme  of  a 
luxury  !  I  needn't  say  that  there  is  A^ery 
little  pleasure  in  all  this  ;  indeed,  for  any- 
thing/see, I  think  Ave  might  be  leading 
the  same  kind  of  life  in  Kilmainham  jail ; 
and  perhaps  at  last  they'll  see  this  them- 
selves, and  consent  to  return  home. 

I  go  out  for  an  hour's  Avalk  every  day, 
but  it  does  me  little  good.  My  usual  stroll 
is  to  a  shot  fac-tory,  and  back  by  a  patent 
bolt  and  rivet  establishment  ;  but  this 
avoids  the  theater,  for  I  own  to  you  Na- 
bucco,  as  they  call  him  for  shortness, 
shouts  in  a  manner  that  makes  me  quite 
irritable. 
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James  never  loincs  his  room  ;  he's 
studying  luird  ;it  last  ;  and  altliough  his 
health  would  be  the  better  for  a  little  ex- 
ercise, I'll  just  leave  him  to  himself.  It's 
right  he  should  pay  some  penalty  for  his 
late  conducL  As  for  tiie  girls,  Mary  Anne 
is  indignant  with  me,  and  only  comes  to 
say  good  morning  and  good  night ;  and 
Gary,  though  she  trios  to  look  cheei'fnl 
and  hajj^y,  is  evylently  fretting  in  secret. 
Betty  Cobb  takes  less  trouble  to  repress 
her  feelings,  and  goes  howling  about  the 
liotel  like  a  dog  run  over  by  the  mail,  and 
is  always  getting  accomi)anied  by  strange 
and  iufpiisitive  travelers,  who  insist  upon 
hearing  her  sorrows,  and  occasionally  push 
their  inquiries  even  as  far  as  my  room  ! 

Paddy  Byrne  alone  appears  to  have  taken 
a  philosopliical  view  of  his  i)osition,  for  he 
has  been  drunk  ever  since  we  arrived.  He 
usually  sleeps  in  the  hall,  on  the  stairs,  or 
the  lobbies  ;  and  although  this  saves  the 
cost  of  a  bedroom,  the  economy  is  counter- 
balanced by  occasional  little  reprisals  he 
takes,  as  stray  gentlemen  stumble  over  him 
with  their  bedroom  candles.  At  such  mo- 
ments he  smashes  lamps  and  china  orna- 
ments, for  which  his 'wages  will  require  a 
long  sequestration  to  clear  off.  And  now 
a  word  about  home.  Our  English  tenant, 
you  tell  me,  is  getting  tired  of  Dods- 
borough  ;  we  guessed  how  it  would  be 
already.  "He  thinks  the  people  la/y  !" 
Ask  him,  did  he  ever  try  to  cut  turf,  with 
two  meals  of  wet  jiotatoes  per  diem  ? 
'•  They  are  bigoted  and  superstitious  too." 
How  much  better  would  they  be  if  they 
knew  all  about  Lord  Rosse's  telescope  ? 
"  They  won't  give  uj)  their  old  barbarous 
ways."  Isn't  that  the  very  boast  of  the 
Conservative  party  ?  Isn't  that  what  Dis- 
raeli is  preaching  every  day  and  every 
hour  ? — ■'  Fall  back  upon  this — fall  back 
ui)on  that — think  of  the  spirit  of  your 
ancestors."  Now  they  say,  our  ancestoi's 
yoked  their  horses  I)y  the  tails  to  save  a 
harness.  It's  rather  hard  that  all  the 
"  pi'ogress,"  as  they  call  it,  must  begin 
with  the  poor.  It's  a  dead  puzzle  to  me, 
Tom,  to  e.iplain  one  thing.  All  the  mor- 
alists, from  the  earliest  ages,  keep  cry- 
ing up  huujility,  and  telling  you  that  true 
nobility  ot'  soul  consists  in  self-denial  and 
moderation,  simple  tastes,  and  so  on  ;  and 
yet,  what  is  the  great  reproach  they  bring 
against  Paddy  ?  Isn't  it  that  he  is  satis- 
fied with  the  potato  ?  There's  the  head 
and  front  of  his  offense.  Tliat  he  doesn't 
want  beef,  like  the  P^nglishinan — nor  soup 
and  three  courses,  like  "  Mounseer" — nor 
sauerkraut  and  roast  veal,  like  a  German  ; 
*^cups  and  cold  water"  being  the  food  of 


a  fellow  that  could  thrash  the  whole  three 
of  them  all  round,  and  tliink  it  mighty 
good  fun  besides. 

Poor  Dan  used  to  say  that  he  was  the 
best  abused  man  in  Europe  ;  but  I'll  tell 
you  that  the  potnto  is  the  best  abused  veg- 
etable in  the  universal  globe.  From  the 
Times  down  to  the  Scotch  farmers,  it's  one 
hue-and-cry  after  it — " 'J"he  filthy  root" — 
"  The  disgusting  tuber  " — "The  source  of 
all  Irish  misery  '" — "  The  father  of  f.iniine, 
and  mother  of  fever" — on  they  go,  black- 
guarding the  only  food  of  the  ]ieople,  till 
at  last,  {IS  if  it  were  a  judgment  on  their 
bad  tongues,  it  took  to  rot  in  the  ground, 
and  left  us  with  nothing  to  eat.  Xow, 
Tom,  you  know  iis  well  as  myself,  Irelnnd 
is  not  a  wheat  country  ;  it's  one  yenr  in 
three  that  we  can  raise  a  crop  of  it  ;  for  our 
climate  is  as  treaclierous  as  the  English 
government.  I  hope  you  wouldn't  have  us 
live  on  oats,  like  the  Scotch  ;  nor  on  Indian 
corn,  like  the  savages  ;  so  what  is  there 
like  the  potato  ?  Aiul  then,  how  ea.sy  the 
cultni-e,  and  how  simple  the  cookery  I  It 
does  well  in  every  soil,  and  agrees  well 
with  every  constitution.  It  feeds  the  peas- 
ant, it  fattens  the  pig,  it  reais  the  chil- 
dren, and  supports  the  chickens.  "What  can 
compare  with  that  ? 

Do  you  know  that  there's  no  cant  of  the 
day  annoys  me  more  than  that  cry  about 
model  farming,  and  green  crops,  and  rota- 
tions, and  subsoiling,  and  so  on.  'J'he 
whole  ingenuity  of  mankind  would  seem 
devoted  to  ascertain  how  much  a  bullock 
can  cat,  and  how  little  will  feed  a  laborer. 
Stuff  one  and  starve  the  other,  and  you 
may  be  the  president  of  an  agricultural  so- 
ciety, and  chairman  of  your  union.  AVhat 
treatises  we  have  upon  stock,  and  im]irov- 
ingthe  breed  of  boars  !.  AVill  you  tell  me 
who  ever  thought  of  turning  the  same  at- 
tention to  the  condition  of  the  people  ? 
and  I'm  sure  if  Vou  go  into  the  county 
Galway,  you'll  soon  acknoAvledge  that  they 
need  it.  "  Look  at  that  lanky  pig,''  calls 
out  the  Scotch  steward,  in  derision  ;  "his 
snout  and  his  legs  are  lit  for  a  grayhound  I  " 
But  I  sav,  "Look  at  Paddy,  there.  His 
neck  is  shriveled  and  knotted,  like  an  cJd 
vine-tree  ;  his  back  rounded,  and  his  legs 
crooked  ;  all  for  Avant  of  care  and  nourish- 
ment. Is  all  your  sympathy  to  be  kejit  for 
the  sheep,  and  have  "vou  none  lor  the  shep- 
herd ?  " 

I  nnule  some  memorandums  for  you 
about  Belgian  farming,  but  Mary  Ar.ne 
curled  herliair  with  them.  It's  no  loss  to 
vou.  however,  for  their  system  wouldn't 
do  with  us.  Small  tenures'  and  spade  hus- 
bandrv  do  mightv  well  here,  because  there 
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are  great  cities  within  a  few  miles  of  each 
other,  and  agriculture  takes  somewhat  the 
character  of  market  gardening  ;  but  their 
success  would  be  far  different  were  there 
loug  distances  to  be  traversed  with  the  pro- 
duce. 

This  country  is  certainly  prosjwring  ; 
but  I'm  not  so  "certain  that  it  can  continue 
to  do  so.  Their  industry  is  now  stimulat- 
ed to  a  high  state  of  productiveness,  be- 
cause they  are  daily  extending  their  rail- 
roads ;  but  there  must  come  an  end  to 
that,  and  it  strikes  me  that  a  country  that 
only  deals  with  itself,  is  pretty  much  what 
the  adage  says  of  the  "  man  that  is  his 
own  doctor."  They  are  now,  however,- 
enjoying  what  your  political  economists  all 
agree  in  pronouncing  to  be  the  great  test 
of  prosperity.  Everything  has  nearly 
doubled  m  price  :  house  rent,  meat,  vege- 
tables, wages,  clothes,  luxuries  of  all  kinds, 
and,  of  course,  taxation.  I  own  to  you  I 
never  clearly  understood  this  problem  ;  it 
always  seemed  to  me  as  if  a  whole  popula- 
tion took  to  walk  upon  stilts,  for  the  plea- 
sure of  thinking  themselves  nine  feet  high. 

These  matters  put  me  in  mind  of  Vick- 
ers.  I  now  see  that  I  was  wrong  in  not 
going  over  to  the  election.  His  tone  is 
quite  changed,  and  he  writes  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  deputation  from  the  distressed 
hand-loom  weavers.  He  acknoAvledges 
mine  of  the  5th  ult. ,  and  he  deplores,  and 
regrets,  and  feels  constrained  to  remind 
me,  and  so  on,  ending  with  being  "  hunxble 
and  obedient" — two  things  that  I  believe 
his  own  mother  never  found  him.  The 
fact  is,  Tom,  he's  in  Parliament,  and  he  is 
a  lord  of  the  treasury,  and  he  doesn't  care 
a  brass  farthing  for  one  of  us.  Do  you  re- 
mark how  the  ministerial  papei's  praise  the 
government  for  promoting  Irishmen  ?  It 
is  not  on  the  ground  of  their  superior  ca- 
pacity for  office,  their  readiness  and  natu- 
ral ability.  Xothing  of  the  kind  ;  it  is 
simply  the  unbounded  generosity  of  the 
administration,  and  perhaps  as  a  proof  of 
their  humility  I  'I'hey  put  an  Irishman  in 
the  cabiiiet,  just  as  the  Roman  conqueror 
took  a  slave  in  his  chariot — to  show  that 
they  don't  intend  to  forget  themselves  ! 

I  wish  Punck  would  make  a  picture  of 
it.  Pat  with  iiis  pipe  in  his  mouth  beside 
the  premier  ;  the  roguish  leer  of  the  eye, 
the  careless  ease  of  his  crossed  legs,  and 
small-clothes  open  at  the  knee,  would  be  a 
grand  contrast  to  the  high-bred  air  of  his 
companion. 

Don't  bother  me  any  more  about  the 
salmon  weirs  ;  make  the  best  bargain  you 
can  and  I'll  be  satisfied.  It  appears  to  me, 
however,  the  more  laws  we  have,  the  less 


fish  we  catch.  In  my  father's  time  there 
was  no  legislation  at  all,  and  salmoti  was  a 
penny  a  pound.  The  fish  seem  to  hate  acts 
of  parliament  just  as  much  as  ouiselves. 
And,  talking  of  that.  I'm  glad  we're  out 
of  our  scrape  with  the  Yankees.  Depend 
upon  it,  all  the  cod  that  ever  was  salted 
wouldn't  pay  for  one  collision.  It  wouldn't 
be  like  any  other  war,  Tom,  for  Fi-cnch 
and  Russians,  Austrians  and  Italians,  have 
each  their  separate  peculiarities — giving 
certain  advantages  in  certain  situations  ; 
but  we — that  is,  English  and  Americans^- 
fight  exactly  in  the  same  way.  Each  knows 
every  dodge  of  the  other — long  sixty-fives 
and  thirty-twos,  boarders,  riflemen,  rig- 
gers— all  alike.  It's  the  old  story  of  the 
Kilkenny  cats,  and  I'm  greatly  afraid  our 
"tail"  Avould  be  nearly  as  much  mauled 
as  Jonathan's 

The  longer  I  live,  the  nearer  I  find  my- 
self drawing  to  these  Yankees  ;  and  I've 
some  notion  of  going  over  there  to  have  a 
look  at  them.  They  tell  me  that  the  worst 
thing  about  them  is  the  air  of  gravity, 
even  of  depression,  that  prevails — a  strange 
fault,  considering  how  many  Irish  there 
are  amongst  them  ;  but  I  suppose  Paddy 
is  like  the  rest  of  the  wo.rld,  and  he  loses 
his  fun  when  he  gets  prosperous.  There 
was  Tom  Martin,  that  went  our  circuit, 
and  there  wasn't  as  pleasant  a  fellow  at  the 
bar  till  he  got  into  business.  There  was 
no  good  asking  him  to  dinner  after  that ; 
as  he  owned  himself,  "he  kept  his  jokes 
for  his  clients."  Now,  there  may  be  some- 
thing like  this  the  case  in  America;  at 
all  events,  Tom,  I'd  have  one  advantage, 
there — I'd  know  the  language,  what  I'm 
never  likely  to  do,  here  ;  not  but  I'm  do- 
ing my  best  every  day  at  the  table  d'hote  ; 
occasionally,  perhaps,  with  some  sacrifice 
of  the  "propers  ;"  but  as  a  foreigner  is 
too  polite  to  Jaugh,  the  stranger  has  little 
chance  to  learn.  For  my  own  pai"t,  I'd 
I'ather  they'd  tell  me  when  I  was  Avrong, 
and  give  me  some  hope  of  going  right. 
I'd  think  it  more  friendly  of  a  man  to  say, 
"  Kennv  Dodd,  you're  going  into  a  hole," 
than  if  he  smiled  and  simpered,  and  as- 
sured me  that  I  was  in  the  middle  of  the 
path,  and  getting  on  beautifully. 

And  there  isn't  any  good-nature  in  it ; 
not  a  bit.  It's  not  good-heartedness,  nor 
kindness,  nor  amiability.  I  don't  believe 
a  word  of  it|;  because  the  chap  that  does 
it  isn't  thinking  of  you  at  all — he's  only 
minding  himself  ;  he's  fancying  how  he's 
delighting  you,  or  captivating  your  wife, 
or  your  sister-in-law  ;  or,  if  it's  a  woman, 
she  wants  to  fascinate  or  make  a  fool  of 
you. 
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The  real  and  essential  (lifft'rence  between 
ns  and  all  foreigners  is,  that  tliey  are  al- 
ways thinking  of  what  effect  they  arc  pro- 
ducing ;  they  never  for  a  single  moment 
forget  that  there  is  an  audience.  Now 
we,  on  the  conh-ary,  never  remember  it. 
Life  with  tliem  is  a  drama,  in  all  the  blaze 
of  wax-lights,  and  a  ennvded  liouse  ;  wiih 
\\:i,  it's  a  day-rehearsal,  and  we  slip  about, 
mumbling  our  ])arts,  getting  fhrough  the 
])erfornuiiu'e,  unmindful  of  all  but  our  own 
share  in  it. 

More  than  half  of  what  is  attributed  to 
rudeness  and  unsoeiality  in  us,  springs 
out  of  the  simple  fact  that  we  do  not  care 
to  obtrude  even  our  politeness  when  there 
seems  no  need  of  it.  Ojtr  civilities  are 
like  a  bill  of  exchange,  that  must  repre- 
sent value  one  day  or  other.  Theirs  are 
like  the  gilt  markers  on  a  card  table  :  they 
have  a  look  of  money  about  them,  but 
are  only  counterfeit.  Perhaps  this  may 
e\'i)lain  why  our  women  like  the  continent 
so  much  better  than  ourselves.  All  this 
mock  interchange  of  courtesy  amuses  and 
inter(5Bt3  iliem  ;  it  only  worries  ^is. 

To  come  back  to  Vickors.  He'll  do 
nothing  for  James.  His  *'  own  list  is  quite 
full  ;"  he  '*has  mentioned  his  name,"  he 
says,  "to  the  Secretary  for  the  Colonies," 
and  will  speak  of  him  ''at  the  Home  Of- 
liee."  But  I  know  what  that  means.  The 
l)arty  is  safe  for  the  present,  and  don't  need 
our  dirty  voices  for  many  a  day  to  come. 
It's  distressing  me  to  find  out  what  to  do 
with  liim.  Can  you  get  me  any  real  infor- 
mation about  the  gold  diggings  ?  Is  it  a 
thing  that  would  suit  him  ?  .  His  mother, 
I  know  well,  Avould  never  consent  to  the 
notion  of  his  working  with  his  hands  ;  but, 
upon  my  conscience,  if  it's  his  head  he's 
to  depend  on,  he'll  fare  worse  !  He  is  very 
good-looking,  six  foot  one  and  a  half, 
strong  as  a  young  bull  ;  and  to  ride  an  un- 
lu'cdvon  horse,  drive  a  fresh  team,  to  shoot 
a  snii)e,  or  hook  a  salmon,  I'll  back  him 
against  the  field.  I  hear,  besides,  he's  a 
beautiful  cue  at  billiards.  Uut  what's  the 
use  of  all  these  at  the  Boartl  of  Trade,  if 
he  had  even  the  luck  to  get  there?  .Alany's 
the  time  I've  heard  poor  old  Lord  Kil- 
mahon  say,  that  an  Irish  education  wasn't 
wort^li  a  groat  for  England  ;  and  I  now  see 
the  force  of  the  remark. 

Not  but  he's  working  hard  every  day, 
with  French,  and  fortification,  and  mil- 
itary surveying,  with  a  fine  old  officer  that 
served  in  the  wars  of  the  empire— Captain 
de  la  Bourdouaye — a  regular  old  soldier 
of  Bony's  day,  that  iiates  the  English  as 
much  as  any  Irishman  going.  He  comes 
and  sits  with  me  now  and  then  of  an  even- 


ing, but  ther(;'s  not  much  society  in  it, 
since  we  can't  understand  each  other.  We 
have  a  bottle  of  rum  and  souk;  cigars  be- 
tween us,  and  our  conversation  goes  on 
somewhat  in  this  fashion  : 

"  Help  yourself,  Mounseer." 

A  grin  and  bow,  and  something  mum- 
bled between  his  teeth. 

"  Take  a  weed  ?  " 

We  smoke. 

"  Jar.'^.es  is  getting  on  well,  I  hope  ?  Mon 
fils  James  ini])roving,  eh.  Grand  General 
o)ie  of  these  days,  eh  ?" 

"Oui,  Oui."     Fills  and  drinks. 

'•Another  Bonaparte,  I  snj)pope?" 

"Ah!  le  grand  liomme  I ''  Wipes  his 
eyes,  and  looks  up  to  the  ceiling. 

"  Well,  we  thrashed  him  for  all  that  ! 
Faith,  we  made  liim  dance  in  8])ain  and 
Portugal.  What  do  you  say  to  Talavera 
and  Yittoria?" 

Swears   like   a  trooper,   and  rattles  out 
whole   volumes  of  French,    with  gestures 
that  are   all   but    blows.     I  wait    till    it's 
I  over,  and  just  say  *' Waterloo  !" 

This  nearly    drives  him  crazy,   and  he 
forgets  to  put  water  in  his  glass  :  and  off 
he  goes   about  Waterloo  in   a  way   that's 
i  dreadful  to  look  at.     I  suppose,  if  I  under- 
'  stood   him,  I'd  break   his  neck;  but  as  I 
don't,  I  only  go  on  siiying  "Waterloo"  at 
"intervals  ;  but  every  time  I  utter  it,  he  has 
to  blow  off  the  steam  again.     When  the 
rum  is   finished,  he  usually  rushes  out  of 
the  room,  gnashing  his  teeth,  and  scream- 
ing something  about  St.  Helena.     But  it's 
\  all  over  the  next  day,  and  he's  as  polite  as 
lever  when  we  meet — grins,  and  hands  me 
his  tin  snuff-box  with  the  air  of  an  em- 
I  peror.     They're  a  wonderful  people,  Tom  ; 
and    though    they'd    murder  you,    they'd 
'  never  forget  tonuike  a  bow  to  your  corpse. 
i      You  may  imagine,  from  what  I  tell  you, 
that  I  am  very  lonely  here  ;  and  so  1  am. 
I   never  meet   anybody  I  can  speak  to — I 
never  see  any  newspaper   I   can  read  1     I 
eat  things  Avithout  knowing  the  names  of 
them,    or,   what's   Avorse,    what  they  are  ; 
and  all  this  I  must  do  for  economy,  while 
I  could  live  for  less  than  one-half  the  ex- 
pense at  Dodsborough  ! 

Mary  Anne  has  just  come  to  say  that 
the  doctors  are  agreed  Mrs.  D.  must  be  re- 
moved— the  noise  of  the  town  will  destroy 
her.  My  only  surprise  is  that  she  didn't 
discover  it  sooner.  They  speak  of  a  place 
called  Chaude  F'ontaine,"sevcn  miles  away, 
and  of  a  little  watering-place  called  Spa. 
But  ril  not  budge  an  inch  till  I  have  all 
the  particulars,  for  I  know  well  they're  all 
dying  to  be  at  the  old  work  again — tea- 
parties,  and  hired  horses,  and  polkas  in 
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the  evening,  and  the  rest  of  it.  Lord 
Georg-e  luis  arrived  at  Liege,  and  I  wouldn't 
he  astonished  if  ho  was  at  the  bottom  of  it 
all ;  not  but  he  behaved  well  in  James's 
business.  To  deal  with  a  Jew  there's 
nothing  in  the  world  like  one  of  your 
young  sprigs  of  nobility  !  Moses  doesn't 
care  a  bulrush  for  you  or  me  ;  but  when 
lie  hears  of  a  Lord  Charles  or  Lord  Augus- 
tus, he  alters  his  tone.  It  is  that  class 
Avhich  supplies  his  customers,  and  he 
dares  not  outrage  them. 

I  wish  you  saw  the  way  ho  managed  our 
friend  Lazarus  !  He  wouldn't  look  into 
his  statement,  read  one  of  his  accounts,  or 
even  bestow  a  glance  at  the  bills. 

'•I'm  up  to  all  those  dodges,  Lazzy," 
said  he  ;  "  it's  no  use  coming  that  over  vie. 
What'Uyoudoitfor  ?" 

*'Ahj  my  good  Lord  Shorge,  you  know 
better  as  me  that  we  cannot  give  away  our 
moneys.     Here  are  all  the  bills — " 

"  Don't  care  for  that,  Lazzy — won't  look 
at  'em.     What'U  you  do  it  for  ?  " 

*'If  I  lend  my  moneys  at  a  fair  per 
shent — '" 

"  Well,  what's  the  figure  to  be  ?  Say  it 
at  once,  or  I'm  off." 

"You'll  shurely  look  at  my  claims — " 

"Not  one  of  them." 

''Nor  the  bills?" 

*'  No." 

''  Nor  the  vouchers  ?  " 

"No." 

"Oh  dear  !  oh  dear  !  how  hard  you  are 
grown,  and  you  so  young,  and  so  hand- 
some, so  little  like — " 

"Never  mind  the  resemblance,  but  an- 
swer me.     How  much  ?" 

"It's  impossible,  my  Lord  Shorge  !"" 

"  Will  two  hundred  do  ?  Well,  two 
fifty  ?  " 

.  "No,  nor  twelve  fifty,  my  lord.  I  will 
liave  my  claim." 

"That's  Avhat  I  want  to  come  at,  Lazzy. 
How  much  ?" 

This  process  goes  on  for  half  an  hour, 
Avithout  any  apparent  result  on  either  side  ; 
when  at  last  Lord  George,  taking  out  his 
pocket-book,  i)roceeds  to  count  various 
bank-notes  on  the  table.  The  effect  is 
nnigical ;  the  sight  of  the  money  melts 
Lazarus — he  hesitates,  and  gives  in.  Of 
course  his  compliance  does  not  cost  him 
much  ;  fifty  per  cent,  is  the  very  lowest 
we  escape  for!  But  even  at  this,  Tom, 
our  bargain  is  a  good  one. 

I  see  it  all,  Tom  ;  they  are  bent  on  get- 
ting to  a  watering-place,  and  that's  exactly 
the  very  thing  I  won't  stand.  Our  Irish 
notions  on  these  subjects  are  all  taken 
from  Bundoran,  or  Kilkee,  or  Dunmore, 


or  some  such  localities  ;  and  where,  to  say 
the  least,  there  is  not  a  great  deal  to  find 
fault  with.  Tiresome  they  are  enough  ; 
and,  after  a  week  or  so,  one  gets  wearied 
of  always  walking  over  ankles  in  deep  sand, 
listening  to  the  plash  of  the  tide,  or  the 
less  musical  squall  of  some  half-drowned 
baby,  or  sitting  on  a  rock  to  watch  some 
miraculous  draught  of  fishes,  that  is  sure 
to  be  sent  ofi'  some  twenty  miles  into  the 
interior.  These,  and  occasional  pictorial 
studies  of  your  acquaintances,  in  all  the 
fascinations  of  oil-skin  caps  and  wet 
drapei'y,  tire  at  last.  But  they  are  cheap 
pleasures,  Tom  ;  and,  as  the  world  goes, 
that  is  something. 

Now,  from  all  I  can  learn,  for  I  know 
nothing  of  them  myself,  your  foreign 
watering-place  is  just  a  big  city  taking  an 
airing.  The  self-same  habits  of  dress,  late 
hours,  play,  dancing,  debt,  and  dissipa- 
tion ;  the  great  difference  being,  that 
wickedness  is  cultivated  in  straw-hats  and 
Russia-duck,  instead  of  its  more  conven- 
tional costume  of  black  coat  and  trousers  ! 
From  my  own  brief  experience  of  life,  I 
think  a  garden  by  moonlight  is  just  as 
dangerous  as  a  conservatory  with  colored 
lamps  ;  and  a  joolka  in  public  is  less  peril- 
ous than  a  mountain  excursion,  even  on 
donkeys  !  They'll  not  catch  me  at  that 
•game,  Tom  ! 

I  have  just  discovered  in  "  Cochrane's 
Guide" — for  I  have  burned  my  "John 
Murray" — the  very  place  to  suit  me — 
Bonn,  on  the  Ehine.  He  says  it  has  a 
pleasant  appearance,  and  contains  1300 
houses  and  1.5,000  inhabitants,  and  that 
the  Star,  kept  by  one  Schmidt,  is  reason- 
able, and  that  he  speaks  English,  and 
takes  in  the  Galignani — two  evidences  of 
civilization  not  to  be  despised.  I  think  I 
see  you  smile  ;  but  that's  the  fact — we 
come  abroad  to  hunt  after  somebody  we 
can  talk  to,  or  find  a  newspaper  we  can 
read — making  actual  luxuries  of  what  we 
had  every  day  at  home  for  nothing. 

Besides  these,  Bonn  has  a  university, 
and  that  will  be  a  great  thing  for  James, 
and  masters  of  various  kinds  for  the  girls  ; 
but,  better  than  all  this,  there's  no  society, 
no  balls,  no  dinners,  no  theater.  The  only 
places  of  public  amusement  are  the  Cathe- 
dral and  the  Anatomy  House;  and  even 
Mrs.  D.  will  be  puzzled  to  get  up  a  jinket- 
ing  in  them. 

I'll  write  to  Schmidt  this  evening  about 
rooms,  and  I'll  show  him  that  we  are  not 
to  be  "done,"  like  your  newly-arrived 
Bulls  ;  for  I  won't  pay  more  than  "four- 
and-six"  a  head  for  dinner  ;  and  plenty  it 
is  too.     I  wish  we  could  have  remained 
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fierc  ;  but  now  tliut  the  doctors  liave  de- 
cided ii<>;uiiist  it,  there's  no  help.  It  is  not 
that  I  like  the  })hice — heaven  knows  I  liave 
Mio  right  to  Ije  pleased  with  it — but  I'll  tell 
you  one  great  advantage  about  it  :  it  was 
actually  ''  breaking  tlieni  all  in  to  hate  the 
Continent;"  anotlier  month  of  this  tin- 
kering din,  this  tiresome  table  d'hote,  and 
wearisome  existence,  and  I'd  wager  a  trifle 
they'd  agree  to  any  terms  to  get  away. 
You'd  not  believe  your  eyes  if  you  saw 
how  they  arc  altered.  'J'lie  girls  so  thin, 
and  no  color  in  their  cheeks  ;  James  as 
hmk  as  a  greyhound,  and  always  as  if  half 
asleep*;  and  myself,  pluffy,  and  full,  and 
short-winded,  irascible  about  everything, 
and  always  thirsty,  without  anything 
wholesome  to  drink.  But  I'd  bear  it  all, 
Tom,  for  the  result,  or  for  what  I  at  least 
expect  the  result  would  be.  I'd  submit  to 
it  like  a  course  of  physic,  looking  to  the 
cure  for  my  recompense. 

Shall  I  now  tell  you,  Tom,  that  I  liave 
my  misgivings  about  Mrs.  D's  illness.  I 
was  passing  the  lobby  last  night,  and  I 
heard  her  laughing  as  heartily  as  ever  she 
did  in  her  life,  though  it  was  only  two 
liours  before  she  had  sent  down  for  the 
man  of  the  house  to  witness  her  will.  To 
be  sure,  she  alwnysdoes  make  a  will  when- 
ever she  takes  to  bed  :  but  this  time  she 
went  further,  and  had  a  grand  leave-taking 
of  us  all,  which  I  only  escaped  by  being 
wrapped  up  in  blankets,  under  tlie  "  influ- 
ence," as  the  doctors  call  it,  of  "  tartarized 
antimony,"  of  which  I  partook,  to  satisfy 
her  scruples,  before  she  would  taste  it.  If 
I  have  to  perform  much  longer  as  a  .pilot 
balloon,  Tom,  I'm  thinking  I'm  very  likely 
to  explode. 

As  for  one  word  of  truth  from  the  doc- 
tors, I'm  not  such  a  fool  as  to  expect  it.  The 
priest  or  the  physician  that  attends  your 
wife,  always  seems  to  regard  yoii  as  a  natu- 
ral enemy.  If  he  hapi)en  to  be  well  bred,  he 
conducts  himself  with  all  the  observance 
due  to  a  distinguished  opponent ;  but  no 
confidence,  Tom  —  nothing  candid.  He 
never  forgets  that  he  is  engaged  for  the 
"opposite  pai'ty." 

Your  foreign  doctor,  too,  is  a  dreadful 
animal.  lie  has  not  the  bland  look,  the 
soft  smile,  the  noiseless  slide,  the  snowy 
shirt-frill,  and  the  tender  s([ueeze  of  the 
hand,  of  our  own  fellows,  every  syllable 
of  whose  honeyed  lips  seems  like  a  lenitive 
electuary  made  vocal.  He  is  a  mean, 
scrubby,  little,  danii)-looking  chap,  not 
unlike  the  bitt)f  dirty  cotton  in  the  bottom 
of  an  ink-bottle,  the  incarnation  of  black 
draught  aiul  a  bitter  mixture.  He  won't 
poison    you,    however,  for   liis   treatment 


ranges  between  dill-water  and  syrup  of 
gum  :  in  fact,  to  use  the  exjnessive  pljrase 
of  the  French,  he  only  comes  to  "assist" 
at  your  death,  and  not  to  cause  it.  I  liave 
remarked  that  homoeopathic  fellows  are 
more  attentive  to  the  outward  man  tjian 
the  others,  whatever  be  the  rea.son.  Their 
beards  and  whiskers  are  certainly  not  cut 
on  the  infinitesimal  principle,  and,  assur- 
edly, flatteiy  is  one  of  the  medicaments 
they  never  administer  in  small  doses.  By 
the  way,  Tom,  I  wish  this  same  theory 
could  be  a})plied  to  the  distresses  of  a 
man's  estate  as  well  as  that  of  his  body. 
It  would  be  a  right  comfortable  thing  to 
pay  off  one's  mortgages  ^vith  fractional 
parts  of  a  halfpenny,  and  get  rid  of  one's 
creditors  on  the  "  decillionth  "  scale. 

I  have  now  finished  my  paper,  and  I 
have  just  discovered  that  I  have  not  an- 
swered one  of  your  questions  about  home 
affairs;  but,  after  all,  does  it  matter  much, 
Tom  ?  Things  in  Ireland  go  their  own 
way,  however  we  may  strive  to  dii-ect  and 
control  them.  In  fact,  I  am  half  dis]iosed 
to  think  we  ought  to  manage  our  business 
on  the  principle  that  our  countryman 
drove  his  pig — turning  his  head  toward 
Cork  because  he  wanted  him  to  go  to  Fer- 


moy 


!     Look  at  us  at  this  moment.     We 


never  were  so  thoroughly  divided  as  since 
we  have  enjoyed  the  benefits  of  a  united 
education  ! 

If  Tullylicknaslatterley  must  be  sold, 
see  that  it  is  soon  done  ;  for  if  avc  \i\\t 
it  off  till  November,  the  boys  will  be  shoot- 
ing somebodv,  or  doing  some  infernal  fol- 
ly or  other,  that  will  take  five  years  off  the 
purchase-money.  These  Manchester  fel- 
lows are  always  so  terrified  at  what  is 
called  an  outrage  !  Sure,  if  they  had  the 
least  knowledge  of  the  doctrine  of  chances, 
they'd  see  that  the  estate  where  a  man 
was  shot  was  exactly  the  place  there  would 
be  no  more  mischief  for  many  a  year  to 
come.  The  only  spot  where  accidents  are 
always  recurring  is  the  drop  in  front  of  a 
jail.' 

Try  and  persuade  the  EUgli.-hman  to 
take  Dodsborough  for  another  year.  Tell 
him  Ireland  is  looking  uji,  prices  are  im- 
proving, etc.  If  he  be  Hibernian  in  his 
leanings,  show  him  how  teachable  Paddy 
is — how  disposed  to  learn,  and  how  grate- 
ful for  instruction.  If  he  be  bitten  by  the 
Times,  tell  him  that  th.e  Irish  are  all  emi- 
grating, and  that  in  three  years  there  will 
neither  be  a  Pat.  a  priest,  nor  a  potato  to 
be  seen.  As  old  Fitzgibbon  used  to  say  on 
our  circuit,  '^I  wish  I  had  a  hundred 
pounds  to  argue  it  either  way." 

I  can  manage  to  keep  afloat  for  a  cou])le 
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of  weeks,  but  be  sure  to  remit  me  some- 
thing by  that  time. 

Yours,  ever  sincerely, 

Kenny  1.  Dodd, 


LETTER  XIV. 

JAMES   DODD   TO    ROBERT    DOOLAN,    ESQUIRE,    TRINITY 
COLLEtiE,   DUBLIN. 

Liege,  Tuesday  Morning. 

My  dear  Bob, — A  thousand  pardons  for 
not  answering  either  of  your  two  last  let- 
ters. It  was  n®t,  believe  me,  that  I  have 
not  felt  the  most  sincere  interest  in  all 
that  you  tell  me  about  yourself  and  your 
doings.  Far  from  it  :  I  finished  two  bot- 
tles of  hock  in  houor  of  your  science  pre- 
mium, aud  I  have  called  a  short-tailed 
hack  Bob,  after  you,  though  unfortunate- 
ly she  happens  to  be  a  mare. 

Mine  has  been  rather  a  varied  kind  of 
existence  since  I  wrote  last.  A  little  in 
the  draught-board  style,  only  that  the 
black  checkers  have  rather  predominated  ! 
I  got  "  hit  hard  "  at  the  Brussels  races, 
lost  twelve  hundred  at  ecarte,  and  had 
some  ugly  misadventures  arising  out  of  a 
too  liberal  use  of  my  autogi-aph.  The 
governor,  however,  lias  stumped  up,r  and 
though  the  whole  affair  was  serious  enough 
at  one  time,  I  fancy  that  we  are  at  length 
over  the  stiff  country,  and  with  notliing 
but  grass  fields  and  light  cantering  land 
before  us. 

The  greatest  inconvenience  of  the  whole 
has  been,  that  we've  been  laid  up  here, 
''  dismasted  and  in  ordinary,"  for  the  last 
three  weeks,  during  which  my  mother  has 
made  a  steeple-chase  througii  the  Pharma- 
copoeia, aud  the  governor  finished  all  tlie 
bchiedam  in  the  town.  In  fact,  there  has 
been  nothing  very  serious  the  matter  with 
her,  but  as  we  lei' t  the  capital  under  rather 
unpleasant  circumstances,  we  came  in  here 
to  '•  blow  off  our  steam,"  and  cool  down 
to  a  reasonable  temperature.  To  reduce 
the  budget  and  retrench  expenditure,  the 
choice  was  probably  not  a  bad  one,  since 
we  are  housed,  fed,  and  done  for  on  the 
most  reasonable  terms  ;  but  the  place  is  a 
perfect  disgust,  and  there  is  actually  noth- 
ing for  a  man  to  do,  except  to  poke  into 
steam-engines  and  prove  gun-barrels. 

As  for  me,  I  never  leave  my  room  from 
breakfast  till  table  d'hote  hour.  My 
French  master  comes  at  eleven  and  stays 
till  four.  This  sounds  all  very  diligent 
and  studious,  and  so  thinks  the  governor. 
Bob.     The  real  state  of  the  case  is,  how- 


ever, different.  The  distinguished  officer 
of  the  Old  Guard  engaged  to  instruct  me  in 
military  science  and  mathematics  is  an  old 
hairdresser,  who  combines  with  his  func- 
tions of  barber  the  honorable  duties  of 
lacpuiis  de  place  and  police  spy,  occasion- 
ally taking  a  turn  at  the  "scholastic" 
whenever  he  is  lucky  enough  to  find  any 
English  illiterate  enough  to  be  his  dupes. 
The  governor  heard  of  hiu)  from  the  mas- 
ter of  the  hotel,  and  took  him  especially 
for  his  cheapness.  Such  is  the  Captain  de 
la  Bourdonaye,  who  swaggers  ni)-stairs 
every  morning  Avith  a  red  ribbon  in  his 
button-hole,  and  a  curling-iron  in  his. pock- 
et, for  I  take  good  care.  Bob,  that  as  he 
cannot  furnish  the  insicle  of  my  head,  he 
shall  at  least  decorate  it  without. 

I  must  say  this  is  a  most  nefarious  old 
I'ascal,  and  1  have  heard  of  more  villainy 
from  him  than  I  ever  knew  before.  He 
knows  all  the  scandal  and  gossip  of  the 
town,  and  retails  it  with  an  almost  diabol- 
ical raciness.  As  I  have  already  made  use 
of  him  in  various  ways,  we  are  bound  to 
each  other  in  the  very  heaviest  of  recog- 
nizances. He  brought  me  yesterday  a 
note  from  Lord  George,  who  had  just  ar- 
rived here,  but  judged  better  not  to  see  me 
till  he  had  called  on  the  governor.  The 
captain  was  once  Lord  G.'s  courier,  and,  I 
believe,  the  chief  mentor  of  his  earlier  con- 
tinental experiences. 

Lord  George  has  behaved  like  a  trump 
to  me.  He  has  brought  away  from  Brus- 
sels all  my  traps,  Avhicii,  in  the  haste  of  my 
retreat,  I  had  fancied  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  the  enemy.  The  brown  mare  Bob,  a 
neatish  dennet,  two  sets  of  single  harness, 
a  racing  saddle,  a  lady's  ditto,  three  chests 
of  toggery,  all  my  pi]ies  and  canes,  and  a 
bull-terrier  —  the  whole  of  which  would 
have  to-day  been  the  chattels  of  Lazarus, 
had  not  Lord  G.  made  out  a  bill  of  sale  of 
them  to  himself,  and  got  two  "  respectable" 
advocates  to  swear  they  were  witnesses  to 
it.  The  fun  of  this  is,  Lazarus  saw  all  the 
knavery,  and  Tiverton  never  denied  it  ! 
The  most  rascally  transactions  are  dashed 
with  such  an  air  of  frankness  and  candor, 
that,  hang  me  !  if  one  can  regard  them  as 
transportable  offenses !  I  know  all  this 
would  be  infamous  in  England— it  wouldn't 
be  quite  right  even  in  Ireland,  Bob — but 
here  we  are  abroad,  and  the  latitude  warps 
morality  just  as  the  vicinity  to  tlie  pole 
affects  the  compass. 

I  have  learned  from  Lord  George  that 
there  are  to  be  races  at  a  place  called  Spa, 
about  twelve  miles  off",  and  that  if  Bob  were 
in  training  we  might  do  a  good  thing  among 
'*  les    gentleman   riders,"   who    certainly 
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ride  like  neitlior  gents  nor  jocks.  George 
slipped  his  knee-cup  at  a  gate  the  otlier 
day,  and  cannot  ride  ;  and  how  I  am  to 
get  away  from  tliis  for  an  entire  day  with- 
out the  governor's  knowledge,  is  more  than 
I  can  see.  I  luxve  told  the  caj)tain,  how- 
ever, that  he  mnst  manage  it  somehow,  or 
I'll  turn  king's  evidence  and  betray  him  ; 
so  that  the  case  is  not  yet  hopeless.  Bob 
is  exactly  the  kind  of  thing  to  walk  int(> 
these  fellows.  She's  very  nearly  tliorough- 
l)i'ed,  but  has  a  cock-tailed  look  about  her, 
and,  with  a  hogged  nnine  and  a  short  dock, 
is  only,  to  all  a])pearance,  a  clever  hackney. 
I  know  well  that  these  foreigncis  have  got 
lirst-rate  cattle  :  they  buy  tlie  vei"y  best  of 
liorses,  and  the  smartest  carriages,  of  Lon- 
don ;  but  what  avails  it  ?  they  can  neither 
ride  nor  drive  !  They  curb  up  a  thorough- 
bred so  that  he's  thrown  clean  out  of  his 
stride,  and  they  clap  the  saddle  on  his 
Avithers  so  that  he  is  certain  to  come  smash 
down  if  he  tries  to  cross  a  furrow.  You 
can  imagine  what  hands  they  have,  when 
I  tell  you  that  they  all  hold  on  by  the  head! 
Lord  G.,  liowever,  who  knows  them  well, 
says  that  there's  no  use  in  bringing  over  a 
good  hoi'se  against  them.  They  are  con- 
foundedly cautious,  and  what  they  lack  in 
skill  they  make  up  in  cunning  ;  and  if  they 
heard  of  anything  that  ran  second  at  Good- 
wood or  Chester,  they'd  *' shut  up"  at 
once.  It's  only  a  "  dodge  "  will  do,  he 
says,  and  I  am  certain  nobody  knows  bet- 
ter than  he  does. 

Whenever  they  get  ])hick  enough  for 
hurdle-i'acing,  there  will  be  some  money  to 
l)e  picked  up  al)road  ;  but  the  ])rosperity 
won't  last,  for  when  one  fellow  breaks  his 
neck,  there  will  be  an  end  of  it. 

I'll  not  close  this  t'U  I  can  tell  you  the 
success  of  our  scheme  for  the  races.  Mean- 
while to  your  questions,  which,  to  make 
short  work  of,  I'll  answer  all  at  once.  It's 
all  very  fine  to  talk  about  studying,  and  the 
learned  professions,  but  how  many  succeed 
in  them  ?  Three  or  four  swells  carry  off 
the  stakes,  and  the  rest  are  nowhere  !  Let 
me  tell  you,  Bob.  that  the  fellows  that 
really  do  best  in  life  never  knew  trade  nor 
profession,  except  you  can  call  Tattersall's 
yard  a  lecture  room,  and  short  whist  a 
calling.  There's  ('oUingwood's  got  tWo 
hundred  thousand  with  his  wife  ;  Upton, 
he's  netted  thirty  on  the  last  I)er])y,  and 
stands  to  win  at  least  twelve  more  on  the 
Spring  meeting.  Brook — Shallow  Brook, 
as  you  used  to  call  him  at  school — has  been 
deep  enough  to  break  the  bank  at  Ham- 
burg !  I  just  wish  you'd  show  me  one  of 
your  University  dons  who  could  do  any 
one  of  the  three  !     If  it  came  to  a  trial  of 


wits,  the  heads  of  houses  wouldn't  liave 
houses  over  their  heads.  Believe  me, 
Bob,  the  ])oet  was  right,  "The  })roj)er 
study  of  mankind  is  man  ! "  and  if  he  adds 
thereto  a  little  knowledge  of  horseflesh, 
there's  no  fear  of  him  in  this  life  ! 

Look  at  the  thing  in  aiiothcr  light,  too. 
The  church  is  only  open  to  Protestants  ; 
the  bar  is,  then,  the  sole  profession  with 
great  rewards  ;  for  as  to  the  army  and 
luivy,  they  may  do  to  spend  money  in  and 
leave  when  you're  sick  of  them,  but  nothing 
else.  .Now  the  bar  is  awful  labor  ;  ten  or 
twelve  hours  a  day  for  three  or  four  years, 
as  many  more  in  a  s[)ecial  pleader's  office, 
six  years  after  that  leporting  for  the  news- 
papers ;  and  perhaps,  after  three  or  four 
struggling  terms  you  drop  off  out  of  the 
course  altogether,  and  are  only  heard  of  as 
writing  a  threatening  letter  to  Lord  John 
Russell,  or  as  our  '"own  correspondent  at 
Tahiti  !" 

As  to, physic,  "I  throw  it  to  the  dogs." 
It's  not  a  gentlemanly  calling  !  So  long 
as  a  fellow  can  rout  you  out  of  bed  at  night 
for  a  guinea,  it's  all  nonsense  to  talk  about 
in(le)>endence.  Your  doctor  hasn't  even 
the  cabman's  privilege  to  higgle  for  a  trifle 
more.  Keal  liberty.  Bob,  consists  in  having 
no  craft  whatsoever.  Like  the  free  lances 
in  the  sixteenth  century,  take  a  turn  of 
service  wherever  it  suits  you,  but  wear  no 
man's  livery.  As  Loi-d  George  remarks, 
whenever  a  fellow  takes  to  that  line  of  life 
the  men  are  all  afraid,  and  the  women  all 
delighted  with  him  ;  he's  so  sure  with  his 
])istol  and  so  lax  in  his  i)rihci])les,  nothing 
obstructs  his  progress. 

This  same  glorious  independence  I  am 
like  enough  to  attain,  since,  up  to  this 
moment,  I  am  a  perfect  gentlen)an,  ac- 
cording to  Lord  George's  definition  ;  nor 
could  I,  by  any  means  that  I  know  of, 
support  myself  for  twenty-four  hours. 
You  would  probably  remark,  that  so  blank 
a  prospect  ought  to  alarm  me.  Not  a  bit 
of  it  I  I  never  felt  more  thoroughly  con- 
iident  and  at  ease  than  i:ow  as  I  write  these 
lines.  George's  theory  is  this  :  Life  is  a 
round  game  with  some  skill  and  a  vast 
amount  of  hazard  ;  the  majority  of  the 
players  are  du})es  ;  who,  some,  from  inat- 
tentioj),  some,  from  deficient  ability,  and 
others,  again,  from  utter  indifference,  are 
easy  victims  to  the  few  shrewd  and  clever 
fellows  that  never  neglect  a  chance,  and 
who  know  when  to  back  their  luck.  **  Do 
not  be  too  eager,"  says  George — *'do  not 
be  over  anxious  to  play,  but  just  walk 
about  and  watch  the  game  for  a  year  or  so, 
and  only  cut  in  Avhen  it  suits  you.  By 
that  time  you  have  mastered  the  peculiar 
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style  of  every  man's  play.  You  arc  up  to 
all  their  weaknesses,  and  aware  of  where 
their  strength  lies  ;  and  if  you  can  only 
afford  to  lose  a  little  cash  yourself  at  the 
start,  and  pass  for  a  pigeon,  your  fortune 
is  made  !  "  This,  of  course,  is  but  a  sorry 
sketch  of  his  system  ;  for,  after  all,  it  re- 
quires his  own  dashing  description,  his 
figurative  manner,  and  his  flow  of  illustra- 
tion, to  make  the  thing  intelligible.  He 
is,  in  reality,  a  first  rate  fellow,  and  may 
be  what  he  chooses.  All  that  I  know  of 
life  I  owe  to  his  teacliing  ;  and  I  own  to 
you  I  was  in  the  "lowest  form"  when  he 
began  with  me. 

The  only  thing  that  distresses  me  now, 
is  the  fear  that  V^ickers  may  yield  to  the 
governor's  solicitations,  and  give,  or  get 
me,  something — some  confounded  official 
appointment,  that  woujd  shut  me  all  day 
in  a  government  office,  on  mayhap  one 
hundred  and  twenty  per  annum,  with  a 
promised  increase  of  ten  pounds  when  I 
attain  the  age  of  fifty.  I'd  nearly  as  soon 
be  in  the  hulks  as  the  Home  Office,  and 
I'm  certain  tliat  pounding  oyster  shells  is 
just  as  intellectual,  and  a  far  more  salu- 
brious occupation,  than  precis  writing  I 
Tlie  dread  of  such  a  destiny  has  induced 
me  to  take  a  rather  bold  step,  and  one 
which  it  is  possible  you  will  not  exactly 
approve  of.  I  have  written  myself,  a 
** private  and  strictly  confidential"  note 
to  Vickers,  to  say  that  my  father's  appli- 
cation to  him  on  my  behalf  never  had  my 
sanction  or  approval — that  I  despise  the 
Board  of  Trade;  and  hokl  the  Customs  un- 
common cheap  ;  and  that  although  there 
are  some  gentlemen  in  what  tliey  call  the 
diplomatic  service,  that  all  the  juniors  are 
snobs,  and  the  grade  above  them — what 
George  calls  snoozers — old  red-tapery  fel- 
lows, that  label  their  washing  bills  "soap 
question,"  and  send  out  their  boots  to  be 
new  soled  in  an  old  dispatch-bag. 

I  have  added  a  few  lines,  by  way  of 
showing  that  my  repugnance  does  not  pro- 
ceed from  any  disinclination  to  exertion  or 
an  active  life — that  I  am  quite  ready  to 
accept  of  a  commission  in  the  Guards,  or 
any  good  post  in  the  Household,  where 
my  natural  advantages  might  be  seen  and 
a2)preciated. 

I  have  not  told  Lord  George  about  this, 
because  he  is  tremendously  opposed  to  my 
taking  anything  like  office.  He  says  it's 
not  only  "bad  style,"  but  a  positive 
throwing  away  of  oneself  ;  since,  whenever 
they  do  get  a  regularly  clever  fellow  among 
them,  they  always  keep  him  in  some  sub- 
ordinate position.  "  They'll  just  treat  you 
the    way   they  did    Edmund   Burke,"  he 


says  ;  and  though  I'm  not  aware  how  that 
was,  I  am  quite  satisfied  that  it  was  a 
rascally  shame  !  Our  name,  too,  I  own  to 
you,  in  all  frankness,  is  awfully  against  us. 
Lord  George  has  advised  me  over  and  over 
to  add  a  sylhible  or  two  to  it ;  so  I  should, 
perha])s,  if  I  were  not  living  Avith  the  gov- 
ernor ;  but,  for  the  present,  I  must  submit. 

The  captain  has  just  dropped  in  to  tell 
wic  that  all  is.  arranged — I  am  to  have  a 
fearful  toothache,  and  be  confined  to  bed 
for  two  (lays  ;  and  this,  with  heavy  blan- 
kets and  niter  Avhey,  will  take  at  least 
seven  pounds  off  me.  The  governor  is  to 
be  seduced  into  an  excursion,  to  see  the 
works  of  Seraing.  Wo  have  contrived  to 
have  his  card  of  admission  dated  for  a 
particular  day,  and  the  hackney  coachman 
has  been  bribed  to  break  down  on  the  way 
home,  and  detain  him  several  hours.  Lord 
George  is  to.  have  a  drag  ready  for  me  at 
the  outside  of  Liege  at  eight  o'clock,  and  I 
hope  to  figure  on  the  course  by  twelve  ! 
Mary  Anne  alone  is  in  the  secret.  I  Avas 
obliged  to  tell  her,  since,  Avithout  her  aid, 
I  should  have  had  no  jacket  ;  but  she  has 
cut  up  a  splendid  green  satin  of  my 
mother's,  Avhich,  Avith  Avhite  sleeves  and 
cap  to  match,  Avill  turn  me  out  rather 
smart,  and  national  to  boot.  Bob  is  already 
gone,  and  has  had  her  canters  for  the  last 
four  mornings,  so  that  Avho  knoAvs  but  Ave 
shall  do  something. 

You  describe  to  me  the  trepidation  of 
heart  you  felt  on  going  up  for  honors  at 
college — the  fits  of  heat  and  cold,  the 
tremblings,  the  sighings,  the  throbbings, 
and  faintishness  ;  trust  me.  Bob,  it's  all 
nothing  to  Avhat  one  experiences  on  the 
eve  of  a  race  !  Your  contest  is  conducted 
in  secret — your  success  or  failure  is  Avit- 
nessed  by  a  few  ;  ours  is  an  open  tourna- 
ment, Avith  thousands  of  spectators,  Avho 
are,  or  Avho  at  least  fancy  that  they  are, 
most  competent  judges  of  the  performance  ; 
and  if  it  be  a  glorious  thing  to  come  sweep- 
ing past  the  grand  stand  amidst  the  vocif- 
erous cheers  of  a  might  host,  to  catch  the 
fitful  glance  of  Avaving  hats  and  floating 
handkerchiefs  as  you  dash  by,  it  is  a  sorry 
affair  to  come  hobbling  along  dead-lame  or 
broke  down,  three  hundred  yards  behind, 
greeted  only  by  the  scoffs  of  the  multitude 
and  the  jokes  of  the  greasy  populace. 

Which  of  these  fortunes  is  to  be  mine 
you  shall  hear  before  I  seal  this  epistle  ; 
and  now,  for  the  present,  adieu  ! 

Friday  Evening. 
I   haA^e  just  an   hour  before    the   post 
closes  to  announce   to  you  my  safe  return 
here,  though  I  greatly  doubt  if  my  ^welled 
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and  stjll  trembling  fingers  will  make  me 
legible.  We  started  at  cock-crow,  and 
reached  Spa  for  an  early  breakfast,  having 
"tooled  along"  with  a  spicy  tandem  the 
thirteen  miles  in  an  honr.  Before  eight 
o'clock  I  had  taken  a  hot  bath,  and  rednced 
my  weight  nine  pounds,  having  taken 
seven  rounds  of  the  race-course  in  a  heavy 
fur  pelisse  of  Lord  (ieorge's.  Twenty  min- 
utes more  toiling,  and  some  hot  lemon- 
ade, completed  my  training,  and  left  me  by 
twelve  o'clock  somewhat  groggy  in  gait  and 
white  about  the  gills,  and,  as  (ieorge  said, 
very  much  like  a  chicken  boiled  down  for 
broth  ! 

Our  game  was  not  to  bet  on  the  gen- 
eral race,  but  to  look  on  as  mere  spectators 
and  see  what  could  be  done  in  a  private 
match.  This  was  not  so  easy,  since  these 
Belgian  fellows  were  so  intent  on  the 
"  Liege  St.  Leger  "  and  the  "-Spa  Derby," 
and  twenty  other  travesties  of  the  like 
kind,  that  they  would  not  listen  to  any- 
thing but  what  sounded  at  least  like  Eng- 
lish sport.  We  had,  therefore,  to  wait 
with  all  due  patience  for  their  tiresome 
races — 'Miative  horses  and  native  jockeys,'' 
as  the  printed  programme  very  needlessly 
informed  us.  "  Flemish  mares  and  fat 
riders  "  would  have  been  the  sui^table  de- 
scrii)tion. 

I  had  almost  despaired  of  doing  any- 
thing, when  near  five  o'clock  George  came 
up  to  say  that  he  had  made  a  match  for  a 
hundred  na})s.  a  side — Bob  against  Bron- 
chitis, twice  round  the  course — I  to  ride 
my  own  horse,  and  Count  Amedee  do 
Kaerters  the  other,  he  giving  me  twelve 
pounds  and  a  distance.  Not  too  much 
odds,  I  assure  you,  since  Bronchitis  is  out 
of  Harpsichord  by  a  Bay  ^liddleton  mare. 

Before  I  had  reached  the  stand,  George 
had  made  a  very  pretty  book,  taking  five, 
and  even  seven  to  two,  against  Bob,  and 
an  even  fifty  on  her  being  distanced.  Still 
I  was  far  from  comfortable  when  I  saw 
Bronchitis  ;  a  splendid-looking  horse,  with 
a  great  slapping  stride,  light  about  the 
head,  and  strong  in  the  quarters  ;  just  the 
kind  of  horse  that  wants  no  riding  what- 
ever, only  to  be  let  do  his  own  work  his 
own  way. 

"  The  mare  can't  gallop  with  that  horse, 
George  !  "  said  I,  in  a  whisjjer.  "  She'll 
never  see  him  after  the  first  time  round  ! " 

"  I'm  half  afraid  of  that,"  said  he,  in 
the  same  low  voice.  "1'hey  told  me  he 
wasn't  all  right,  but  he's  in  top  condition. 
We  must  see  what's  to  be  done."  He 
smoked  his  cigar  quite  coolly  for  a  minute 
or  two,  and  then  said,  ■*  Ah.  here  comes 
the    Count!      I    have    it,    *  Jim  I ' '' — he 


always  calls  me  ''Jim" — "just  mind  me, 
and  it  will  all  come  right." 

I  was  by  no  means  convinced  that  every- 
thing was  so  safe,  however  ;  and  had  I  been 
posses.sed  of  the  fifty  naps,  required,!  should 
gladly  have  paid  the  forfeit.  Fortunately,^ 
as  it  turned  out,  I  hadn't  so  much  money  ; 
so  into  the  scale  I  went,  my  heart  being 
the  heaviest  spot  about  me  I 

"Eleven  two,"  said  George  ;  ''we'll  say 
eleven." 

The  count  weighed   eleven   stone  four, 
which,  with  his  added  weight,  brought  him 
to  u])wards  of  twelve  stone. 
j      "  It's  exactly  as  I  sus])ected,"  whispered 
George  to  me.     "  The  Bel£,Man  has  weighed 
1  himself  as  if  he  was  a  gold  guinea.     He 
,  has   been   so  anxious   not  to  give  you  an 
ounce  too  much  that  he  has  outwitted  him- 
self.    All  that  you've  to  do,  Jim,  is,  ride 
at  him  every  now  and   then  ;    tease  and 
worry  the  fellow  wherever  you  can,  and  try 
if  you  can't   take  some   of  that  loose  flesh 
off  him  before  it's  over." 

I  saw  the  scheme  at  once,  Bob.  I  had 
nothing  whatever  to  do  but  to  save  my  dis- 
tance to  win  the  race  ;  for  it  was  clearly 
impossible  that  the  count  could  go  twice 
round  a  mile  course,  and  come  in  as  heavy 
as  he  started. 

I  must  be  brief,  for  my  minutes  are  few. 
Would  that  you  could  have  seen  us  going 
i-ound  !  I,  lying  always  on  his  quarter  ; 
making  a  rush  whenever  I  got  a  bit  of  ugly 
ground  ;  and,  though  barely  able  to  keep 
up  with  him,  just  being  near  enough  to 
worry  him.  He  wasn't  much  of  a  rider,  it 
is  true,  but  he  knew  quite  enough  to 'see 
that  he  could  run  away  from  me  whenever 
he  liked  ;  and  so  he  did,  when  he  came  to 
the  last  turn  near  home.  Off  he  went  at 
speed,  pitching  the  mud  behind  him,  and 
making  my  smart  jacket  something  like  a 
dirty  draught-board.  It  was  only  by  dint 
of  incessant  spurring,  and  tremendous  pun- 
ishment, that  I  was  able  to  get  inside  the 
distance-post  just  as  the  cheering  in  front 
announced  to  me  that  he  had  passed  the 
'  grand  stand. 

Mjf  canter  in — for  I  was  so  dead  beat,  it 

was  only  a  canter — was  greeted  with  a  uni- 

I  versal  yldl  of  derision.     To  have  a  laugh 

against   the  Englishman  on  a  race-course 

'  w:is  a  national  triumph  of  no  mean  order. 

I  "  It    was   a    'set-off'   against    Waterloo," 

George  said. 

In  I  came,  splashed,  spattered,  and 
scorned,  but  not  crestfallen.  Bob  ;  for  one 
glance  at  my  victorious  rival  satisfied  me 
that  all  was  safe.  The  count  was  so 
comjdetely  fagged  that  he  could  scarce- 
Iv  get    down    from   his   horse,  and  when 
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lie  did  so  lie  staggered  like  a  drunken 
man. 

"Come  now,  count,  into  the  scale!" 
cried  Lord  George  ;  "  sliovv  your  weight, 
and  let  us  pay  our  money  !" 

"I  have  weighed  already,"  said  the 
other.     '*I  weighed  before  tiie  start." 

''Very  true,"  rejoined  George,  "but 
let  us  see  that  you  are  the  same  weight 
still." 

It  required  considerable  explanation  and 
argument  to  siiow  the  justice  of  this  pro- 
position, nor  was  it  till  a  .jury  of  English 
jocjvs  decided  in  its  favor  that  the  Belgians 
were  convinced. 

At  last  he  did  consent  to  get  into  the 
scale,  and,  to  the  utter  wonderment  of  all 
but  the  few  English  present,  it  was  discov- 
ered that  he  had  lost  something  like  six 
pounds,  and  consequently  lost  the  race. 

It  was  capital  fun  to  see  the  consterna- 
tion of  the  Belgians  at  the  announcement. 
Tiiey  had  been  betting  with  such  perfect 
certainty  :  they  had  been  giving  any  odds 
to  tempt  a  wager  ;  and  there  they  were  ! 
"in,"  as  George  said,  "for  a  whole  pot  of 
money." 

While  they  were  counting  down  the 
cash,  too,  George  kept  assuring  them  that 
the  lesson  they  had  just  received  was 
"cheap  as  dirt  ;"  "  that  it  ought  by  right 
to  have  cost  them  thousands  instead  of 
hundreds,  but  that  we  preferred  doing  the 
thing  in  an  amicable  way."  At  such  times, 
I  must  say,  George  is  perfect.  He  is  so 
cool,  so  courteous  ;  so  apparently  serious, 
too,  that  even  his  sharpest  cuts  seem  like 
civil  speeches  and  kindly  counsel.  I  never 
admired  him  more  than  when,  having 
bought  a  courier's  leather-bag  to  stufE  the 
gold  in,  he  slung  it  round  his  neck,  and, 
taking  leave  of  the  party  with  a  polite  bow, 
said  : 

"There  are  times,  gentlemen,  when  one 
goes  all  the  lighter  for  a  little  additional 
weight  !" 

I  scarcely  remember  how  Ave  reached 
Liege.  It  was  almost  one  roar  of  laugh- 
ter between  us  the  whole  road  !  And  then 
such  plans  and  schemes  for  the  future  ! 

Luck  stood  by  me  to  the  last.  I  reached 
home  before  the  governor,  and  in  time  to 
resume  my  bandages  and  my  toothache. 
Mary  Anne  had  taken  care  to  have  a  very 
tidy  bit  of  dinner  ready  ;  and  now,  Avhile  I 
sip  my  Bordeaux,  I  dedicate  to  you  the 
last  moments  of  my  long  and  eventful  day. 

I  do  not  ask  of  you  to  write  to  me  till 
you  hear  again,  for  there  is  no  guessing 
where  I  may  be  this  day  fortnight.  Vick- 
ers  may  possibly  respond  to  my  request ;  or 
I  may  find  some  complaisant  doctor  to  order 


me  to  a  distant  watering-place,  in  which 
case  I  may  get  free  of  the  Dodd  /amily, 
who  I  own  to  you,  Bob,  are  a  serious  draw- 
back on  the  pi'ogress  and  advancement  of 
your 

Attached,  but  now  Avide-awake  friend, 

James  Dodd. 

Dodd  Pere  has  just  come  home  Avith 
a  sprained  ankle.  The  scoundrel  of  a 
coachee  overdid  his  instructions,  and  up- 
set, the  "  conveniency  "  into  a  lime-kiln. 
I  suppose  I'll  have  to  pay  two  or  three 
naps,  additional  for  the  damage. 

One  good  result,  however,  has  followed: 
the  governor  is  in  such  a  rage  that  he  iias 
determined  to  leave  this  to-morrow. 


LETTER  XV. 

MISS   DODD  TO   MISS   DOOLAN,    OF  BALLYDOOLAN. 

My  Dearest  Kitty, — I  do  not,  indeed, 
deserve  your  reproaches.  Mine  is  not  a 
heart  to  forget  the  fondest  ties  of  early  af- 
fection, nor  would  you  charge  me  with 
this  Avere  you  near  me.  But  hoAV  can  you, 
lying  peacefully  in  the  calm  haven  of  do- 
mestic quiet,  "  sleeping  on  your  shadow," 
as  the  poetess  says,  sympathize  Avith  one 
storm-tossed,  and  all  but  shipwrecked  on 
the  Avild,  wide  ocean  of  life  ? 

Of  the  past  I  cannot  trust  myself  to 
speak,  and  I  must  say,  Kitty,  if  there  be 
one  lesson  Avhich  the  continent  teaches 
above  all  others,  it  is  not  to  go  over  the 
bygone.  A  week  ago,  in  foreign  accepta- 
tion, is  half  a  century  ;  and  he  who  re- 
members the  events  of  yesterday  rather 
verges  on  being  a  "  bore  "  for  his  pains. 
Probably  it  is  the  intensity  with  Avhich 
they  til  row  themselves  into  the  "  present  " 
that  imparts  to  foreigners  their  incontest- 
able superiority  in  all  that  constitutes  so- 
cial distinction — their  gloAving  enthusiasm 
even  about  what  Ave  should  call  trifles — 
their  ardor  to  attain  what  Ave  should  deem 
of  little  moment  ! 

If  you  Avere  not  to  Avitness  it,  Kitty,  you 
couldn't  belicA-e  what  an  odious  thing  your 
regular  untraveled  Englishman  is.  His 
pride,  his  stiffness,  his  self-conceit,  his 
contempt  for  everybody  and  everytliing, 
from  good  breeding  to  grammar.  Contrast 
him  Avith  your  pliant  Frenchman,  your 
courteous  German,  or  your  devoted  Ital- 
ian ;  so  smiling  and  so  submissive,  so  grate- 
ful for  the  slightest  mark  of  your  favor, 
that  you  feel  all  the  power  of  riches  in  the 
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wealth  of  your  smiles,  or  the  resources  of 
your  wit  ! 

And  they  are  so  ingeuious  in  discovering 
your  perfections  !  It  is  not  alone  the  rich 
color  of  your  hair,  the  arch  of  your  eye- 
brow, or  the  symmetry  of  your  instep, 
Kitty,  but  even  the  secret  workings  of 
your  fancy,  tlie  fitful  playings  of  your  im- 
agination ;  these  they  understand  by  a 
kind  of  magic.  I  really  believe  that  tlu- 
reason  Englishmen  do  not  coniju-ehend 
women  is,  that  they  desjiiso  and  look  down 
upon  them.  Foreigners,  on  the  other  hand, 
adore  and  revere  tlicm  !  There  is  a  kind 
of  wor.ship  paid  to  the  sex  abroad  that  is 
most  fascinating. 

One  reason  for  all  this  may  be,  that  in 
England  there  are  so  many  roads  to  ambi- 
tion quite  separated  from  female  influence. 
Now  here  this  is  not  the  case.  We  are 
everything  abroad,  Kitty.  Political,  lit-' 
erary,  artistic,  fashional)le — as  we  will. 
We  can  be  fascinating,  and  go  everywhere, 
or  exclusive,  and  only  admit  a  ciiosen  few. 
We  can  be  deep  in  all  the  secrets  of  State, 
and  exhausted  with  all  the  cares  of  the 
Cabinet,  or  can  be  "  liones,"  and  affect 
cigars  and  men  society,  talk  scandal  and 
"  coulises,"  wear  all  the  becoming  caprices  : 
of  costume,  and  be  even  more  than  men  in 
independence. 

I  see — or  I  fancy  that  I  see — your  aston- 
ishment at  all  that  I  am  telling  you,  and 
that  vou  half  exclaim,  "  Where  and  how 
did  Mary  Anne  learn  all  this?"  Fll  tell 
you,  my  dearest  Kitty,  since  even  the  ex- 
pansion of  heart  to  my  oldest  fi-iend  is 
not  sweeter  to  me  than  the  enjoyment  of 
speaking  of  one  whose  very  name  is  already 
a  spell  to  me. 

You  must  know,  then,  that  after  vari- 
ous incidents,  too  numerous  to  recount, 
w(i  left  Brussels  for  Liege,  where  poor 
mamma  was  taken  so  ill  that  we  were 
forced  to  remain  several  weeks.  I'his,  of 
course,  threw  a  gloom  over  our  party,  and 
deprived  me  of  the  inestimable  pleasure  I 
should  have  felt  in  visiting  the  scenes  so 
graphically  described  in  Scott's  delightful 
**  Quentin  Durward."  As  it  was,  I  did 
contrive  to  make  acquaintance  A^ith  the  old 
Palace  of  the  Prince  Bishops,  and  brought 
away,  as  souvenir,  a  very  pretty  lace  lappet 
and  pair  of  gold  ear-rings  of  antique  form, 
which  I  wanted,  greatly  to  suit  a  ''moyen 
age"  costume  that  I  have  just  completed, 
and  of  which  1  shall  speak  hereafter. 

Liege,  however,  did  not  agree  with  any 
of  us.  Mamma  never  slept  at  night ;  papa 
did  little  else  than  sleep  day  and  night ; 
poor  James  overworked  himself  at  study  ; 
and  Gary  and  myself  grew  positively  plain! 
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so  that  we  started  at  last  for  Aix-la-Cha- 
])elle,  intending  to  proceed  direct  to  the 
Khine.  On  arriving,  however,  at  the 
"  Quatre  Saisons  "  Hotel,  pa  found  an  ex- 
cellent stock  of  port  wine,  which  an  Eng- 
lishman, just  deceased,  had  brought  over 
for  his  own  drinking,  and  he  resolved  to 
remain  while  it  lasted.  There  were,  for- 
tunately only  seven  dozen',  or  we  should 
not  have  got  away,  as  we  did,  in  three 
weeks. 

Not  that  Aix  was  entirely  devoid  of 
anuisemont.  In  the  morning  there  is  a 
kind  of  promenade  round  the  bath-house, 
where  you  drink  a  sul})hur  spa  to  soft  mu- 
sic ;  but,  as  James  says,  a  solution  of  rot- 
ten eggs  in  dish  water  is  scarcely  palata- 
ble, even  with  Donizetti.  After  that,  yo-u 
breakfast  with  what  appetite  you  may; 
then  you  ride  out  in  large  ])arties  of  fifteen 
or  twenty  till  dinner,  the  day  being  fin- 
ished with  a  kind  of  half-dress,  or  no-dress 
ball  at  "the  Kooms."  The  Rooms,  my 
dear  Kitty,  require  a  word  or  two  of  de- 
scription. They  are  a  set  of  six  or  seven 
salons  of  consideral)le  size,  and  no  mean 
pretension  as  to  architecture  ;  at  least  the 
ceilings  are  very  handsome,  and  the  archi- 
traves of  doors  and  windows  display  a  vast 
amount  of  ornament,  but  so  dirty,  so 
shamefullv,  shockingly  dirty,  it  is  incredi- 
ble to  say!  In  some  there  are  newspapers; 
in  others  they  talk  ;  in  one  large  apart- 
ment there  is  dancing  ;  but  the  rush  and 
recourse  of  all  seem  to  two  chamt)ers,  where 
they  play  at  rouge-et-noir  and  roulette. 

I  only  took  a  passing  ])eep  at  this  pai;- 
demoninm,  and  was  shocked  at  the  un- 
shaven and  ill-carcd-for  aspect  of  the  play- 
ers, who  really,  to  my  eyes,  appeared  like 
persons  in  great  poverty  ;  and  indeed. 
Lord  George  informs  me,  that  the  fre- 
quenters of  this  place  are  a  very  inferior 
class  to  those  who  resort  to  Ems  and  Ba- 
den. 

I  was  not  very  sorry  to  get  away  from 
this  ;  for,  independently  of  other  reasons. 
Pa  had  made  us  very  remarkable — I  had 
almost  said  very  ridiculous — before  thefii-st 
week  was  over.  In  order  to  jirevent  James 
from  frequenting  the  ])lay-ro()m,  papa  sta- 
tioned himself  at  the  door,  where  he  sat, 
with  a  gi-eat  stick  before  him,  from  twelve* 
o'clock'  every  day  till  the  same  hour  at 
night — a]iieceof  eccentricity  that  of  course 
drew  public  attention  to  him,  and  made  us 
all  the  subject  of  impertinent  remarks, 
and,  indeed,  of  some  practical  jokes  :  such 
as  sudden  alarms  of  fire,  anonymous  let- 
ters, aiul  other  devices,  to  seduce  him  from 
his  watch. 

It  Avas,  therefore,  an  inexpressible  relief 
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to  me  to  hear  tliat  we  were  off  for(>o]ogiie 
— tlijit  city  of  svvcet  wafers  and  a  glorious 
cathedral  ! — though  I  must  own  to  you, 
Kitty,  that  in  the  lirst  of  these  two  at- 
tractions the  i)l:ice  is  disappointing.  The 
manufactures  of  the  far-famed  perfume 
would  seem  so  successfully  to  liave  ex- 
tracted the  odor  of  the  richly-gifted  flow- 
ers, that  they  have  actually  left  nothing 
endurahle  hy  human  nose  !  Of  all  the 
towns  in  Europe,  it  is,  they  tell,  the  very 
worst  in  this  respect  ;  and  even  papa,  who, 
oetween  snuff  and  nerves  long  inured  to 
Irish  fairs  and  quarter  sessions,  is  tolerably 
indifferent — even  he  said  tiiat  he  felt  it 
"rather  close  and  stuffy." 

As  for  the  cathedral,  dearest,  I  liave  no 
words  to  convey  my  sensations  of  awe, 
wonderment,  and  worship.  Yes,  Kitty, 
it  was  a  sense  of  soft  devotional  bewilder- 
ment— a  kind  of  deliciously  pious  rapture 
I  felt  come  over  me,  as  I  sat  in  a  dark  re- 
cess of  this  glorious  building,  the  rich  organ 
notes  pealing  through  the  vaulted  aisles, 
and  floating  upward  toward  the  fretted 
roof.  Even  Lord  George — that  volatile 
spirit — could  not  resist  the  influence  of 
the  spot,  and  he  pressed  my  hand  in  the 
fervor  of  his  feelings — a  liberty,  I  need 
scarcely  tell  you,  he  never  would  have  ven- 
tured on  under  less  exciting  circumstances. 

Shall  I  own  to  you,  Kitty,  that  this 
sign  of  emotion  on  his  part  emboldened 
me  to  a  step  that  you  will  call  one  of  dar- 
ing heroism.  I  could  not,  however,  resist 
the  temptation  of  contrasting  the  solemn 
grandeur  and  gorgeous  sublimity  of  our 
Ohurch  with  the  cold,  unimpressive  naked- 
ness of  Jiis.  The  theme,  the  spot,  the  hour 
- — all  seemed  to  inspire  me,  Kitty  ;  and  I 
suppose  I  must  have  pleaded  eloquentlv, 
for, his  hand  trembled,  his  head  drooped, 
and  almost  fell  upon  my  shoulder.  I  told 
him  repeatedly  that  it  was  his  reason  I 
wished  to  convince— that  I  neither  desired 
to  captivate  his  imagination,  nor  engage 
his  heart. 

"And  why  not  my  heart?"  cried  he, 
passionately.      "  Is  it  that — " 

Oh,  Kitty,  who  can  tell  wliat  he  would 
have  said  next,  if  a  dirty  little  acolyte  had 
not  whisked  round  the  corner  and'begged 
of  us  to  move  away  and  let  him  light  two 
tapers  beside  a  skull  in  a  glass  case'  ?  The 
officious  little  wretch  might,  at  least,  have 
waited  till  we  had  gone  away  ;  but  no, 
nothing  would  do  for  him  but  he  must  il- 
luminate his  bones  t)iat  very  instant,  and 
thus,  probably,  was  lost  to  me  forever  the 
unspeakable  triumph  I  had  all  but  accom- 
plished. 

We. arose  and  set  out  in  search  of  our 


party,  who  were,  it  appeared,  in  quest  of 
])apa  ;  nor  was  it  for  two  hours  that  we 
found  him.  He  had  ascended  the  tower 
with  us  all,  but  instead  of  coming  down 
when  we  did,  he  took  a  short  turn  on  the 
leads,  and,  finding  the  door  closed  on  his 
return,  remained  a  i)risoner  there  during 
all  the  time  we  were  in  search  of  him. 
There  is  no  saying  how  much  longer  he 
might  have  passed  in  this  captivity — for  all 
his  cries  and  shouts  were  unheard — had  he 
not  hit  upon  an  expedient,  not  entirely  de- 
void of  danger,  for  his  rescue.  This  was, 
to  tear  off  any  loose  tiles  he  could  find,  and 
hurl  them  over  into  the  street  beneath. 
Why  and  how  nobody  was  killed  by  it  we 
cannot  guess,  for  it  is  a  most  crowded 
thoroughfare,  and  actually  crammed  with 
stalls  of  fruit  and  vegetables.  The  but- 
tresses and  projections  of  the  cathedral 
probably  arrested  many  of  the  missiles  in 
their  flight  ;  but  one,  thrown  I  conjecture 
with  extraordinary  force,  came  bang  on 
the  roof  of  tlie  archbishop's  carriage,  just 
as  his  grace  had  got  in,  the  noise  and  the 
shock  almost  depriving  him  of  conscious- 
ness !  Papa,  however,  knew  nothing  of 
all  this,  and  was  actually  hard  at  work  de- 
taching a  lead  gutter  when  they  rushed  up 
and  apprehended  him. 

It  Avas  almost  an  hour  before  we  could 
come  to  anything  like  a  reasonable  expla- 
nation of  the  incident,  for  papa  insisted 
that  he  was  the  aggrieved  person  through- 
out, and  raved  about  his  action  for  false 
imprisonment.  The  dean  of  the  cathedral 
demanded  a  handsome  sum  for  reparation, 
and  threw  in  a  sly  word  about  "sacrilege" 
if  we  demurred.  Mamma,  still  weak  and 
delicate,  took  to  hysterics,  while  a  consid- 
erable mob  outside  gave  token  of  prepara- 
tion to  maltreat  us  on  our  exit.  Under  all 
these  adverse  conjunctures  we  thought;  it 
wiser  to  remain  where  Ave  were  till  night  ; 
so  we  sent  for  something  to  the  hotel,  and 
made  ourselves  comfortable  in  the  sacris- 
tan's room,  where,  the  first  shock  over,  we 
grew  both  merry  and  happy.  Lord  G.,  as 
usual,  being  the  life  of  our  party,  by  that 
buoyant  exhilaration  that  realh'.  Kilty,  is 
the  first  of  all  Nature's  gifts. 

I  already  guess  whither  your  thoughts 
are  carrying  you,  Kitty  !  Have  I  not 
divined  aright  ?  You  are  calling  to  mind 
the  night  we  passed  at  the  old  windmill  at 
Gariff,  when  the  bridge  was  carried  away 
by  the  flood  !  I  vow  to  you  it  was  upper- 
most in  my  own  thoughts  too  !  It  was 
there  Peter  first  told  me  of  his  love  I 
Never  till  that  moment  had  I  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  his  feeling  toward  me.  I  was 
young,  artless,  and  confiding — a  mere  child 
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of  nature!  Indeed,  I  must  say  that  he' 
was  not  blameless  in  taking  the  advantao^e 
he  did  of  my  fresh  and  unsuspoctinfy  heart  I 
What  knevv  I  of  the  world  ?  How  could  1 
anticipate  the  position  1  was  yet  to  hold  in 
society,  or  how  measure  the  degree  of  pre- 
sumption i)y  which  he  a8i)ired  to  my  hand? 

lie  has  many  excellent  qualities  of  head 
and  heart.  1  do  not  deny  it  ;  hut  the  de- , 
ceit  he  thus  practiced  on  me  I  can  never 
forget.  I  do  not  desire  that  you  should; 
tell  him  so.  Xo,  Kitty.  The  likelihood  is, 
that  we  may  never  meet  again  ;  and  I  do 
not  wish  that  one  harsh  thought  should  i 
mar  the  memory  of  the  past  !  It  may  be 
that,  at  some  future  time,  I  can  befriend  ' 
and  serve  him  ;  and  he  may  rest  assured,  j 
that  no  station  of  life,  however  exalted  and 
brilliant,  will  separate  me  from  the  ties  of 
early  friendship.  Even  now,  I  am  certain, 
Lord  (ieorge  would  oblige  mo  on  his  be- 
half. Do  you  think,  or  could  you  ascer- 
tain, whether  he  would  like  to  go  out  as 
surgeon  to  a  convict  ship  ?  'ihey  tell  me 
that  these  aiv  excellent  appointments,  and 
admirably  suited  to  young  men  of  enter- 
prising habits  and  no  friends  ;  and  that, 
if  they  settle  in  the  colony,  they  get  sev- 
eral thousand  acres  of  land,  and  as  many 
natives  as  they  can  catch.  From  what  I 
can  learn  it  would  suit  P.  B.,  for  he  was 
always  of  a  romantic  turn,  and  fond  of 
mutton. 

How  many  wandering  fancies  have  led 
me  away  !  Where  was  1  ?  Oh,  in  the  little 
vaulted  chamber  of  the  sacristan,  with  its 
([uaint  old  wainscot  and  its  one  narrow 
window,  dim  and  many-paned  !  It  was 
midnight  before  we  left  it  to  return  to  our 
hotel,  and  then  the  streets  were  quite  de- 
serted, and  we  walked  along  in  silent 
thoughtfulness,  I  leaning  on  Lord  G.'s 
ami,  and  wishing — I  know  not  well  why — 
that  we  had  two  miles  to  go  ! 

We  are  stopping  at  the  "p]mperor,"a 
very  line  hotel  that  looks  out  upon  the 
Rhine,  and,  as  my  window  overhangs  the 
river,  1  sat  and  gazed  upon  the  rushing 
waters  till  nigh  <layl)reak,  occasionally  add- 
ing a  line  to  this  scrawl  to  my  dearest 
Kitty,  and  then  wafting  a  sigli  to  the 
night-breeze  as  it  stole  along. 

And  now  at  length,  and  after  all  these 
windings  and  digressions,  I  come  to  what 
I  promised  to  speak  of  in  the  early  part  of 
this  rambling  epistle.  We  were  at  break- 
fast on  the  morning  aftt;r  what  Lord  G. 
calls  our  "cathedral  service" — for  he  per- 
sists in  quizzing  about  it,  and  says  that  pa 
was  practicing  to  become  a ''minor canon," 
when  a  very  handsome  traveling-carriage 
drove   up  to  the   hotel  door,  attracting  us 


nil  to  the  windows  by  the  noise  and  clatter. 
It  was  one  of  those  handsome  britschkas, 
Kitty,  that  at  once  bespeak  the  style  of 
their  owner  ;  scrupulously  plain  and  (piiet 
— almost  Quaker-like  in  sim])licity,  but 
elegant  in  form,  and  surrouiuled  with  all 
that  luxury  of  cases  and  imperials  that 
show  the  traveler  carries  every  indulgence 
and  comfort  along  with  him. 

There  was  no  couriei".  but  a  very  smart- 
ly-dressed maid,  evidently  French,  occupied 
the  rumble.  \\  hile  we  stood  sjieculating  as 
to  the  new  arrival,  F^ord  (Jeoi-ge  In-oke  out 
with  a  sudden  exclamation  of  astonishment 
and  delight,  and  rushed  down  stains.  The 
next  moment  he  was  at  the  side  of  the  car- 
riage, fiom  which  a  very  fair,  white  hand 
was  extended  to  him.  It  was  very  easy  to 
see,  by  his  air  and  manner,  that  he  was  on 
the  most  intimate  terms  with  the  fair  trav- 
eler ;  nor  was  it  difficult  to  detect,  by  the 
gestures  of  the  landlord,  that  he  was  de- 
ploring the  crowded  state  of  the  hotel,  and 
the  impossibility  of  affording  accommoda- 
tion. As  is  usual  on  such  occasions,  a  consid- 
erable crowd  had  gathered — beggars,  loung- 
ers, luggage-porters,  waiters,  and  stable- 
men, who  all  eagerly  poked  tiieir  heads  into 
the  carriage,  and  seemed  to  take  a  lively 
interest  in  what  was  going  forward,  to 
escape  from  whose  impertinent  curiosity 
Lord  G.  entreated  the  l;idy  to  alight. 

To  this  she  consented,  and  we  saw  a 
very  elegant-looking  person,  in  a  kind  of 
half-mourning,  descend  from  the  carriage, 
displaying  what  James  called  a  "stunning 
foot  and  ankle"  as  she  alighted.  We  had 
not  time  to  resume  our  seats  at  the  break- 
fast-table, when  FiOrd  George  rushed  in, 
saying,  "Only  think,  there's  Mrs.  Gore 
Hlimpton  arrived,  and  not  a  place  to  put 
her  head  in  I  Her  stupid  courier  has,  they 
say,  gone  on  to  Bonn,  although  she  told 
him  she  meant  to  stay  some  days  here." 

Now-,  my  dearest  Kitty,  I  blush  to  own 
that  not  one  of  us  had  ever  heard  of  ]Mrs. 
Gore  Hampton  to  that  hour,  although  un- 
questiona!)ly,  from  the  way  Lord  George 
announced  the  name,  she  was  as  well 
known  in  the  great,  world  as  Albert  Prince 
of  Wales  and  the  rest  of  the  royal  fumily. 
We  of  course,  however,  did  not  exhibit  our 
ignorance,  but  deplored,  and  regretted,  and 
sorrowed  over  her  misfortune,  as  though 
it  had  been  what  the  7V/ws calls"  a  shock- 
ing case  of  destitution." 

•'It  just  shows  I"  said  Lord  George,  as 
he  walked  hurriedly^  to  and  fro,  rubbing 
his  hands  through  his  hair  in  distraction. 
"  that  with  every  accident  of  fortune  that 
can  befall  human  beings — rank,  wealth, 
beauty,  and  accomplishment — one  is  not 


68 


CHARLES  LEVER'S  WORR^S. 


exempt  from  the  annoyances  of  life.  If  a 
man  were  to  have  laid  a  bet  at  Brookes's, 
that  Mre  Gore  Ham])ton  would  be  break- 
fasting in  the  public  room  of  an  hotel  on 
the  Rhine  on  such  a  day,  he'd  liave  netted 
a  pretty  smart  sum  by  the  odds."' 

"And  is  she  ?"  cried  three  or  four  of 
us  together.     "Is  that  possible  ?" 

''It  will  be  an  accomplished  fact,  as  the 
French  say,  in  about  ten  minutes, "  cried 
he,  ''for  tliere  is  really  not  a  corner  unoc- 
cupied in  the  hotel." 

We  looked  at  each  other,  Kitty,  for  some 
seconds  in  silence,  and  then,  as  if  by  a 
common  impulse  every  eye  was  turned  to- 
Avard  papa.  "Whatever  his  feelings,  I  can- 
not pretend  to  guess,  but  he  evidently 
shrank  from  our  scrutiny,  for  he  opened 
the  Oalignani  and  intrenched  himself  be- 
hind it. 

"V\\\  sure  that  either  Mary  Anne  or 
Gary,''  broke  in  mamma,  ''would  willingly 
give  up  her  room."  ■ 

*'0h!  delighted  —  but  too  hapjDy  to 
oblige,"  cried  we  together.  But  Lord 
George  stopped  us.  "  That's  the  worst  of 
it — she  is  so  timid,  so  fearful  of  giving 
trouble,  and  especially  when  she  is  not  ac- 
quainted, that  I'm  certain  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  occasion  all  this  inconve- 
nience." 

"But  it  will  be  none  whatever.  If  she 
could  be  content  with  one  room — " 

"One  room  !"  cried  he — "one  room  is 
a  palace  at  such  a  moment.  But  that  is 
jirecisely  the  value  of  the  sacrifice." 

We  assured  him,  again  and  again,  that 
"we  thought  nothing  of  it  ?  that  the  o])por- 
tunity  of  serving  any  friend  of  his — not 
to  speak  of  one  so  worthy  of  evei-y  atten- 
tion— was  an  ample  recompense  for  such 
a  trifling  inconvenience.  We  became  elo- 
quent and  entreating,  and  at  last,  I  actu- 
ally believe,  we  had  to  importune  him  at 
least  to  give  the  lady  herself  the  choice  of 
accepting  our  proposition. 

"  Be  it  so,"  cried  he,  suddenly  ;  and, 
starting  up,  hurried  down  stairs  to  convey 
our  message. 

When  he  left  the  room,  we  sat  staring  at 
each  other,  as  if  profoundly  conscious  tiiat 
we  had  done  something  very  magnanimous 
and  very  splendid,  and  yet  at  the  same 
time  not  quite  satisfied  that  we  had  done 
it  in  tlie  right  way.  Mamma  suggested 
that  papa  ought  to  have  gone  down  him- 
self with  our  offer.  He,  on  the  contrary, 
said  that  it  was  her  business,  or  that  of  one 
of  the  girls.  James  was  of  the  opinion 
that  a  civil  note  would  be  the  proper 
thing.  "  Mvs.  Kenny  James  Dodd,  of 
Dodsborough,  presentslier  respectful  com- 


jiliments,"  and  so  forth — thus  giving  us 
the  opportunity  of  mentioning  our  ances- 
tral seat,  not  to  speak  of  the  advantage  of 
rounding  off  a  monosyllabic  name  with 
a  sonorous  termination.  James  defended 
his  o[)iniou  so  successfully,  that  I  actually 
fetched  my  writing-desk  and  ojiened  it  on 
the  breakfast-table,  when  Lord  George 
flung  wide  the  door,  and  announced  "Mrs. 
Gore  Hampton." 

You  may  judge  of  our  confusion,  when 
I  tell  you  tluit  mamma  was  in  her  dress- 
ing-gown and  without  her  cap;  papa  in 
his  shocking  old  flannel  rohe  lie  chambre, 
with  the  brown  spots,  which  lie  calls  his 
"  leprosy,"  and  a  i)air  of  fur  boots  that  he 
wears  over  his  trowsers,  giving  him  the 
look  of  the  Russian  ferryman  we  see  in  the 
vignette  of  "Elizabeth,  or  the  Exiles  of 
Siberia ; "  Gary  and  I  in  curl-papers,  and 
"not  fastened;"  and  James  in  a  sailor's 
check  shirt  and  Russia-duck  trousers,  with 
a  red  sash  round  him,  and  an  enormous 
pipe  in  his  hand — a  picturesque  group — if 
jiot  a  pleasing  one.  I  mention  these  de- 
tails, dearest  Kitty,  less  as  to  any  relation 
they  bear  to  ourselves,  than  for  the  sake 
of  commemorating  the  inimitable  tact  of 
our  accomplished  visitor.  To  any  one  of 
less  perfect  breeding  the  situation  might 
have  seemed  awkward — almost,  indeed,  lu- 
dicrous. Mamma's  efforts  to  make  her 
scanty  drapery  extend  to  the  middle  of  her 
legs — ]Kipa's  struggles  to  hide  his  feet — 
James's  endeavors  to  escape  by  an  imprac- 
ticable door — and  Gary  and  myself  blush- 
ing as  we  tried  to  siiake  out  our  curls, 
made  up  a  scene  that  anything  short  of 
courtly  good  manners  might  have  laughed 
at. 

In  this  trying  emergency  she  was  per- 
fect. The  easy  grace  of  her  step,  the  ele- 
gant quietude  of  her  manner,  the  courtesy 
with  which  she  acknowledged  Avhat  she 
termed  "our  most  thoughtful  kindness," 
were  actual  fascinations.  It  seemed  as  if 
she  really  carried  into  the  room  with  her 
an  atmosphere  of  good  breeding,  for  we, 
magically  as  it  were,  forgot  all  about  the 
absurdities  of  our  appearance.  Mamma 
thought  no  more  of  her  almost  Highland 
costume,  papa  crossed  his  legs  with  the 
air  of  an  old  elephant,  and  James  leaned 
over  the  back  of  a  chair  to  converse  with 
her,  as  if  he  had  been  a  captain  of  the 
Goldstreams  in  full  uniform.  To  say  that 
she  was  charming,  Kitty,  is  nothing  ;  for, 
besides  being  almost  perfectly  beautiful, 
there  is  a  grace,  a  delicacy,  a  feminine  re- 
finement in  her  manner,  that  make  you 
feel  her  loveliness  almost  secondary  to  her 
elegance.     It  seemed,  besides,  like  an  in- 
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stinct  to  her,  the  way  slic  fell  in  with  all 
our  Inimors,  enjoying  witli  keen  zest  par 
pa's  acute  and  droll  remarks  al)out  the 
Continent  and  the  habits  of  foreigners, 
mamma's  opinions  on  the  subject  of  dress 
and  domestic  economy,  and  James's  no- 
tions of  "fas>t  men"  and  ''smart  people" 
in  general. 

She  rejieatedly  assured  us  that  she  con- 
curred in  everything  \\c  said,  and  gave  ex- 
actly the  same  reasons  for  preferring  the 
Continent  to  England  that  we  did,  in- 
stancing the  very  fact  of  our  making  ac- 
quaintance in  this  unceremonious  manner, 
as  a  palpable  case  in  point,  "Had  avc 
been  at  the  Star  and  Garter  at  Windsor, 
or  the  Albion  at  Brighton,"  said  she,  "you 
had  certainly  left  me  to  my  fate,  and  I 
should  not  have  been  now  enjoying  the 
})rivilege  of  an  acquaintance  that  I  trust  is 
not  destined  to  end  here." 

Oh  !  Kitty,  if  you  could  but  have  heard 
the  tone  of  winning  softness  with  wiiich 
she  uttered  words  as  simple  as  these.  But, 
indeed,  the  real  charm  of  manner  is  to  in- 
vest commonplaces  with  interest,  and  im- 
part to  the  mere  nothings  of  intercourse 
a  kind  of  fictitious  value  and  importance. 
She  congratulated  us  so  heartily  on  travel- 
ing without  a  courier — the  very  thing  Ave 
were  at  the  moment  ashamed  of,  ajid  that 
mamma  was  trying  all  manner  of  artifices 
to  conceal.  "It's  so  sensible  of  you,''  said 
she,  "so  independent,  and  shows  that 
you  thoroughly  understand  the  Continent. 
Traveling  as  /  do"  —  there  was  a  sor- 
rowful tenderness  as  she  said  this,  that 
brought  the  tears  to  my  eyes— "traveling 
as /do," — she  paused  and  only  resumed 
after  a  moment  of  difficulty — "a  courier 
is  indispensable  ;  but  yon  have  no  such 
necessity." 

"  And  Gregoire  apparently  wants  to 
show  you  how  well  you  oould  do  without 
him,"  cried  Lord  George.  "  lie  hasgonc  on 
to  Bonn,  and  left  you  here  to  your  destiny." 

"  Oh,  i)ut  he  is  such  a  good,  careful  old 
creature,"  said  she,  "that  though  he  docfi 
make  fearful  mistakes,  I  cannot  be  angry 
with  him." 

"It's  very  kind  of  you  to  say  so,"  re- 
sumed he;  "but  if  /  told  him  that  I 
meant  to  stop  at  Cologne,  and  lie  went  for- 
ward to  order  rooms  at  Bonn,  I'd  break 
his  neck  \v\\exi  we  met," 

"  Tlien  I  assure  you  I  shall  do  no  such 
thing,"  added  she,  taking  olf  her  gloves, 
as  if  to  show  how  unsuited  her  beautifully 
taper  fingers,  all  glittering  with  gems, 
would  be  to  any  such  occupation. 

"  And  now  you'll  have  to  wait  here  for 
Fordyce  ?  "  said  he,  half  angrily. 


"Of  course  I  shall!"  said  .?he,  with  a 
sweet  smile. 

Lord  George  made  some  rejoinder,  but  I 
could  not  hear  it,  to  this,  and  so,  Kitty, 
we  all  determined,  that  instead  of  at  once 
setting  out  for  Jionn,  we  should  stay  and 
dine  with  Mrs,  Gore  IIam]iton,  and  not 
leave  her  till  evening — a  kindness  at  whicli 
she  really  seemed  overjoyed,  thanking  each 
of  us  again  and  again  for  our  '•  dear  good- 
nature." 

And  now,  Kitty,  I  have  just  left  her  to 
hastt-n  off  these  lines  by  post  hour.  My 
heart  is  yet  lluttering  with  the  delight  of 
her  charming  conversation,  and  my  hand 
trembles  as  I  write  myself 

Your  ever  attached  and  fascinated  friend, 
Mary  Axxe  Dodd. 

Hotel  de  TErnpereur,  Cologne. 

P.S, — Mrs.  G.  II.  has  just  slipped  into 
my  dressing-room  to  say  that  she  is  so  sorry 
that  we  are  going  awa}'  ;  that  she  feels  as 
if  Ave  Avere  actually  old  friends  already. 
She  has  evidently  some  secret  sorrow  ; 
Avould  that  1  knew  how  to  console  her  ! 

AVe  are  to  write  to  each  other,  but  I  am 
not  to  show  her  letters  to  Cary  ;  this  she 
made  an  express  stipulation.  She  thinks 
Cary  '' a  sAveet  girl,  but  volatile  ;"  and  I 
believe,  Kitty,  that  there  is  something  of 
levity  in  her  character,  Avhich  is  its  great- 
est defect. 


LETTER  XVL 


KENNY  I.  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF  THE 
ORANGE,  BRUFF, 

My  dear  Tom, — There's  an  old  Turkish 
proverb  to  the  effect  that,  whenever  a  man 
finds  himself  ha{)py,  he  should  immediate- 
ly sit  down  and  write  Avord  of  it  to  his 
friends  ;  for  the  great  likelihood  is,  that  if 
he  loses  a  post,  he'll  have  to  change  his 
note.  Deiiend  upon  it,  the  adage  has  some 
truth  in  it  !  If,  for  exam})le,  I'd  have  fin- 
ished and  sent  off  a  letter  I  began  to  you 
last  Wednesday,  I'd  have  given  you  a  very 
favorable  account  of  myself  ami  our  j'-ros- 
l)ects  here.  The  ])lace  seemed  very  much 
what  wo  Avere  looking  for — a  quiet  little 
university  town  on  the  bank  of  this  fine 
river — snug  and  comfortable,  and  yet,  at 
the  same  time,  not  shut  in,  but  Avith  glor- 
ious exi>ansive  views  on  every  side  ;  shady 
walks  for  noonday,  and  hill  rambles  for 
sunset  ;  museums  and  collections  for  baci. 
Aveather  occupation,  and  that  kind  of  sim- 
ple, unostentatious  living,  that  bespeaks  a 
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commuuity  of  small  fortunes,  and  as  small 
ambitions. 

A  quaint-lookino;,  luilf-sln',  half-defiant 
look  in  the  faces,  showed  that,  if  not  very 
great  or  very  ricli  folk,  they  still  had  other, 
and  perhaps  not  less  sterling  claims  to 
worldly- reverence  ;  and  so  they  have,  too  ! 
There  are  some  of  the  first  men,  not  only 
in  Germany  but  in  Kurojie,  here,  living  on 
the  income  of  a  London  butler,  and  letting 
the  "first  floor  furnished''  to  j)coi)le  like 
the  Dodd  family. 

It  is  a  great  ])rivation  to  me  that  I  don't 
speak  German,  for  something  tells  me  we 
should  suit  each  other  wonderfully  !  Don't 
mistake  me,  Tom,  and  fancy  that  I  am  say- 
ing this  out  of  any  conceit  in  my  abilities, 
or  any  false  notion  of  my  education.  I 
believe  in  my  heart  I  have  as  little  of  one 
as  the  other  ;  and  the  only  wise  thing  my 
father  ever  did,  was  to  take  me  away  from 
Doctor  Bell's  when  I  was  thirteen,  and 
when  he  saw  that  putting  Latin  and  Greek 
into  me  was  like  sowing  barley  in  a  bog — a 
waste  of  good  seed  in  a  soil  not  fit  for 
it.  But  I'll  tell  you  why  I  think  I'd  get 
on  well  with  these  Germans.  They  seem 
to  be  a  kind  of  dreamy,  thoughtful,  imag- 
inative creatures,  that  would  relish  the  drv, 
commonplace  thoughts,  and  hard,  practi- 
cal hints  of  a  man  like  myself.  I  couldn't 
discuss  a  classical  subject  with  them,  nor 
talk  about  the  vai'ieties  of  the  Greek  dia- 
lects ;  but  I  could  converse  pleasantly' 
enough  about  the  difference  between  the 
ancients  and  ourselves  in  points  of  govern- 
ment, and  on  matters  of  social  life.  I  know 
little  of  books,  but  I've  seen  a  good  deal  of 
men  ;  and  if  it  be  objected  that  they  were 
.chiefly  of  my  own  country,  I  answer  at 
once,  that,  however  strongly  impressed 
Avith  his  nationality,  there's  not  a  man 
in  any  country  of  Europe  so  versatile,  so 
many-sided,  and  so  difficult  to  understand, 
as  Paddy.  Don't  be  frightened,  Tom  ;  I'm 
not  going  off  into  the  "ethnologies,"  and 
not  a  word  will  you  hear  from  me  about 
the  facial  angle,  or  frontal  development  ! 
I'm  not  speaking  of  Pat  as  if  he  were  a 
plaster  cast  to  be  measured  with  a  rule  and 
marked  with  apiece  of  charcoal  ;  I'm  talk- 
ing of  him  as  he  is,  in  a  frieze  coat  or  one 
of  broadcloth — a  skeptical,  credulous,  pa- 
tient, headlong,  calculating,  impulsive, 
miserly  spendthrift — a  species  of  bull  in- 
carnate, that  never  ])rospers  till  he  is  ru- 
ined outright,  and  only  has  real  success  in 
life  when  all  the  odds  are  against  him. 

Ireland's  birdlime  to  me— I  stick  fast  if 
I  only  touch  it  ;  and  why  ain't  I  back 
there,  growling  about  the  markets,  cursing 
the  poor-rates,  and  enjoying  myself  as  I 


used  to  do  ?  Doesn't  it  strike  you,  Tom, 
that  we  take  more  ''out"  of  ouivselves  in 
Ireland — in  the  way  of  temper,  I  mean — 
than  any  other  people  we  hear  of  in  his- 
tory ?  Paddy  often  reminds  me  of  those 
cutters  on  the  American  lakes,  where  they 
saw  across  the  timbers  to  give  them  greater 
speed  ;  we  go  fast,  it  is  true,  but  we  strain 
ourselves  terribly  for  the  sake  of  it. 

And  now  to  come  back  to  Bonn  :  there 
is  really  much  to  like  in  it.  It  is  clieap,  it 
is  quiet  without  seclusion,  and  there's  no 
snobbery.  You  know  Avhat  I  mean,  Tom. 
There's  not  a  tilbury,  nor  a  tiger,  nor  a 
genteel  tea-party  in  the  town.  I  don't 
know  of  a  single  waistcoat  Avith  more  than 
five  colors  in  it ;  and,  except  James  and 
the  head  waiter,  there's  nobody  wears  dia- 
mond shirt  buttons.  In  fact,  if  Ave  must 
liA^e  out  of  our  country,  I  thought  thajt  this 
Avas  about  the  best  spot  we  could  fix  njion. 
AVe  made  an  excellent  bargain  at  our 
hotel ;  ten  pounds  a  Aveek  was  to  cover 
everything;  no  extras  of  any  kind  after 
that ;  so  that  at  last  I  began  to  see  my  Avay 
before  me,  and  perceive  some  chance  of 
solving  that  curious  problem  that  torments 
alike  chancellors  and  country  gentlemen — 
hoAv  to  meet  expenditure  by  income. 

Masters  in  German,  music,  and  mathe- 
matics, ,and  other  little  odds  and  ends, 
took  a  couple  of  pounds  more  ;  and  I  al- 
loAved  myself  ten  shillings  a  week  for  what 
the  doctor  calls  "my  little  charities,"  that 
noAV  resoh'e  themselves  into  threepenny 
Avhist,  or  a  game  of  ninepins,  with  the 
Professor  of  Oriental  languages.  Even 
yon,  Tom — ''  Joe  "  as  you  are  about  the 
budget — couldn't  pick  a  hole  in  this  !  Not 
that  1  Avant  to  give  myself  credit  for  u 
measure  absolutely  imperative  ;  foi-,  to  say 
the  truth,  our  late  performances  in  Brus- 
sels were  of  the  very  costliest,  and  even 
Liege  ran  aAvay  .with  a  deal  of  money. 
Doctors  have  about  the  same  ideas  respect- 
ing your  cash  account  as  your  constitution. 
They  never  leave  either  in  a  state  of  ple- 
thora !  NoAv,  as  I  Avas  saying,  my  letter, 
begun  on  Wednesday  last,  had  all  these 
detail.-^,  and  might  have  concluded  with  a 
flattering-  picture  of  James  hard  at  his 
studies,  and  the  girls  not  less  diligently 
occupied  Avith  their  music  and  embroidery 
— the  two  resources  by  Avhich  modern  in- 
genuity fancies  it  keeps  female  minds  em- 
ployed !  As  if  double-bass  or  Berlin  wool 
Avere  disinfecting  liquors  !  I  could  also 
have  added  that  Mrs.  D.  had  fallen  into 
that  peculiar  condition  Avhich  is  natural  to 
her  Avhenever  she  finds  a  place  stupid  and 
unexciting,  and  which  she  fondly  fancies 
to  be  a  religious  frame  of  mind  ;  in  other 
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words,  slio  took  to  reudiii;^-  Ikt  breviary, 
and  worryin.t;  Betty  (.'oh!)  iiljoiit  lier  duties; 
got  up  for  five  o'clock  muss,  and  insisted 
upon  Friday  coming  three  times  a  week. 
I  could  bear  all  this  for  qniotness'  sake  ; 
and  if  fish  diet  could  insure  peace,  I'd  be 
content  to  live  upon  isinglass  for  the  rest 
of  my  days. 

Mrs.  D.,  however,  is  not  a  woman  to  do 
things  by  halves  ;  there's  no  John  Russell- 1 
ism   about  her  ;    and    now  that  she    had  I 
taken    this    serious    turn,    I    saw   clearly  j 
enough  what  was  in   store   for  us.     I  had  j 
actually  ordered  a  small  silk  skull-cap,  as  | 
a   protection    to    my  head,    not  knowing 
when  I  might  be  sent   to  do  duty   in   aj 
procession,  when  suddenly  the  wind  veered  j 
round,  and  began   to  blow  very  fresh    in  j 
exactly  the  opposite  quarter.      You  must  [ 
know,  Tom,  that  just  before  we   left  Co-! 
logne  we  chanced  to  make  an  acquaintance  j 
Avith  a  certain  very  fashionable  person — a 
Mrs.   Gore   Hampton.     She   was   standing  1 
disconsolately   to    be    rained    on,    in    the 
street,  when  Lord  George  brought  her  up- 
stairs to  our  rooms,  and  introduced  her  to 
us.     She  was,  I  must  say,  wh^it  is  popu- 
larly called  a  very  splendid  woman — tall, 
dark-eyed,  and  dashing,  with  a  bewitching 
smile,  and  that  kind  of  voice  tluit  somehow 
makes  commonplaces  very  graceful.      She 
had,  too,  that  wonderful  tact — wherever  it 
comes  from  I  can't  guess — to  suit  us  all, 
without    seeming    to    take    the    slightest 
trouble  about  the  matter. 

She  tiilked  to  Mrs.  D.  about  London 
fashionable  life,  just  as  if  they  had  both 
been  going  out  together  for  the  last  three 
or  four  seasons  ;  ay,  and  stranger  still, 
without  even  once  puzzling  her,  or  making 
her  feel  astray  in  the  geography  of  this 
ieri'd  incognita.  I  conclude  she  was 
equally  successful  with  the  girls;  and 
though  she  scarcely  addressed  a  word  to 
James,  I  suppose  she  must  have  made  up 
for  it  by  a  look,  for  he  has  never  ceased 
raving  of  her  since. 

I  haven't  told  you  how  she  ''landed  " 
me — for  I'm  not  above  confessing  that  I 
was  as  bad  as  the  rest ;  but  the  truth 
is,  Tom,  I  don't  really  know  how  I  was 
caught.  I  am  too  old  for  these  blandish- 
ments ;  they  no  more  suit  me  now  than  a 
tight  boot  or  a  runaway  hack  ;  one  gets 
too  rheumatic  and  too  stiff  in  the  joints 
for  honiage  after  fifty  ;  and  besides  that, 
there's  a  kind  of  croaking  conscience  that 
whispers,  "Don't  be  making  a  fool  of 
yourself,  Kenny  James!"  and,  between 
you  and  me,  Tom,  'tis  well  for  us  when 
we're  not  too  deaf  to  hear  it. 

Besides  this,  Tom,  it  is  only  the  fellows 


that  never  wei'c  in  love  when  they  were 
young  that  become  irretrievably  entangled 
in  after  life.  If  you  want  to  see  a  true 
sexagenarian  victim,  look  out  for  some 
hang-dog,  down -cast,  mopish  creature,  or 
some  suspectful,  wary,  crafty,  red-haired 
rascal,  that  thought  every  woman  had  a 
trap  laid  for  him.  These  are  your  hope- 
less cases — these  are  the  men  that  always 
die  in  some  mysterious  manner,  and  leave 
wills  behind  them  to  be  litigated  for  half  a 
century. 

The"  Kenny  Dodds  of  this  world  come 
into  another  category.  They  knew  that 
love  and  the  measles  are  mildest  in  young 
constitutions,  and  so  they  began  early. 
Maybe  it  was  in  a  firm  reliance  on  this 
that  I  felt  so  easy  about  the  widow — if 
widow  she  be — for,  to  tell  the  truth,  I 
don't  yet  know  if  Mr.  Gore  Hampton  be 
to  the  fore,  or  only  has  left  her  a  memory 
of  his  virtues. 

I  leave  you  to  guess  what  impression  she 
made  upon  me  ;  for  the  more  I  go  on  try- 
ing to  explain  and  refine  upon  it,  the  less 
intelligible  do  I  become.  One  thing, 
however,  I  must  say — these  charming  wo- 
men are  the  ruin  of  Irishmen  I  Our  own  fair 
creatures,  with  a  great  share  of  good  looks, 
and  far  more  than  ordinaiy  agreeability, 
are  not  so  dangerous  as  the  English,  and 
for  this  reason  :  in  their  demands  for  ad- 
miration they  are  too  general ;  they — so  to 
say — fire  at  the  whole  covey  ;  now,  your 
Englishwoman  marks  her  bird,  and  never 
goes  home  till  she  bags  it  I 

We  were  to  have  left  Cologne  that  morn- 
ing for  Bonn,  but  so  agreeably  did  'the 
time  pass,  that  Ave  didn't  start  till  evening, 
and  even  then  it  was  quite  tearing  our- 
selves away  ;  for  the  delightful  widow — for 
w.idow  I  must  call  her  till  she  shows  cause 
to  the  contrary — hourly  gained  on  us. 

She  Avas  obliged  to  wait  there  for  some 
laAvyere  or  men  of  business  that  were  to 
folloAV  her  Avith  papers  to  sign  ;  and  al- 
though Lord  George  did  his  best  to  per- 
suade her  that  she  might  as  Avell  come  on 
Avith  us — that  Bonn  Avas  only  fifteen  miles 
further*— she  Avas  firm,  and  said  that  "Old 
Mr.  Fordyce  Avas  a  great  ])iig.  and  Avhen 
she  had  once  named  Cologne  for  their 
meeting,  she  Avould  have  traveled  from 
Naples  rather  that  break  the  appoint- 
ment." I  own  to  you,  there  Avas  a  tenac- 
ity and  determination  in  all  that  Avhich 
pleased  me.  Maybe,  the  great  charm  of 
it  Avas,  that  it  Avas  very  unlike  Avhat  Fd 
have  done  myself  I 

The  whole  Avay  to  Bonn  we  talked  of 
nothing  but  her,' the  discussion  being  all 
the  more  unconstrained  that  Lord  George 
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had  stayed  behind,  und  wus  only  to  come 
up  the  next  nioniing.  We  wei'C  agreed 
upon  a  luimber  of  points  :  lier  beauty,  lier 
elegance,  the  grace  and  fascination  of  lier 
manner,  and  lier  high  breeding  ;  but  we 
took  ditferent  views  as  to  her  condition — 
Mrs.  D.  and  the  girls  thinking  that  she  was 
married,  James  and  I  standing  out  for 
widowhood.  Lord  George  joined  us  the 
next  day  ;  and  altliough  he  could  have  re- 
solved our  doubts  at  once,  Mary  Anne 
stopped  all  iufpiiry,  by  assuring  us  that 
nothing  was  so  iiopelessly  vulgar  as  to  dis- 
play any  ignorance  about  the  family  or 
coiHiections  of  people  of  rank.  "  If  she 
bo  in  the  Peerage,  we  ought  to  know  her, 
and  all  about  her.  She  is,  of  course,  some 
Augusta  Louisa,  b.  18  and  dash  ;  m.  to 
tlic  Honorable  Leopold  Conway  Gore 
Hampton,  third  son,  and  so  on."  Hi  a 
word,  Tom,  we  had  the  whole  family  tree 
before  us,  from  its  old  gnarled  root  to  its 
last  bud,  and  ours  the  shame  if  we  were 
ignorant  of  its  1)otanical  properties  ! 

A  few  quiet  humdrum  days  of  Bonn  ex- 
istence had  almost  obliterated  our  memory 
of  the  charming  widow,  and  we  were  be- 
ginning to  "  train  off"  our  attachments  to 
fashionable  life,  when,  in  all  the  splashing 
and  whip  cracking  of  foreign  posting,  up 
dashes  the  dark  green  britschka  to  our  ho- 
tel one  fine  evening ;  and  before  we  could 
well  recognize  the  carriage,  the  fair  owner 
herself  was  making  the  tour  of  the  Dodd 
family,  embracing  and  hand-shaking,  as 
age  and  sex  dictated  ! 

I  wish  any  physiologist  would  explain 
why  the  English,  tliat  are  so  proverbial 
for  a  cold  and  chilling  demeanor  at  home, 
grow  at  once  so  cordial  when  they  come 
abroad.  Whether  it  l^e  the  fear  of  the 
damp,  or  the  swell  mob,  I  can't  tell,  but 
everybody  in  England  goes  about  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  and  only  nods  to  a 
friend  when  he  meets  him  ;  Avhereas,  here 
you  start  with  a  grin  at  fifty  yards  off, 
then  otf  goes  your  hat  with  a  flourish, 
that,  if  you  have  any  tact,  what  with  shak- 
ing your  head,  and  looking  overcome  with 
delight,  occupies  you  till  you  come-up  with 
him,  when  your  greeting  grows  more  en- 
thusiastic— lucky  if  it  does  not  finish  Avith 
a  kiss  on  both  cheeks. 

I  suppose  it  was  the  influence  of  habit 
betrayed  me,  for,  in  a  fit  of  abstraction  1 
took  the  charming  widow  into  my  arms, 
and  saluted  her  as  if  she  were  Mrs.  Dodd. 
If  this  was  in  London,  Tom,  or  even  in 
Dublin,  there's  no  saying  what  mischief 
might  not  have  grown  out  of  it.  I  might 
have  been  fighting  duels  every  day  for  the 
last  week,  not  to  mention  still  more  for- 


midable encounters  of  a  domestic  nature  ; 
but  just  to  show  you  what  the  continent 
does  for  us — how  instinctively,  as  it  were, 
we  rise  above  the  little  narrow  prejudices 
of  our  insular  situation — she  threw  herself 
into  a  chair  and  laughed  imniodenitely. 
Ay,  and  droller  again,  so  did  Mrs.  D. !  To 
tell  you  tiie  truth,  Tom,  I  couldn't  well  be- 
lieve my  senses  Avhen  I  saw  it.  It  would 
seem  to  be  the  same  in  morals  as  in  mur- 
der— you  can  dignify  the  offense  by  the 
rank  of  your  victim  ;  for  if  it  had  been 
one  of  the  maids  at  home,  Mrs.  D.  would 
have  left  my  face  like  a  piece  of  music  pa- 
per ! 

There's  a  great  deal  in  how  you  open  an 
acquaintance  !  You  may  be  card-leaving, 
and  bowing,  and  how-d'ye-doing  for  years, 
and  never  get  further  ;  or,  on  the  other 
hand,  by  some  lucky  accident,  you  come 
plump  down  into  the  right  place,  just  as 
a  chance  shell  will  noAV  and  then  drop  into 
a  magazine,  and  finish  an  engagement  at 
once. 

In  less  than  an  hour  after  her  arrival, 
Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  was  one  of  ourselves. 
It  was  not  that  she  was  calling  the  girls 
dearest  Gary,  and  darling  Mary  Anne,  but 
she  had  got  a  regular  sisterly  tone  with  Mrs. 
D.  and  myself — treating  James  all  the 
while  as  if  he  was  about  twelve  years  old, 
and  at  home  for  the  holidays.  She  had 
not  only  done  all  this,  but  before  luncheon 
was  on  the  table  we  had  ratified  a  solemn 
league  and  covenant  that  she  was  to  travel 
witii  us,  and  be  one  of  us,  going  wherever 
we  went,  and  living  as  we  did.  How  the 
treaty  was  ever  mooted,  wdio  projiosed,  and 
whio  signed  it,  I  know  no  more  than  the 
man  in  the  moon.  It  was  done  in  a  kind 
of  rattling,  bantering  fashion  ;  and  when 
.we  rose  from  table  it  was  all  settled.  Mrs. 
Gore  Hampton  was  to  take  Gary  and  Mary 
Anne  with  her  in  the  britschka  ;  the 
"dear  boy" — viz.  James — would  be  the 
*' guard  in  the  rumble."  There  was  a 
place  for  everybody  and  everything  ;  and  I 
believe,  if  any  one  had  proposed  that  I 
should  ride  the  leader,  it  would  have  been 
carried  without  o])position.  Never  was 
there  such  unanimiby  !  The  whole  arrange- 
ment was  huddled  up  like  a  road-present- 
ment on  a  Grand  Jury,  or  a  private  bill  be- 
fore the  House  on  a  Wednesday  afternoon. 
As  for  myself,  if  I  had  even  the  will,  I 
could  not  have  summoned  the  shameless- 
ness  to  offer  any  opposition  to  the  measure. 

"  Devilish  good  thing  for  yov,  Dodd  !  " 
whispered  Lord  George.  •'  Mrs.  G.  knows 
everybody  in  the  world,  and  doesn't  care 
for  money." — '^Oh,  ])apa  !  she  is  delight- 
ful; there  never  was  such  a  piece  of  good  for* 
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tune  as  our  nieetin,^  wiLli  her,"  cried  Mary 
Anne.  And  Mrs.  D.  assured  nic,  that,  for 
the  very  first  time  in  lier  life,  she  liad  met 
a  i)erson  thorouii^lily  (companionable  to  her 
in  all  rcs]K'cts  ;  in  fact,  a  "kindred  soul," 
though  not  a  *'  blood  relation." 

Xow,  Tom,  considering  tliat  we  came 
abroad  to  enjoy  the  advantages  of  high 
society,  fashionable  habits,  and  refined  as- 
sociations, this  accident  did  indeed  seem  a 
})ropitious  one  ;  for,  disguise  it  how  we 
may,  the  great  world  is  a  dangerous  ocean 
to  venture  upon  without  a  pilot.  Our  own 
little  experiences  might  teach  that  lesson. 
We  sailed  out  in  all  the  confidence  of  a 
stout  crew  and  a  safe  vessel,  and  a  pretty 
voyage  we  made  of  it !  Perhaps  we  did 
not  make  more  mistakes  than  our  neigh- 
bors, but  assuredly  our  blunders  were 
neither  few  nor  insignificant  ! 

j\Irs.  (!.,  however,  would  soon  rectify  all 
this.  "  Xo  more  making  acr|uaintance 
with  wrong  people,  K.  I."  says  Mrs.  D.  ; 
"no  more  getting  into  vulgar  intimacies 
at  the  cafe,  and  cementing  friendships  over 
a  game  of  dominoes.  James  will  know  the 
class  of  young  men  that  he  ought  to  mix 
Avith,  and  the  girls  will  only  dance  with 
suitable  partners."  It  sounded  well,  Tom  ! 
It  was  a  grand  protective  policy,  that  really 
secured  tlie  Dodd  family  in  the  possession 
of  all  home  advantages,  and  relieved  them 
of  all  aggressions  "from  the  foreigner." 

If  we  had  fallen  on  a  prize  in  the  lottery, 
I  don't  think  the  joy  of  our  circle  could 
have  been  greater,  I  am  not  going  to  pre- 
tend that  I  didn't  join  in  it  !  I  make  no 
affectation  of  prudent  reserve  and  caution, 
and  Heaven  knows  what  other  elegant 
qualities,  that,  however  natural  to  other 
])eople,  very  seldom  fall  to  the  lot  of  an 
Irishman.  I  vow  to  you,  Tom,  I  went  off 
full  cry  like  the  rest  of  the  pack.  She  is 
a  fine  woman  this  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  ; 
she  has  a  low,  soft  voice,  a  very  bewitching 
smile,  and  a  way  of  looking  at  you  while 
you  are  talking  to  her,  that  somehow  half 
suggests  to  yourself  that  you  must  be  mak- 
ing love  without  knowing  it.  Now,  don't 
misunderstand  me,  Tom,  and  come  out 
with  one  of  your  long  whistles,  as  much  as 
to  sa}',  "Kenny  James  is  as  great  a  fool  as 
ever  !  "  No  such  thing  I  a  suit  in  Chance- 
ry, the  repeal  of  the  Corn  Laws,  and  the 
Estates  Court,  have  nnule  me  an  altered 
man.  The  very  nature  of  me  is  changed, 
and  chang^d  so  much,  that  many's  the 
time  I  ask  myself,  "Is  this  Kenny  Dodd  ? 
Where  upon  earth  is  that  light-hearted, 
careless,  hopeful  vagabond,  tliat  always 
took  the  sunny  road  in  life,  though,  may- 
be, it  wasn't  exactly  the  way  to  the  place 


he  was  going  ?  "  I'm  another  man  now  •. 
I'm  wiser,  as  they  call  it ;  and,  ui)on  my 
conscience,  I'm  mighty  sorry  for  it  ! 

But  I  hear  you  say,  "Haven't  you  just 
confessed  that  you  were,  what  shall  I  call 
it? — fascinated  by  the  widow?"  And  if 
I  did,  Tom  Purcell,  do  you  mean  to  tell 
me  that  you  Avould  have  escaped  her  ? 
Not  a  bit  of  it.  The  brown  wig  would 
have  been  set  a  little  more  forward,  so  as 
to  bring  one  of  those  silky  curls  over  your 
right  eye.  I  think  I  see  you  exchanging 
your  spectacles  for  a  double  eye-glass,  and 
turning  out  your  toes  so  as  to  display  to 
the  best  advantage  that  shapely  calf  in  its 
trim  brown  silk  stocking.  Al),  Tom,  not 
even  Quarter  Sessions  and  a  late  in  aid 
will  drive  these  thoughts  out  of  an  Ii-ish- 
man's  head. 

From  the  moment  that  this  new  alliance 
was  signed,  we  entered  upon  a  new  exist- 
ence. 13onn,  as  I  have  told  you,  was  a 
quiet  little  collegiate  i)lace,  with  primitive 
habits  of  no  ver}^  expensive  kind.  The 
chief  pleasures  were. Aveak  wine  in  a  gar- 
den, or  small  whist  in  a  summer-house, 
Avith  now  and  then  an  "esthetic  tea,"  as 
they  phrase  it,  at  the  Pro-Eector's  ;  of 
Avhich,  of  course,  I  understand  nothing, 
but  sincerely  \\o\iq  the  discourse  Avas  better 
than  the  beverage.  It  was,  I  own  it,  Tom, 
a  strange  kind  of  life,  that  seemed  to  me 
always  like  a  moral  convalescence,  Avhen 
you  AA^ere  only  strong  enough  for  small  vir- 
tues. One  undoubted  advantage  it  had — 
it  Avas  inexpensive,  Tom.  We  Avere  living, 
Avith  a  few  comforts  and  some  privations, 
I  confess,  at  only  one-third  more  than  we 
used  to  spend  at  Dodsboiough  ;  and,  con- 
sidering that  Ave  know  nothing  of  the  lan- 
guage, I  conclude  that  we  Avere  enjoying 
the  Continent  as  cheaidy  as  Avas  practica- 
ble. 

I  Avon't  ])retend  that  it  suited  me.  I 
don't  Avant  you  to  believe  that  I  Avas  tak- 
ing a  scientific  or  a  studious  turn.  Still  I 
liked  the  place  for  one  thing,  which  Avas 
this — its  quiet  monotony,  its  jtlacid,  un- 
varying simplicity  Avas  telling  n]ion  ^Irs. 
D.  and  the  children  in  an  astonishing  man- 
ner. It  Avas  exactly  the  Avay  tliat  the 
water-cure  Avorks  its'  Avonders  Avith  old 
drunkards  ;  the  mountain  air,  the  liglit 
diet,  and  the  early  hours  being  the  best 
of  the  remedy.  They  were  getting  into  a 
healthy  state  of  mind  Avithout  ever  sus- 
pecting it. 

Our  Grand  Junction,  as  Cary  calls  it, 
finished  this  ;  from  the  day  Mrs.  G.  ar- 
rived, our  reforms  began.  First,  Ave  had  to 
change  our  hotel,  and  betake  ourselves  to 
one  on  the  river-side,  three  times  as  dear, 
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and  not  onc-fonrth  as  <rood.  The  second 
story  was  fine  enoii<T]i  for  ns  before,  now 
we  have  the  wliole  "premier,"  taking  two 
rooms  more  than  we  want,  lest  anybody 
sliould  live  on  the  same  floor  Avith  ns.  In- 
stead of  tlie  table  d'iiote,  tluit  was  cheap 
and  cheerful.  Ave  Avere  to  dine  up-stairs- — 
*'  a  particnlar  dinner,"  as  they  call  Avhat  is 
particnlarly  bad,  and  costly  besides.  Then 
Ave  have  had  to  hire  two  lackeys,  one  of 
Avhom  sits  in  an  ante-room  all  day  reading 
the  newspaper,  and  only  rises  to  make  me 
a  grand  bow  as  I  pass  ;  Avhich  Avorries  me 
so  much  that  I  usually  go  down  by  the 
back  stairs  to  escape  him. 

AYe  have  tAvo  job  coaches,  for  Ave  are  too 
many  for  one,  and  a  boat  hired  by  the 
Aveek,  Avith  a  considerable  retinue  of  mount- 
ain ponies  and  donkeys,  guides,  goats, 
whey-sellers,  and  geological  specimen-folk 
Avithout  end.  If  Mrs.  G.  was  only  fash- 
ionable, Ave  couldn't  be  more  than  ruined  ; 
bnt  she  is  learned  and  literary,  and  given 
to  the  '•'  ologies,"  Tom,  and  that's  Avhat 
I  fear  Avill  drive  ns  clean  mad.  She  has 
an  eternal  restlessness  in  her  to  be  at  some- 
thing ;  one  day,  it's  the  date  of  a  medal  ; 
the  next,  it  is  tlie  family  connections  of  a 
*'moss,"  or  the  chemistry  of  a  meteoric 
stone  ;  and,  shall  I  own  to  you,  niy  dear 
friend,  that  1  df)n't  believe  she  either  un- 
derstands or  cares  one  jot  about  them  all. 
There's  a  big  herbarium  bound  in  green, 
and  a  grand  book  of  autographs  in  blue 
and  gold,  on  the  drawing-room  table  ; 
there's  a  bit  of  *' gneiss,"  a  big  beetle,  and 
a  fossil  frog  on  the  chimney-piece  ;  but 
my  name  isn't  Kenny  Dodd  if  she  hasn't 
more  sympathies  with  modern  dandies  than 
antediluvian  monsters.  That's  my  private 
opinion  ;  and,  of  course,  I  mention  it  in 
confidence.  You'll  say,  "  What  matter  is 
that  to  you  ?"  and  true  enough,  it  is  not, 
as  regards  her  ;  but  Avhat  Avill  become  of 
us,  if  Mrs.  D.  takes  a  turn  for  entomology 
or  comparative  anatomy,  and  worse,  may- 
be? She's  just  the  kind  of  Avoman  to  do 
it.  She'd  learn  the  tight-rope  if  she 
thought  it  Avas  fashionable  ;  or,  as  the 
ncAvspapers  say,  "patronized  by  the  aris- 
tocracy." Now,  Tom,  you  can  fancy  the 
unknown  sea  upon  which  Ave  haA-e  em- 
barked. For,hoAvever  unadapted  Ave  may  be 
to  fashionable  life,  one  thing  is  quite  clear 
— Ave  never  Avere  made  for  the  abstract 
sciences  ;  and  it  strikes  me  forcibly  that  j 
the  great  lesson  of  continental  life  is,  that 
CA-erybody  can  do  everything.  lam  not' 
going  to  say  that  it  is  not  a  pleasant  and  a; 
very  flattering  theory,  but  is  it  quite  safe,  \ 
Tom?  that's  the  question.  The  highest, 
step  I  ever  attained  in  chemistry,  Avas  hoAV , 


to  concoct  a  tumbler  of  punch  ;  and  my 
knoAvledge  of  botany  does  not  go  far  be- 
yond distinguishing  "  greens  "from  geran- 
iums ;  and  it's  not  at  my  time  of  life  that 
I'm  to  drive  myself  crazy  Avith  hard  names 
and  classifications  ;  and,  if  I  know  any- 
thing of  Mrs.  D.,  her  intellectual  faculties 
have  attained  all  the  vigor  that  nature 
meant  for  them  many  a  year  ago. 

My  oAvn  private  opinion  about  these 
sciences  is,  they're  capital  things  for  em- 
ploying young  people,  and  keeping  them 
out  of  Avickedness  !  The  fclloAvs  that  teach 
them,  too,  are  musty,  snuff-taking,  prosy 
old  dogs,  with  heavy  shoes  and  greasy  cra- 
vats—  the  very  reverse  of  your  race  of 
dancing  and  music  masters,  av ho  are  a  pes- 
tilent creAV  !  So  that,  for  a  man  Avho  has 
daughters  abroad,  my  advice  is — stick  to 
the  sciences.  Gray  sandstone  is  safer  than 
the  polka,  and  there's  not  as  dangerous  an 
experiment  in  all  chemistry  as  singing  duets 
Avith  some  black-boarded  blackguard  from 
Naples  or  Palermo.  Noav  mind,  Tom,  this 
counsel  of  mine  applies  to  the  education  of 
the  young,  for  when  people  come  to  the 
forties,  you  may  rely  upon  it,  if  they  set 
about  learning  anything,  they'll  have  the 
devil  for  a  schoolmaster.  What  docs  all 
the  geology  mean.  Junketing,  Tom — 
nothing  but  junketing  !  Primitive  rock 
is  another  name  for  picnic,  and  Avhat  they 
call  quartz  is  a  figurativeexpression  for  iced 
champagne.  Just  reflect  for  a  moment 
and  see  Avhat  it  comes  to.  You  can  enter 
a  protest  against  family  extravagances 
when  they  take  the  shape  of  balls  and 
soirees,  but  Avhat  are  you  to  do  against 
botanical  excursions  and  antiquarian  re- 
searches ?  It's  like  Avriting  yourself  doAvn 
Goth  at  once  to  oppose  these.  "  Oh,  papa 
hates  chemistry  ;  he  despises  natural  his- 
tory," that's  the  cry  at  once,  and  they  hold 
me  up  to  ridicule,  just  in  the  way  the 
rascally  Protestant  neAvspapers  did  Dr.  Cul- 
len  for  saying  that  he  didn't  believe  the 
Avorld  Avas  round.  If  the  liberty  of  the 
subject  be  Avorth  anything — if  the  right 
for  which  the  same  Protestants  are  ahvays 
prating,  private  judgment,  be  1:he  great 
privilege  they  deem  it — Avhy  shouldn't  Dr. 
Cullen  have  his  OAvn  opinion  about  the 
shape  of  the  earth  ?  He  can  say,  "  It  suits 
'iiie  to  think  I'm  Avalking  erect  on  a  flat 
surface,  and  not  craAvling  along  with  my 
head  down,  like  a  fly  on  the  ceiling  !  I'm 
happier  Avhen  I  believe  Avhat  doCsn't  puz- 
zle my  understanding,  and  I  don't  want 
any  more  miracles  tlian  Ave  have  in  the 
church."  He  may  say  that,  and  I'd  like 
to  know  Avhat  harm  does  that  do  you  or 
me  ?     Does  it  endanger  the  Protestant  sue* 
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cession  or  the  State  religion  ?     Not  a  bit; 
of  it,  Tom.     'Die  real  fact  is  simply  this  :, 
private  judgment  is  a  boon  they  mean  to 
keep  for  themselves,  and  never  share  with  , 
their  neighbors.     So  far  as  I  have  seen  of 
life,  there's  no  such  tyrant  as  your  Protes- 
tant, and  for  tliis  reason  :  it's  bad  enough 
to  force  a  man  to  believe  something  that 
he  doesn't  like,  but  it's  ten  times  worse  to  ' 
make  him  disbelieve  what  he's  well  satis- 
lied   with  ;  and  that's  exactly  what  they 
do.     Even  on  tlie  ground  of  common  hu- ' 
inanity  it  is  indefensible.     If  my  private  ' 
iudirment  <i:oes  in  favor  of  siiints'  toe-nails 
and  martyrs'  shin-bones,  I  have  a  right  to 
my  opinion,  and  you  have  no  right  to  at- 
tack it.     Besides,  I  won't  be  badgered  into, 
what    may  suit  somebody  else    to    think. 
.My  opinion  is  like  my  flannel  waistcoat, 
that  I'll  take  off  or  put  on  as  the  weather 
requires  ;  and  I  think  it  very  cruel  if  I  must 
wear  itiine  simply  because  you  feel  cold. 

I  get  wai-m — I  almost  grow  angry,  when 
I  tliink  o'f  these  things  ;  and  I  wonder 
AVithin  myself  why  our  people  don't  expose 
them  as  they,  might.  Not  that  some  are 
not  doing  t  lie  duly  well  and  manf  nlly,Tom. 
M'llale  is  a  glorious  fellow  ;  and  for  black- 
guarding a  prime  minister,  for  a  real  good 
effective  slanging,  it's  hard  to  find  his 
equal.  lie  never  embarrasses  himself  with 
logic — he  wastes  no  time  in  arguing,  but 
'^goes  in"  at  once,  and  plants  his  blow 
between  the  eyes  !  That's  what  the  Eng- 
lish can't  staiid.  They  want  discussion. 
They  are  always  fishing  for  evidence  for 
this,  and  a  proof  of  that;  but  come  down  on 
them  with  a  strong  torrent  of  foul  abuse,and 
you  sweep  themaway  likemud  in  amill-race. 

That's  where  we  always  beat  them  in  our 
controversial  discussions,  Tom  ;  and  we 
never  failed  so  long  as  we  relied  on  this 
superiority.  It  was  like  the  bayonet  in 
the  hands  of  our  infantry. 

Isn't  it  strange  how  I  get  back  to  Ire- 
land in  spite  of  me  ?  I'm  like  that  mad 
man  in  the  story,  that  can't  keep  Charles 
the  First  out  of  his  memorial  I  And,  after 
all,  why  should  I  ?  Is  there  anything 
more  natural  than  to  think  of  my  country, 
if  I  can't  manage  to  live  in  it  ?  And  this 
reminds  me  to  ask  you  about  home  matters. 
What  Avas  it  you  wrote  at  the  end  of  your 
letter  about  Jones  !M'Carthy  ?  I  can't  make 
out  the  word,  whether  it  is  his  "death,"  or 
liis  ''debts  ;"  though,  from  my  exi)erience 
of  the  familv,  I  surmise  it  to  be  the  latter. 
If  it's  dead  he  is,  I  suppose  we'll  come  in 
for  that  blessed  legacy  that  ]\Irs.  D.  has 
been  talking  about  every  day  for  the  last 
twenty-five  years,  the  history  of  which  I 
have  heard  so  often,  that  I  actuallv   know 


nothing  about  it,  except  that  it  was  the 
only  bit  of  property  possessed  by  my  wife's 
relations  they  .couldn't  make  away  with. 
It  was  so  strictly  "tied  up"  as  they  call  it 
in  law,  that  nobody  could  ever  get  the  use 
of  it — i)retty  much  like  the  silver  sixpence 
given  to  a  schoolboy,  with  the  express 
stipulation  that  he  is  never  to  change  it. 

I  am  rather  curious  to  know  what  Mis. 
D.  will  think  of  these  "wise  provisions" 
of  her  ancestors,  if  she  succeeds  to  the  be- 
quest. To  tell  you  the  plain  truth,  Tom, 
I  don't  know  a  greater  misfortune  for  a 
man  that  has  married  a  wife  without 
money,  than  to  discover  at  the  end  of  some 
fifteen  or  twenty  years  that  somebody  has 
left  her  a  few  hundred  pounds!  It  is  not 
0!ily  that  she  conceives  visions  of  unbound- 
ed extravagance,  and  raves  about  all  man- 
ner of  expense,  but  she  begins  to  fancy 
herself  an  heiress  that  was  thrown  awav, 
and  imagines  wonderful  destinies  she  might 
have  arrived  at,  if  she  hadn't  had  the  bad 
luck  to  meet  you.  For  a  real  crab- apple  of 
discord,  I'll  bacdc  a  few  hundreds  in  the  three 
per  cents,  against  all  the  family  jars  that 
ever  were  invented. 

Save  us  then  from  this,  if  you  en,  Tom. 
There  must  surely  be  twenty  Avays  to  avoid 
the  legacy  ;  and  so  that  Mrs.  D.  rloesn't 
hear  of  it,  I'd  rather  you'd  provo  her  il- 
legitimate, than  allow  her  to  succf^d  to 
this  bequest.  I'll  not  enlarge  upon  aU  I 
feel  about  this  subject,  hopingthat  by  your 
skill  and  address  we  may  never  hear  more 
of  it ;  but  I  tell  you,  frankly,  I'd  face  the 
small-pox  with  astouter  heart  than  thene^'S 
of  succeeding  to  the  M'Carthy  inhei-itance. 

There  are  many  other  matters  1  inteno'- 

ed  to  write  about,  but  I  believe  I  must 

keep  them  for  the  next  time  ;  such  as  th"^, 

plan  for  taking  away  the  church  property. 

and  the  income-tax  for  Ireland  ;  and  tha*" 

business  of  the  ^ladiais,  that  I  read  of  iu 

the  papers.     So  fai-  as  I  have  seen,  Tom 

the  King  of  Tuscany — if  that  be  his  nwnc 

— was  right.     There  "svcre  plenty  of  book"? 

the  ^tadiais  might  have  read  withoutbreak- 

I  ing  the  laws.     There  are  translations  of  ali 

j  the  rascally  French  novels  of  the  day,  from 

I  George  Sand  down  to  Paul  de  Koek  ;  and 

[if  they  wanted  mischief,    mightn't    these 

[have   satisfied   them?      But  the  truth  is, 

I  Protestants  are  never  easy  without  they  are 

attacking  the   true   church,  and   if  there 

I  were  more  of  them  sent  to  the  galleys,  the 

I  world  would  be  all  the  quieter. 

I      You  amaze  me  about  the  great  exhibi- 

I  tion  for  this  year  in  Dubliir.     Faith  !  I  re- 

j  member  when  I  used  to  think  that  the  less 

we  exhibited  ourselves  the  better  !     I  sup- 

!  pose  times  arc  changed.    I  think,  if  I  could 
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sencl  Mrs.  D.  over  as  a  specimen  of  conti- 
nental plating  on  Irisli  m  an  n  fact  arc,  slie'd 
deserve  a  place,  and  maybe  a  jirize. 

Well,  Avell  !  it's  a  (|uecr  world  we  live  in. 
They've  just  come  to  tell  me  that  the  man 
of  the  post-office  has  shut  up  an  hour  ear- 
lier, as  he  is  engaged  out  to  dine,  so  that 
I'll  keep  this  open  till  to-morrow's  mail. 

Wednesday  morning. 

I  suspect  that  the  mischief  is  done,  Tom 
— I  mean  about  the  legacy.  Mrs.  D.  re- 
ceived a  strange-looking,  square-shaped, 
formally-addressed  epistle  this  morning, 
the  contents  of  Avhich,  not  being  a  de- 
mand for  money,  she  did  not  communicate 
to  me.  She  and  Mary  Anne  both  retired 
to  peruse  it  in  secret,  and  when  they  again 
appeared  in  the  drawing-room,  it  was  with 
an  air  of  conscious  pride  and  self-posses- 
sion that  smacked  terribly  of  a  bequest.  I 
own  to  you,  the  prospect  alarms  me  ;  it 
may  be  that  my  fears  take  an  exaggerated 
shape,  but  I  can't  shake  off  the  impression 
that  this  is  the  hardest  trial  I  had  ever  to 
go  through. 

I  know  her  in  most  of  her  moods,  Tom, 
and  have  got  a  kind  of  way  of  managing 
her  in  each  of  them — not  very  successful, 
jicrhaps,  but  sufficiently  so  to  get  on  with. 
I  have  seen  her  in  straits  about  money  ;  I 
have  seen  her  in  her  jealous  fits  ;  I  have 
seen  her  in  her  moments  of  family  pride  ; 
and  I  have  repeatedly  seen  her  on  what  she 
calls  '■  her  dying  couch  " — an  opportunity 
she  always  seizes  to  say  the  most  disagree- 
able things  she  can  think  of,  so  that  I  often 
speculate  what  she'd  say  if  she  Avas  really 
going  off — but  all  these  convey  no  notion 
to  me  of  how  she'd  behave  if  she  thought 
herself  rich.  As  for  our  poverty,  we  never 
knew  anything  else  ;  the  jealousy  I'm  get- 
ting used  to  ;  the  family  pride  often  gives 
me  a  hearty  laugh  when  I'm  alone  ;  and  I 
am  as  hardened  about  deatli-bed  scenes  as 
if  I  was  an  undertaker.  It's  the  ])rospcrity 
I  haven't  strength  for,  Tom  ;  and  I  feel  it. 

Maybe,  after   all,  it's  only   false   terror 
alarms  me.     I  hope    it  may  turn  out  so ; 
and  in   this  last  wish  I  am  sure   of  your 
hearty  sympathy  and  good  feeling. 
Ever  yours,  most  sincerely, 

KeXKY  I.   JDODD. 


LETTER  XVII. 

MES.     DODD    TO    MISTEESS   MARY   GALLAGHER,     DODS- 
BOROUGH. 

The  Rhine  Hotel,  Bonn. 

My -Dear  Molly, — If  my  well-known 
\jand  did  not  strike  you,  the  sight  of  all 
1 


the  black  around  this  letter,  and  the 
mourning  seal,  might  suggest  the  thought 
that  your  ])oor  Jemima  was  no  more.  Your 
next  im])ression  will  be  that  Providence 
has  sent  for  K.  I.  Ko,  my  dear  Molly,  I 
am  still  reserved  for  more  trials  in  this 
vale  of  tears.  I  must  bear  my  burden 
further  !  As  for  K.  I.,  he's  just  as'  he  used 
to  be — croaking  away  about  the  pain  in  his 
toe,  or  a  gouty  cramp  in  his  stomach.  He's 
always  taking  things  that  disagrees  with 
him,  and  what  he  calls  the  "correctives" 
makes  him  worse.  I  cannot  give  you  the 
least  notion  of  how  irritable  he's  grown. 
You  know  as  Avell  as  anybody  the  blessings 
he  has  about  him.  I  don't  speak  of  my- 
.self,  nor  the  stock  I  came  from.  I  don't 
want  to  revive  the  dreadful  mistake  that  I 
made  in  my  youth,  nor  to  mention  the 
struggles  I've  had  with  him  on  every  sub- 
ject for  moi'e  than  five-and-twenty  years — 
struggles,  my  dear  Molly,  that  would  have 
killed  any  one  that  hadn't  thg  constitu- 
tion of  a  horse  ;  but  that  now,  thanks  to 
the  goodness  of  Providence,  have  become. a 
part  of  my  nature,  so  that  there  isn't  an 
hour  of  the  day  or  night  that  I'm  not  able 
and  willing  to  dispute  and  argue  Avith  him 
on  aiiy  question  whatsoever.  I  don't  want 
to  mention  these  blessings — but  isn't  there 
James  and  Mary  Anne,  and,  indeed,  ex- 
cept for  some  things,  Carcline — was  there 
ever  a  father  with  more  reason  to  be 
proud  ?  And  so  you'd  say  if  you  only  saw 
them.  As  a  dear  friend  of  mine,  Mrs.  Gore 
Hampton,  said  this  morning,  "Where  Avill 
you  see  such  natural  advantages  ?  "  And 
I  must  own,  Molly,  it's  not  flattery  ;  for 
the  way  they  talk  French  and  waltz,  even 
how  they  come  into  a  room,  salute,  or  sit 
doAvn,  has  something  in  it  that  shows  them 
to  be  brought  up  in  the  top  of  fashion. 

Any  other  man  than  Iv.  I.  Avould  over- 
flow with  gratitude  for  all  this,  but  you'd 
scarce  believe,  Molly,  he  only  ridicules  it  ! 

"If  Ave  meant  her  for  the  stagi^,"  says 
he^this  is  the  Avay  he  talks  of  Mary- 
Anne — "if  we  meant  her  for  the  stage,  I 
think  she  has  effrontery  enough  to  stand 
before  a  full  house,  and  I  don't  say  it 
would  discompose  her  ;  but  for  the  wife  of 
some  respectable  man  of  the  middle  rank, 
I  see  no  use  in  all  this  flouncing  about  here, 
and  flourishing  there,  whisking  through  a 
room,  upsetting  small  tables  and  crockery 
by  Avay  of  gracefulness,  and  never  sitting 
down  on  a  chair  till  she  had  spread  out 
her  petticoats  like  a  peacock  !" 

If  I've  said  it  once  to  him,  Molly,  I've 
said  it  fifty  times,  there's  nothing  I  despise 
so  much  as  a  respectable  jnan  in  the  mid- 
dle  rank.     There's    no   refinement   about 
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them — no  clcGfuncc  !  They  may  bo  what's 
Ciillcil  c'stimuljlc  in  their  families;  but 
what's  the  use  of  all  that  for  the  worifl  at 
hir^^e.  A  man  can  only  liave  one  wife, 
but  he  may  have  a  thousand  aefjuaintanees. 
We  don't  ask  how  amiable  he  is  at  liome; 
what  we  want  is,  that  he  should  l)e  deliijht- 
ful  abroad.  "That."  says  Lord  Geori^e, 
"is  true,  both  socially  and  economically  ; 
it's  the  grand  principle  that  everybody 
stands  up  for,  '  the  greatest  happiness  of 
the  greatest  nnmber  ! '  " 

And  talking  of  this,  I'd  strenuously  ad- 
vise your  cultivating  your  mind  on  mat- 
ters of  political  economy.  It  appears  dry 
and  uninteresting  at  first,  but  as  you  get 
on  it  improves  wonderfully,  and  takes  a 
great  hold  of  the  mind.  I  don't  think  I 
was  ever  more  unhappy  than  since  I  read 
a  chapter  describing  what  Avould  become 
of  us  when  the  population  got  too  thick  ; 
and  if  the  unthinking  creatures  in  Ireland 
don't  take  Avarning,  it's  exactly  what  will 
ha]ipcn.  When  my  mind  was  full  of  it,  I 
ordered  up  Betty  Cobb,  and  gave  her  such 
a  lecture  al)out  it  she'll  never  forget. 

But  you'll  say  it's  not  for  this  I'm  gone 
into  black  ;  neither  is  it,  Molly — it's  for 
my  poor  relative,  the  late  Jones  M'Carthy, 
of  tlie  Folly,  one  of  the  last  surviving  mem- 
bers of  the  great  M'Carthy  stock,  in  the 
west  of  Ireland.  Grief  and  sorrow  for  the 
miserable  condition  of  his  country  i)reyed 
upon  him,  and  made  him  seek  obliteration 
in  drink  ;  and  more's  the  pity,  for  he  was 
a  man  of  enlarged  understanding  and  ca- 
]iacious  mind.  My  heart  overflows  when 
I  think  of  the  beautiful  sentiments  I've 
heard  from  him  at  various  times.  He 
loved  his  country,  and  it  was  a  treat  to 
hear  him  ])raise  it.  "  Ah  !  "  he  would  say, 
"  there's  but  one  blot  on  her — the  judges 
is  rogues,  the  government's  rogues,  the 
grand  jury's  rogues,  and  the  people  is  vil- 
lains !  " 

He  died  as  he  lived,  a  little  in  drink, 
but  a  ti'ue  patriot.  "Tell  Jemima,"  says 
he,  "  I  forgive  her.  She  was  a  child  when 
she  married,  and  she  never  meant  to  dis- 
grace us  ;  but  as  she  now  succeeds  to  the 
estate,  I  hope  she'll  have  the  pride  to  re- 
sume the  family  name. " 

Yes,  Molly,  the  ^I'Carthy  ])roperty,  that 
once  extended  from  Gorramuck  tp  Knock- 
shccdownie,  with  seventeen  townlands  and 
four  baronies,  descends  now  to  me.  To  be 
sure,  it  was  all  mortgaged  over  and  over 
again,  and  'tis  little  there's  left  but  the 
jnirchments  and  the  maps  ;  jind,  except  the 
property  in  the  funds,  there's  not  a  great 
deal  coming  to  me.  This  is  all  that  I 
know  at  present,  for  Waters,  the  attorney. 


writes  in  such  a  confused  wav,  I  can  make 
nothing  of  it,  and  1  don't  wish  to  show  tlie 
letter  to  K.I.  'J'hat  seems  strange  to  yon. 
Molly,  but  you'll  think  it  stranger  when  I 
tell  you  thac  the  bare  notion  of  my  suc- 
ceeding^ to  the  estate  drives  him  half  crazy. 
He  thinks  that  all  the  money  being  on  his 
side  makis  up  for  his  low  birth,  and  nuikes 
a  Dodd  Q(\\\x\\  to  a  ^rCarthy,and  that  now 
when  I  got  my  fortune  the  tables  will  Ijc 
turned.  ^laybe  he's  right  there,  I  won't 
say  that  he  is  not ;  but  sure  it  would  be 
time  enough  to  show  this  feeling  when  my 
manner  was  changed  to  him. 

I  sujipose  he  must  have  heard  something 
from  Purcell  about  the  matter,  for  when  I 
came  into  the  room,  with  my  eyes  red  from 
crying,  he  said,  "Is  it  for  old  Jones 
^rCarthy  you're  crying  ?  Begad,  then, 
you  must  have  a  feeling  heart,  for  you 
never  saw  him  since  vou  Avere  three  vears 
old  ! " 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  more  barbarous 
speech, "Molly,  not  to  say  a  more  ignorant 
one  ?  Twenty  or  thirty  years  might  be  a 
very  long  time  in  a  family  called  Dodd,  but 
is  it  more  than  a  week  or  so  in  one  with 
the  name  of  M'Carthy  ?  And  so  I  told 
him. 

"  You  don't  pretend  that  you're  sorry 
after  him?"  says  he.  And  1  only  could 
answer  him  with  my  sobs.  "IE  it  was 
Giles  ]Moore,  the  distiller,"  says  he,  *''that 
went  into  mourning,  one  could  understand 
the  siense  of  it,  for  he  has  lost  a  friend  in- 
deed ! " 

''They're  to  bury  him  in  Cloughdesman 
Abbey,"  says  I,  not  Avishing  to  let  his  sar- 
castic remarks  provoke  me. 

"They  needn't  take  much  trouble  about 
embalming  him,  anyway,"  says  he,  "for 
there's  more  Avhisky  soaked  into  him  than 
could  preserve  a  whole  family  !" 

You  may  think,  .Molly,  how  far  I  was 
overcome  by  grief  when  he  ventured  to  talk 
this  way  to  me  ;  and,  indeed,  I  left  the 
room  in  a  flood  of  tears.  When  I  grew 
more  composed  I  went  over  Waters's  letter 
again  Avith  Mary  Anne,  but  Aviihout  any 
great  success.  There  is  so  much  laAv  in  it, 
and  so  many  AA'ords  that  we  never  saw  be- 
fore, and  toAA'hich.  indeed,  our  pocket  dic- 
tionary gave  us  little  help.  Administer 
being  set  doAvn — to  ]>erform  the  duty  of  an 
administrator  ;  and  for  administrator,  A\-e 
are  told  to  see  administer — a  kind  of  hide- 
and-oQ-seek  that  one  doesn't  expect  in 
books  like  this. 

The  hiAvyers  and  the  doctors,  my  dear 
Molly,  go  on  the  same  plan — they  ncA'cr  let 
ns  know  the  hard  names  they  haA'e  for 
evervthing.     If  avc  once  come  to  do  that, 
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we'll  know  what's  tlie  matter  with  our- 
sel/es,  and  our  affairs,  and  neither  need 
one  nor  the  other.  JMary  Anne  thinks 
that  administering  moans  going  to  show 
the  will  to  somebody  that's  to  pay  the 
money  ;  hut  my  private  opinion  is,  Unit  it's 
sometliing  about  minister's,  money,  for  I 
remoinl)er  my  poor  cousin  Jones  never 
would  consent  to  pay  it,  nor  indeed  any- 
thing else  that  went  to  tlie  Established 
Church.  It  was  against  his  conscience,  he 
used  to  say  ;  and  tlie  government  that  co- 
erces a  man's  cons.cicnce  is  worthy  of 
*'  Grim  Tartary."  My  notion  is,  then,  that 
they're  coming  against  me  for  the  arrears, 
as  if  I  hadn't  any  conscience  too  ! 

At  all  events,  Moll}-,  the  property  is  to 
come  to  vie;  and  the  very  thought  of  it 
gives  me  a  feeling  of  independence  and 
pride  that  is  really  overwhelming.  K.  I. 's 
temper  was,  indeed,  becoming  a  sore  trial, 
and  how  1  was  to  go  on  hearing  it,  was 
more  than  I  could  imagine.  He  may  now 
return  to  Ireland  and  his  dear  Dodsbor- 
ough  whenever  he  pleases.  jMary  Anne 
and  I  are  determined  to  live  abroad.  For- 
tunately for  us  we  have  made  acquaintance 
with  a  very  distinguished  English  lady — a 
Mrs,  Gore  Hampton — who  can  introduce 
us  everywhere.  She  is  iu  the  very  height 
of  the  fashion,  and  knows  all  the  great 
people  of  Europe.  She  took  a  sudden  lik- 
ing— I  might  call  it  an  affection— for  mo 
and  Mary  Anne,  and  actually  proposed  our 
all  traveling  together  as  one  party.  There 
never  was  luck  like  it,  Molly  !  She  has  a 
beautiful  barouche  of  her  own,  with  the 
arms  on  it,  and  a  French  maid  and  a 
courier,  and  such  heaps  of  luggage,  you 
wouldn't  helieve  it  could  be  carried.  K.  I. 
was  afraid  of  the  expense,  and  gave,  as  you 
may  believe,  every  kind  of  opposition  to  the 
plan.  He  said  it  would  "  lead  us  into  this," 
and  'Mead  us  into  that  ;  "  the  great  thing 
he  dreaded  being  led  into — as  I  told  him — 
being  "good  society  and  high  company." 

So  far  from  costing  us  anything,  I  be- 
lieve it  will  be  a  considerable  saving  ;  for, 
as  Lord  George  says,  "  You  can  always 
make  a  better  bargain  at  the  hotels  when 
you're  a  strong  jiarty."  And  he  has  kindly 
taken  tiio  Avliole  of  this  on  himself. 

He  is  a  wonderful  young  man,  Lord 
George;  and,  considering  liis  tii)-top  rank 
and  connections,  he's  never  above  doing 
anything  to  serve,  or  be  useful  to  us.  He 
knows  K.  I.  as  well,  too,  as  I  do  myself. 
^' Let  me  alone,"  says  he,  "to  manage  the 
governor ;  /  know  him.  He's  always 
grumbling  about  expense,  and  moaning 
over  his  poverty  ;  but  you  may  remark 
that  he   does   gx-t   the    money  somehow.'' 


And  the  observation  is  remarkably  justj 
Molly  ;  for  no  matter  what  distress  or' dis- 
traction he's  in,  he  does  contrive  to  rub 
through  it ;  and  this  convinces  me  that  he 
is  only  deceiving  us  in  talking  about  his 
want  of  means,  and  so  forth.  Since  I 
have  discovered  this,  I  never  fret  the  way 
I  used  about  expense. 

It  was  Lord  George  that  arranged  our 
compact  Avith  Mrs.  G.  "You  had  bettei 
leave  all  to  me,"  said  he  to  K.  I.,  "for 
Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  is  a  perfect  child 
about  money.  She  tells  that  old  fool  of  a 
courier  to  put  a  hundred  pounds  in  his 
bag,  and  lie  pays  away  till  it's  all  gone,  or 
till  he  says  it's  gone  ;  and  then  she  gives 
him  another  check  for  the  same  amount. 
So  that  she  is  not  bored  with  accounts,  nor 
ever  hears  of  them,  she  never  cares." 

"Of  course,  then, "said  I,  "her  expenses 
are  very  great  ?  " 

'•I  should  say,  enormous,"  replied  he; 
"  for  though  personally  the  simplest  crea- 
ture on  earth,  she  never  objects  to  the  cost 
of  anything." 

I  hinted  that,  with  our  moderate  for- 
tune, we  should  never  be  able  to  maintain 
a  style  of  living  equal  to  hers,  but  he 
stopped  nie  short,  saying,  "  Don't  let  that 
distress  you  ;  besides,  she  has  taken  such 
a  fancy  for  you  and  Miss  Dodd  that  it 
would  be  a  downright  cruelty  to  deny  her 
your  companionship  ;  and  at  this  moment, 
too,  when  really  she  requires  sympathy." 
I  was  dying  to  ask  on  what  account,  Molly 
— Avas  it  that  she  is  a  Avidow,  or  is  she  sep- 
arated, and  Avhat? — but  I  hadn't  the  cour- 
age ;  nor  indeed  did  he  give  me  time,  for 
he  Avent  on  so  fast :  '•  Let  her  pay  half  the 
expense,  it's  only  fair  ;  she  has  plenty  of 
tin,  and  nothing  to  do  Avith  it.  Even  then 
she  Avill  be  a  gainer,  for  old  Gregoire  pock- 
ets as  much  as  he  pays  aAvay." 

You'd  suppose,  Molly,  that  an  arrange- 
ment so  liberal  as  this  might  haA-e  satisfied 
K.  I.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  His  only  remark 
Avas,  "  What's  to  be  the  amount  of  the 
other  half?" 

"  Do  you  expect  to  travel  about  the 
continent  for  nothing,  K.  I.  ?"  said  I. 
"  Does  vour  experience  say  that  it  costs  so 
little?'' 

"  No,  faith  1"  replied  he  with  that  sar- 
donic grin  that  almost  kills  me,  "I  can't 
sav  that." 

■"Well,  then,"  said  I,  "is  it  better  for 
us  to  go  about  the  Avorld  unnoticed  and 
unknown,  or  to  be  visited  and  received, 
and  made  much  of  everyAvhere  ?  The 
name  of  Dodd,"  said  I,  "isn't  a  great  rec- 
ommendation ;  and  there's  some  of  us,  at 
least,  that  haven't  the  exterior  of  the  first 
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fashion."  I  wisli  you  saw  liow  lie  fidgetccl 
when  I  said  this.  "And  as  the  great 
(|uostion  is,  What,  did  «c  come  abroad 
for  ?— " 

'*Ay,  tliat's  exactly  it  I"  cried  ho, 
thumping  liis  clenched  fist  on  tlie  table 
with  a  smash  that  made  me  scream  out. 
"  Wliat  did  we  come  al>road  for  ?  " 

"There's  no  need  lo  drive  all  the  blood 
to  my  head,  Mr.  Dodd,"  said  I.  "to  ask 
that.  Though  I  am  accustomed  to  your 
violence,  my  constitution  may  sink  under 
it  at  last ;  but  if  you  wish  to  know  seri- 
ously and  calmly  why  we  came  abroad.  I'll 
tell  you." 

"  Do,  then,"  said  he,  folding  his  arms 
in  front  of  him,  "and  HI  be  mighty 
thankful  for  the  information." 

"  AV'c  came  abroad,"  said  I,  "  first  of  all, 
for—" 

"It  wasn't  economy,"  said  he,  with  a 
grin. 

"  ISo,  not  exactly." 

"I'm  glad  of  that,"  cried  he.  "I'm 
glad  that  we've  got  rid  of  one  delusion,  at 
least.     Now,  then,  go  on." 

"  Maybe  you'll  call  refinement  a  delu- 
sion, Mr.  Uodd,"  said  I.  "Maybe  po- 
liteness and  good  breeding,  the  French 
Umguage  and  music  are  delusions  ?  Is 
higli  society  a  delusion?  Is  the  sphere 
we  move  in  a  delusion  ? " 

"I  am  disposed  to«tbink  it  is,  Mrs.  D.," 
said  he,  '"and  a  very  great  delusion,  too. 
It's  like  nothing  we  were  ever  used  to.  It 
is  not  social,  and  it  is  not  friendly.  It  has 
nothing  to  say,  nor  any  concern  with  a  sin- 
gle topic,  or  any  one  theme  that  we  can 
care  for.  Do  you  know  one,  or  can  you 
even  remember  the  names  of  any  of  the 
princes  and  princesses  you  are  always  dis- 
cussing ?  Do  you  really  care  whether 
Mademoiselle  Zephyrini's  pirouette  was 
steadier  than  Miss  Angelina's  ?  Does  it 
concern  you  that  somebody,  with  a  hard 
name,  has  given  the  first  class  order  of  the 
l)ig  and  whistle  to  somebody  else,  with  a 
harder  ?  Is  it  meat  stewed  to  rags  you 
like,  or  the  reputations  with  morality 
boiled  one  of  them  ?  Is  it  pleasant  to 
think  that,  wherever  you  go,  you  meet 
nothing  wholesome  for  mind  or  for  bodv  ? 
I  can  stand  scandal  and  wickedness  as  well 
as  my  neighbors,  but  I  can't  spend  my 
life  upon  tliem,  nor  can  I  give  up  the 
whole  day  to  dominoes.  You  ask  me  what 
are  delusions,  and  I  tell  you  now  some 
things  that  are  not." 

But  I  wouldn't  listen  to  more,  Molly.  I 
stopped  him  short  by  saying,  "You,  at 
least,  Mr.  1).,  have  little  reason  for  your 
regrets,  for  really,  in  all  that  regards  your 


manner,  language,  dress,  and  demeanor, 
no  one  would  ever  sus])ect  you  had  been  a 
day  out  of  Dodsborough." 

"I  wish   to  my  htart  my  bank  accoiftit. 
could  tell  the   same  story,"  says  he  ;  and 
with  that  he  takes  down  a  file  of  bills,  and 
begins  to  read  out  some  of  what  he  calks 
his  anti-delusions. 

"Do  you  know,  Mrs.  D.,"  snys  he, 
"that  your  milliner  has  got  more  money 
in  the  last  four  months  than  I  liave  spent 
on  my  estate  for  the  last  eight  years  ? 
That  Genoa  velvet  and  Mechlin  lace  have 
run  away  with  what  would  have  drained 
the  low  meadows  !  Ay,  the  ])rice  of  that 
red  turlian,  that  made  you  look  like  Blue- 
beard, would  have  put  a  roof  on  the 
school-house.  The  priest  of  our  parish  at 
home  didn't  get  as  much  for  his  dues  as 
you  gave  for  a  seat  to  look  at  a  procession 
in  honor  of  Saint — Saiut — " 

"If  you're  going  to  blaspheme,  Mr.  D. ," 
said  I,  '•  I'll  leave  you  ; "  and  so  I  did,  ^Molly, 
banging  the  door  after  me  in  a  way  that  I 
know  well  his  gouty  ankle  is  not  the  better 
for. 

I  mention  these  particulars  to-  show  you 
the  difficulties  I  have  to  contend  against, 
and  the  struggles  it  costs  me  to  give  my 
children  the  benefits  of  the  continent.  I 
intended  to  tell  you  something  about  this 
place  where  we  are  stopping,  too  •,  but  my 
head  is  rambling  now  on  other  matters,  so 
that,  maybe,  I'll  not  be  able  to  say  much. 

It's  a  university,  just  like  'J'rinity 
College  in  Dublin,  only  they  don't  wear 
gowns,  nor  keep  within  certain  buildings, 
but  scatter  about  over  the  whole  town. 
We  know  several  of  the  young  men  who 
are  princes,  and  more  or  less  related  to 
crowned  heads  ;  but  for  all  that,  very  sim- 
ple, quiet,  inoflfensive  creatures  as  ever  you 
met.  Billy  Davis,  after  he  was  articled  to 
that  attorney  in  Abbey-street,  had  more 
impudence  in  him  than  them  all  •i)ut  to- 
gether. 

The  place  itself  is  pretty,  but  1  think  it 
doesn't  suit  my  constitution.  Maybe  it's 
the  running  water,  for  there's  a  big  river 
under  the  windows,  but  I  am  lu^ver  free 
from  cold  in  my  head,  and  weak  eyes. 
To  be  sure,  we  are  always  doing  imprudent 
things,  such  as  sitting  out  till  after  mid- 
night in  a  summer-house,  where  the  young 
Germans  come  to  sing  for  us — for  singing 
and  smoking,  Molly,  1s  their  two  passions. 
It's  a  melancholy  kind  of  music  they 
have,  that  has  no  tune  whatever,  nor  any- 
thing like  a  tune  in  it  ;  but  as  Mrs.  G. 
and  my  daughters  agree  that  it's  beauti- 
ful, why,  of  course,  I  give  in  and  say  the 
same.     But,  in  confidence  to  you,  Molly, 
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I  own  that  it  puts  me  to  sleep  at  once  ;  and, 
indeed,  most  of  our  other  amusements  here 
are  of  tlie  same  kind.  We  are  either  bot- 
anizing, or  looking  fo-r  stones  and  sliells, 
to  tell  us  the  age  of  the  world.  Faith! 
you  may  well  stare,  Molly,  but  it's  truth 
Fm  saying,  that  is  what  they  pretend  to 
find  out.  They  got  an  elephant's  jawbone 
tlie  other  day,  that  gave  them  great  de- 
light, and  K.  I.  said,  "I  could  tell  a 
horse's  age  by  his  teeth,  but  for  guessing 
how  old  the  earth  is  by  an  elephant's 
grinders,  is  clear  beyond  me." 

AVhen  it  rains  and  we  can't  go  out,  Ave 
have  chemistry  at  home  ;  but  I'm  always 
in  a  fright  about  the  combustibles,  and  Fm 
sure  one  of  these  days  we'll  pay  for  our 
curiosity.  That  man  that  comes  to  lecture 
hasirt  a  bit  of  eyebrows,  and  only  two  fin- 
gers on  one  hand,  and  half  a  thumb  on 
the  other  ;  not  to  s|y  that  he  sat  down  one 
day  on  a  pocketful  of  crackers,  and  blew 
himself  up  in  a  dreadful  manner. 

If  the  weather  be  fine — and  I  was  near 
saying,  God  grant  it  mayn't — we  are  to 
have  a  course  of  astronomy  every  night 
next  week,  I  can  stand  everything,  how- 
ever, better  than  "moral  philosophy  and 
economics."  As  to  the  first  of  the  two  it's 
not  even  common  sense.  It  was  only  two 
evenings  ago  they  laughed  at  me  for  twen- 
ty minutes  about  a  remark  that's  as  true  as 
the  Bible. 

^'  What  relations  does  Locke  say  are 
least  regarded?"  says  the  professor  to  me. 

"Faith,  I  know  nothing  about  Locke," 
says  I  ;  '"but  I  know  well  that  the  rela- 
tions least  regarded  are  poor  relations." 

As  to  the  economics,  if  they  could  en- 
liven it  a  bit  by  experiments,  as  they  do 
the  chemistry,  I  could  bear  it  well  enough; 
but  it's  awfully  dry  to  be  always  listen- 
ing to  what  yon  can't  understand. 

This  is  the  way  Ave  live  at  Bonn  ;  and 
though  it's  very  elevating,  I  find  it's  very 
depressing  to  the  si)irits.  But  I  don't 
think  we'll  remain  much  longer  here,  for 
K.  I.  is  beginning  to  find  out  that  the 
sciences  are  just  as  dear  as  silks  and  sat- 
ins ;  and,  as  he  remarked  the  other  day, 
"it  would  be  cheaper  to  haA'e  a  dish  of 
asparagus  on  the  table  than  them  dirty 
weeds  that  they  are  gathering  only  for 
the  sake  of  theii"  hard  names." 

Of  course,  Avhen  all  is  settled  about  the 
legacy,  I'll  not  be  obliged  to  submit  to  his 
humors,  as  I  have  been  up  to  tins.  Fll 
have  a  voice,  Molly,  and  Fll  take  care 
that  it's  heard,  too.  I  suppose  it  Avill 
come  to  a'  separation  yet  between  us.  I 
own  to  you,  Molly,  the  "impossibility" 
of  our  tem))ors  Avill  do  it  at  last.     Well, 


when  the  time  comes,  I'll  be,  as  Mrs.  G-. 
says — equal  to  the  occasion.  I  can  say, 
"  1  brought  you  rank,  ;iame,  and  fortune, 
Kenny  Dodd,  and  I  leave  you  with  my 
character  unvarnished  ;  and  maybe  both  is 
more  than  you  deserved." 

When  I  think  of  .Avhere  and  Avhat  I 
might  be,  Molly,  and  see  Avhat  I  am,  I 
fret  for  a  Avhole  livelong  day.  And  uoav  a 
Avord  about  home  before  I  conclude.  Don't 
mention  a  syllable  about  the  legacy  to 
Mat,  or  he'll  be  ex]iecting  a  present  at  Can- 
dlemas, and  I  really  can  spare  nothing. 
You  can  say  to  Father  John,  that  Jones 
M'Carthy  is  dead,  but  that  nobody  knows 
how  the  estate  Avill  go.  He'll  maybe  say 
some  masses  for  him,  in  the  hope  of  being 
paid  hereafter  by  the  heir.  I'd  advise  you 
to  keep  the  avooI  back,  for  they  say  prices 
Avlll  rise  in  Ireland,  by  reason  of  all  the 
people  leaving  it,  just  as  it's  described  in 
the  Book  of  Genesis,  Molly,  only  that  Ire- 
land is  not  Paradise — that's  the  difference. 

Mary  Anne  unites  in  her  affectionate 
love  to  you,  and  I  am  your  attached  ♦ 

Jemima  Dodd. 


LETTEE  XVIIl. 

MARY  ANNE   DODD   TO    MISS   DOOLAN,    OF    BALLY- 
DOOLAN. 

• 

Grand  Hotel  du  Rhin,  Bonn. 

Dearest  Catherine, — Forgive  me  if  I 
substitute  for  the  loved  appellation  of  in- 
fancy the  more  softly  sounding  epithet 
which  is  consecrated  to  verse  in  every  lan- 
guage of  Europe.  Yes,  thou  mayst  be 
Kate  of  all  Kates  to  the  rest  of  Christen- 
dom, but  to  me  thou  art  Catherine — 
"Catrinella  mia,"  as  thou  Avilt. 

Here,  dearest,  as  I  sit  embowered  beside 
the  Aviae  and  winding  Ilhine,  the  day- 
dream of  my  childhood  is  at  length  realized. 
I  live,  I  breathe  in  the  land  glorified  by 
genius.  Reflected  in  that  stream  is  the 
castled  crag  of  Drachenfels,  mirrored  as 
in  my  heart  the  image  of  my  dearest 
Catherine.  Hoav  shall  I  tell  you  of  our 
existence  here,  fascinated  by  the  charms 
of  song  and  sceneiy,  elevated  by  the 
strains  of  immortal  verse  ?  We  are  living 
at  the  Grand  Hotel  du  Ehin,  my  SAveet 
child  ;  and,  having  taken  the  entire  first 
floor,  are  regarded  as  something  like  an 
imperial  family  traA^eling  under  the  name 
of  Dodd. 

I  told  you  in  my  last  of  our  acquaint- 
ance Avith  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton.  It  has 
since  then  ripened  into  friendship.  It  is 
now  love.     I  feel  the  dangerous  captiva- 
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tion  of  speaking  of  licr,  even  passingly. 
Her  name  suggests  all  that  can  fascinate 
tiie  lieart  and  enthrall  the  imagination. 
Slie  is  perfectly  hoiintiful,  and  not  less 
gifted  than  she  is  lovely.  Perhaps  I  can- 
not convey  to  my  dearest  Catherine  a  nioi'e 
accurate  conception  of  this  charming  be- 
ing than  by  mentioning  some — a  few — of 
the  changes  wrought  by  her  influence  on 
the  habits  of  oui'  daily  life. 

Our    mornings    are    scientific — entirely 
given  up  to  botany,  chemistry,  natural  his- 
tory,  and   geology,   Avith  occasional  read- 
ings in    iMjlitical  economy  and   statistics. 
A\'e  all  attend    these  excei)t  ]>apa.     Even 
James  has  become  a  most  attentive  stu- 
dent, and  never  takes  his  eyes  off  Mrs.  G. 
during  tlie  lecture.     At   three  we  lunch, 
and   then   mount  our  horses  for  a  ride  ; 
since,   thanks  to  Lord   George's  attentive 
])oliteness,  seven  saddle-horses  have  been  j 
sent  down  from  I'russels  for  our  use.    Once 
mounted,  we  are  like  a  school  released  from  ; 
stud}',  so  full  of  gayety,  so  overflowing  with  j 
spirits  and  animation.  ! 

Where  shall  we  go  ?  is  then  the  question. ' 
Some    are  for   Godesberg,    where  we  dis- { 
mount  to  eat  ice  and  stroll  through  the 
gardens  ;  others,  of  whom  your  Mary  Anne  ! 
is  ever  one,  vote  for  Kolandseck,  that  be- 
ing the  very  spot  whence  Roland  tlie  bravo 
— the  brave  Roland — sat  to  gaze  upon  those  j 
convent   walls   that    inclosed    all   that  he 
adored  on  earth. 

And    oh  !    Catherine   dearest,    is    there : 
amongst  the  very  highest  of  those  attri- 
butes which  deify  human  nature  any  one  | 
that  can  com])are  with  Fidelity  ?     Does  it  j 
not  com|)rise  nearly  all  the  virtues,  heroic  j 
as  well  as  humble  ?     For  my  part,  I  think  I 
it   should   be   the   great  theme   of   poets, 
blending  as  it  does  some  of  the  tendercst : 
with    some  of   the  grandest  traits   of  the 
heart.     From  Petrarch   to   Paul — I   mean  i 
Virginia's  Paul — there  is  a  fascination  in  } 
these  exam})les  that  no  otiier  quality  ever  j 
evokes.     My  dearest  Emily — I  call  Mrs.  G.  { 
II.  by  her  Christian  name  al.ways — joined  \ 
me  the  other  evening  in  a  discussion  on  i 
this  subject  against  Lord  George,  James,  i 
and  several  others,  our  only  cavalier  being! 
the    Ritter    von    Wolfensehiifer,    a   young 
German  noble,  who  is  studying  here,  and 
a  remarkable  specimen  of  his  class.     lie  is 
tall,  and  what  at  first  seems  heavy-browed, ; 
but,  on  nearer  acquaintance,  displays  one 
of  those  gi-and  heads  which  are  rarely  met 
with  save  on  the  canvas  of  Titian  ;  he  wears 
a  long  beard  and  moustache  of  a  reddish- j 
brown,  which,  accompanied  by  a  certain  so- 1 
lemnity  of  manner  and  a  deep-toned  voice,  j 
impress  you  with  a  kind   of  awe  at  first. ' 
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His  family  is,  I  believe,  the  oldest  in  Ger- 
many, having  been  bai-ons  of  the  Black 
Forest,  in  some  very  early  century.  "The 
first  Ilapsburg,"  he  gays,  was  a  "knecht," 
or  vassal,  of  one  of  his  ancestors.  His 
pride  is,  therefore,  something  indescribable. 

Lord  George  met  him,  1  fancy,  first  at 
some  royal  table,  and  they  renewed  their 
acquaintance  here,  shyly  in  the  beginning, 
but  after  a  while  M'ith  more  cordiality  ;  antl 
now  he  is  here  every  day  singing,  sketch- 
ing, reciting  Schiller  and  Goethe,  talking 
the  most  delightful  rliai)sodies,  and  raving 
about  moonlights  on  the  lirocken,  and 
mysticism  in  the  Ilartzwald,  till  my  very 
brain  turns  with  distraction. 

Don't  you  detest  the  "positif"  —  the 
dreary,  tiresome,  tame,  sad-colored  robe  of 
reality  ?  and  do  you  not  adore  the  pris- 
matic-tiiited  drai)ery  that  envelops  the 
dream-creatures  of  imagination  ?  1  know, 
dearest  Catherine,  that  you  do.  I  feel  by 
myself  how  you  shrink  from  the  stern  as- 
pect of  reality,  and  love  to  shroud  yourself 
in  the  graceful  tissues  of  fancy  I  How, 
then,  would  you  long  to  be  here — to  dis- 
cuss with  us  themes  that  have  no  possible 
relation  to  anything  actually  existing — to 
talk  of  those  visionary  essences  which  form 
the  creatures  of  the  unreal  world  ?  The 
"  Ritter  "  is  perfectly  charming  on  these 
subjects  ;  there  is  a  vein  of  love  through 
his  metaphysics,  and  of  metaphysics 
through  his  love,  that  elevates  while  it 
subdues.  You  will  say  it  is  a  strange  tran- 
sition that  makes  me  flit  from  these  things 
to  thoughts  of  home  and  Ireland  ;  but  in 
the  willful  wandering  of  my  fancy  a  vision 
of  the  past  rises  before  me,  and  I  mnst 
seize  it  ere  it  depart.  I  wish,  in  fact,  to 
speak  to  you  about  a  passage  in  your  last 
letter,  which  has  given  me  equal  astonish- 
ment and  suffering.  A\  hat,  dearest  Kitty, 
do  you  mean  by  talking  of  a  certain  per- 
son's "long-tried  and  devoted  affection'' 
— "his  hopes,  and  his  steadfast  reliance 
on  my  truthfulness  ?"  Have  I  ever  given 
any  one  the  right  to  make  sucli  an  ajjpeal 
to  me  ?  I  do  really  believe  that  no  one  is 
less  exposed  to  such  a  reproach  than  I  am  ! 
I  have  the  right,  if  I  jjlease,  to  misconstrue 
your  meaning,  and  assume  a  total  ignor- 
ance as  to  whom  you  are  referring.  But  I 
will  not  avail  myself  of  the  iiriviU'ge,  Kitty 
— I  will  accept  your  allusion.  Vou  mean 
Dr.  Belton.  Now,  I  own  that  I  write  this 
name  with  considerable  reluctance  and  re- 
gret. His  many  valuable  qmdities,  and 
the  natural  goodness  of  his  disposition, 
have  endeared  him  to  all  of  that  humble 
circle  in  which  his  lot  is  cast,  and  it  would 
grieve  me  were  I  to  write  one  single  word 
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which  should  pain  him  to  liear.  But  I  ask 
you,  Kitty,  what  is  there  in  our  relative 
stations  in  society  which  shouhl  embolden 
him  to  offer  me  attentions  ?  Do  we  move 
in  the  same  sphere  ?  have  we  either 
thoughts,  ideas,  or  ambitions — have  we 
even  ac([uaintances — in  common  ?  I  do 
not  want  to  magnify  the  i)osition  I  hold. 
Heaven  knows  that  the  great  world  is  not 
a  sea  devoid  of  rocks  and  quicksands.  No 
one  feels  i.s  perils  more  acutely  than  my- 
self. But  I  repeat  it  :  Is  there  not  a  wide 
gulf  between  us  ?  Could  he  live,  and  move, 
think,  act,  or  plan,  in  the  circle  that  I  as- 
sociate with?  Could  /  exist,  even  for  a 
day,  uxhis?  IS'o,  dearest,  impossible — ut- 
terly impossible.     The  great  world  lias  its 


beyond  the  limits  of  this  life,  and  dnre 
to  assail  the  angelic  existences  of  the  nexi  1 
But  you  could  not  intend  this  ;  no,  Kit- 
ty, I  acquit  you  at  once  of  such  a  notion  ; 
even  the  defense  of  your  friend  could 
not  make  you  so  unjust.  Dr.  Belton  must, 
surely,  be  in  error  as  to  any  sup])osed 
])ledges  or  promises  on  my  part.  J  have 
taxed  my  memory  to  the  utmost,  and  can- 
not ]'ecall  any  such.  If,  in  the  volatile 
gayety  of  a  childish  heart — remember, 
sweetest,  I  was  only  eighteen  when  I  left 
home — I  may  have  said  some  silly  speech, 
surely  it  is  not  woi-th  remembering,  still 
less  I'ecording,  to  make  me  blush  for  it. 
Lastly,  Kitty,  I  have  learned  to  know  that 
all  real  happiness  is  based  upon  filial  obe- 
requirements — exactions,  if  you  will  ;  they  j  dience  ;  and  whatever  sejitiments  it  would 
are  imperative,  often  tyrannical;  but  their  |  be  possible  for  me  to  entertain  for  Dr.  B. 
sweet  recompense  comes  back  in  that  de- [  would  be  diametrically  opposed  to  the 
licious  tranquility  of  soul,  that  bland  im-|  wishes  of  my  papa  and  mamma 


perturbability  that  springs  from  good  breed- 
ing— the  calm  equanimity  that  no  accident 
can  shake,  from  which  no  sudden  shock 
can  elicit  a  vibration.  I  do  not  pretend, 
dearest  friend,  that  I  have  yet  attained  to 


I  have  now  gone  over  this  question  in 
every  direction  I  could  think  of,  because 
I  hope  that  it  may  never  more  recur  be- 
tween us.  It  is  a  theme  which  I  advert  to 
with  sorrow,  for  really  I  am  unable  to  ac- 


this.     I  know  well  that  I  am  still  far  dis- 1  quit  of    presumption    one   whose   general 
tant  from  that  great  goal;  but  I  am  on  l  character  is  conspicuous  for  a  modest  and 


the  road,  Kitty — my  progress  has  com- 
menced, and  not  for  the  wealth  of  worlds 
would  I  turn  back  from  it. 

With  thouglits  like  these  in  my  heart — 
instincts  I  should  perhaps  call  them — how 
njisuited  should  I  be  to  the  humble  mo- 
notony of  a  provincial  existence.     Were  I 


retiring  humility.  You  will  acquaint  him 
Avith  as  much  of  the  sentiments  I  here 
express  as  you  deem  fitting.  I  leave  every- 
thing to  your  excellent  delicacy  and  dis- 
cretion. I  only  beg  that  I  may  not  be 
again  asked  for  explanations  on  a  matter 
so  excessively  disagreeable  to  discuss,  and 


even  to  sacrifice  my  own  happiness,  should  I  that  I  may  be  spared  alluding  to  those 
I  secure  his  ?  My  heart  responds,  No,  cei- I  peculiar  circumstances  which  separate  us 
tainly  not.  forever.     If   the  time  should  come  when 

As  to  what  you  remark  of  the  past,  I  j  he  will  take  a  more  reasonable  and  just 
feel  it  is  easily  replied  to.  The  little  I  view  of  our  respective  conditions,  nothing 
chapel  at  Bruff  or.ce  struck  me  as  a  miracle  i  will  be  more  agreeiible  to  me  than  to  renew 
of  architectural  beauty.  I  really  fancied  |  those  relations  of  friendship  which  we  so 
that  the  doorway  was  in  the  highest  taste  i  long  cultivated  as  neighbors;  and  if,  in 
of  florid  Gothic,  and  that  the  east  window  \  any  future  state  I  may  occupy,  I  can  be  of 
was  positively  gorgeous  in  tracery.  As  to  '  the  least  service  to  him,  I  beg  you  to  bc- 
the  altar,  I  can  only  say  that  it  a})peared  a  I  lieve  that  it  will  be  both  a  pride  and  a 
mass  of  gold,  silver,  and  embroidery,  such  j  pleasure  to  me  to  know  it. 
as  we  read  of  in  the  "Arabian  Nights.'"!  It  is  needless,  after  this,  to  answer  the 
Am  I  to  blame,  Kitty,  that,  after  having  question  of  your  postscript.  Of  course  he 
seen  the  real  splendors  of  8t.  Gudule,  and  |  must  not  write  to  me.  Nothing  could  in- 
the  dome  of  Cologne,  I  can  recant  my  !  duce  me  to  read  his  letter.  That  he  should 
former  belief,  and  acknowledge  that  the  |  ever  have  thought  of  such  a  thing  is  a 
little  edifice  at  Bruff  is  poor,  mean,  and  proof — and  no  sliglit  one — of  his  utter  ig- 
insignificant  ;  its  architecture  a  sham,  and  norance  of  all  the  conventional  rules  which 
its  splendor  all  tinsel  ?  and  yet  it  is  pre- j  regulate  social  intercourse.     But  a  truce  to 


cisely  what  I  left  it, 

You  will  then  retort,  that  it  is  I  am 
changed!  I  own  it,Kitty.  I  am  so.  But  can 
you  make  this  a  matter  of  reproach  ?  If  so, 
is'  not  every  step  in  intellectual  progress 
— every  stage  of  development  a  stigma  ? 
Your  theory,    if    carried  out,   would    soar 


a  theme  so  painful. 

I  answer  your  brief  question  of  the  turn- 
down of  your  letter  as  curtly  as  it  is  put. 
No  ;  I  am  not  in  love  with  Lord  George, 
nor  is  he  with  me.  We  regard  each  other 
as  brother  and  sister  ;  we  talk  in  tlie  most 
unreserved     confidence ;     we    say    things 
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wliicli,  in  the  iiiin-owor  prejudices  of  Eng- 
land, would  be  infiiilibly  comiemncd.  In 
fact,  Kitty,  the  sway  of  a  conscientious 
sense  of  right,  tlie  inward  feeling  of  puri- 
ty, admit  of  many  liberties  here  which  are 
denied  to  us  at  home.  Here  I  tell  you  in 
one  word  what  it  is  that  constitutes  the 
superiority  in  tone  of  the  continent  over 
our  own  country — I  should  say  it  was  this 
very  same  freedom  of  thougiit  and  action. 

Tiie  language  is  full  of  a  thousand  gi'ace- 
ful  courtesies  that  mean  so  much  or  so  lit- 
tle. The  literature  abounding  in  analysis 
of  emotions  —  that  secret  anatomy  of  the 
heart,  so  fascinating  and  so  instructive  ; 
the  habits  of  society  so  easy,  and  so  natu- 
ral ;  and  then  that  chivalrous  homage  paid 
to  the  sex,  all  contribute  to  e.vtend  the 
realms  of  conversational  topics,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  admit  of  various  ways  of 
treating  them,  such  as  may  suit  the  tem- 
per, the  talent,  or  the  caprice  of  each. 
How  often  does  it  liajjpen  from  this  that 
one  iiears  the  gravest  themes  of  religion 
and  politics  debated  in  a  spirit  of  the  most 
sparkling  wit  and  levity,  while  sul^jects  of 
the  most  trivial  kind  are  discussed  witli 
a  degree  of  seriousness  and  a  dis])lay  of 
learning  actmiUy  astounding  !  This  won- 
derful versatility  is  very  remarkable  in  an- 
other respect ;  for,  sti'ange  enough,  it  is 
the  young  peoi)le  abroad  who  are  the  grav- 
est in  manner —  the  most  reserved  and 
most  saturnine.  The  high-spirited — the 
buoyant — the  most  daring  talkers  are  the 
elderly.  In  a  word,  Kitty,  everything 
here  is  the  reverse  of  that  at  home  ;  and, 
I  am  forced  to  confess,  possesses  a  great 
superioi'ity  over  our  own  notions. 

I  am  dying  to  tell  you  more  of  the  Rit- 
ter,  which,  I  must  explain  to  you,  is  the 
German  for  ''Chevalier."  If  you  want  a 
confession,  too,  I  will  make  one,  and  that 
is,  that  he  is  desperately  in  love  with  a 
})oor  friend  of  yonrs,  who  feels  herself  quite 
unworthy' of  the  devotion  of  this  scion  of 
thirty-two  cjuarterings. 

In  a  worldly  ])oint  of  view,  Kitty,  the 
possibility  of  such  an  event  would  be  bril- 
liant beyond  conception.  His  estates  are 
a  ])rincipality,  and  his  8chloss  von  AVolfen- 
berg  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  Black 
Forest.  Does  not  your  heart  swell  and 
bound  dearest,  at  the  thought  of  a  real 
castle,  in  a  real  forest,  with  a  real  baron, 
Kitty?  one -of  those  cruel  creatures,  per- 
haps, who  lived  in  feudal  times,  and  al- 
ways killed  a  child,  to  warm  their  feet  in 
his  heart's  blood.  Not  that  our  Ritter 
looks  this.  On  the  contrary,  he  is  gentle, 
low  voice'd,  and  dreamy — a  little  too  dreamy 
—if  I  must  say  it,  and   not   sufficiently 


alive  to  the  rattling  drolleries  of  Lord 
George  ajid  James,  who  torment  him  un- 
ceasingly. 

Mamma  likes  him  immensely,  though 
their  intei-course  is  limited  to  mere  bows 
and  greetings  ;  and  even  papa,  whose  prejn- 
dice  against  foreigners  increases  with  every 
day,  acknowledges  that  he  is  very  amiable 
and  good  tempered.  Gary  nppears  to  me 
to  be  greatly  taken  with  him,  but  he  never 
notices  her,  nor  pays  her  the  slightest  at- 
tention. I'm  sure  I  wish  he  would,  and  I 
should  be  delighted  to  contribute  toward 
such  a  conjuncture.  Who  knows  what 
may  happen  later,  for  he  has  invited  us 
all  to  the  Schloss  for  the  shooting  season — 
some  time  I  believe  in  autumn — and  papa 
has  said  ''  Yes." 

I  now  come  to  another  secret,  dearest 
Kitty,  depending  on  all  your  discretion 
not  to  divulge  it,  at  least  for  the  present. 
Mamma  has  received  a  confidential  note 
from  Waters,  the  attorney,  informing  her 
that  she  is  to  succeed  to  the  M'Carthy  es- 
tates and  property  of  the  late  Jones  !M'X'ar- 
thy,  of  M'Carthy's  Folly.  1"he  amount  is 
not  yet  known  to  us,  and  we  are  surround- 
ed by  such  difficulties,  from  our  desire  to 
keep  the  matter  secret,  that  we  cannot  ex- 
pect ro  know  the  particulars  for  some  time. 
The  estates  were  considerable  ;  but,  like 
those  of  all  the  Irish  aristocracy,  greatly 
encumbered.  1^'he  personal  property, 
mamma  thinks,  could  not  have  heen  bur- 
dened, so  that  this  alone  may  turn  out 
handsomely. 

By  some  deed  of  settlement,  or  some- 
thing of  the  kind,  executed  at  papa's  mar- 
riage with  mamma,  lie  voluntarily  aban- 
doned all  right  over  any  property  that 
should  descend  to  her,  so  that  she  will  pos- 
sess the  unlimited  control  over  this  becpiest. 
Mr.  Waters  mentions  that  the  testator 
desired — lam  not  certain  that  he  did  not 
require  as  a  condition — that  Ave  should 
take  the  name  of  M'Carthy.  I  hope  so 
with  all  my  heart.  I  do  not  believe  that 
anything  could  offer  such  obstacles  to  us 
abroad  as  this  terrible  and  emiihatic  mon- 
osyllable ;  now,  Dodd  M'Carthy  has  a 
rhythm  in  it  and  a  resonance  also. 

It  sounds  territorially,  too  :  like  the  de 
of  French  nobility.  AVe  should  lignre  in 
fashionable  "arrivals  and  dei)artures" 
with  a  certain  air  of  distinction,  that  is 
denied  to  us  at  present  ;  and  I  really  do 
not  see  why  we  should  not  be — *'The 
M'Carthy.""  You  know,  dearest,  that  the 
Herald's  office  never  in terfei-es  about  Celtic 
nobility,  inasmuch  as  its  origin  utterly  de- 
fies investigation  ;  and  there  are,  conse- 
quently, no  pains  nor  penalties  attached  to 
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the  as.-uinpti()ii  of  n  native  title.  How  I 
should  be  delig-lited  to  hear  us  announced 
as  "Tiie  M'Carthy  family  and  suite,"  with 
an  cxplanatoi-y  iiara^rapii  about  ]iapa  lieini^ 
the  blue  or  the  black  knisxht.  'J'he  Eii.<^- 
lish  are  always  impressed  Avith  those  things, 
and  foreigners  regard  them  with  immense 
devotion.  '^^I'here  is  another  incalculable 
advantage,  Kitty,  not  to  be  overlooked. 
All  little  eccentricities  of  manner,  little 
peculiarities  of  accent,  voice  and  intona- 
tion, of  which  neither  pa  nor  ma  are  total- 
ly exempt,  instead  of  being  criticised,  as 
some  sliort-sighted  folk  might  criticise 
them,  as  vulgar,  low,  and  commonplace, 
rise  at  once  jto  the  dignity  of  a  national 
trait. 

They  are  like  Breton  French,  or  certain 
Provencal  expressions  in  use  amongst  the 
ancient  "  Soignenrie  "  of  the  land.  'I'hey 
actually  dignify  station,  instead  of  disgrac- 
ing it,  so  that  a  "brogue"  seems  to"  seal 
the  very  patent  of  your  nobility,  and  the 
mutilations  of  your  parts  of  speech  stand 
for  quarterings  on  your  escutcheon. 

It  might  seem  invidious  Avere  I  to  quote 
the  instances  which  support  my  theory  ! 
but  I  assure  you,  seriously,  that  social  suc- 
cess, to  be  rapid,  requires  aids  like  these. 
There  was  a  time  when  being  a  Villiers,  a 
Stanley,  or  a  Seymour  gave  you  a  kind  of 
illusory  nobility.  You  were  a  species  of 
human  shot-silk,  that  turned  blue  in  one 
light,  and  brown  in  another  ;  but  now  that 
Burke  is  read  in  the  National  Schools,  and 
the  "Almanach  de  Gotha"  in  the  Godless 
colleges,  deception  on  this  head  is  im- 
possible. They  take  you  "to  book"  at 
once.  You  can't  be  one  of  the  Howards 
of  Ettinham,  for  Lady  Mary  died  childless 
— nor  one.  of  the  Worseley  brancli,  for  the 
present  marquis,  who  married  Lady  Alice 
de  Courtenaye,  had  only  two  children, 
one,  British  Envoy  at  the  court  of  Prince 
of  Salms  und  Schweinigen,  the  other,  &c. 
In  fact,  Kitty,  you  are  voted  nobody. 
They  will  not  allow  you  father  nor  mother, 
uncle  nor  aunt,  nor  even  any  good  friends. 
Better  be  Popkins,  or  Perkins,  Snooks, 
or  even  Smith,  than  this  !  The  Celtic 
"noblesse,"  however,  is  a-  safe  refuge 
against  all  impertinent  curiosity.  Tracing 
the  Dodd  M'Carthy  to  his  parent  stem 
would  be  like  keeping  count  of  the  sheep 
in  Sancho's  story.  Besides,  matters  of 
succession  are  made  matters  of  faith  in  the 
church,  and  why  shouldn't  they  be  in  the 
M'Carthy  family  ?  I  don't  suppose  we 
want  to  be  more  infallible  than  the   Pope  ? 

I  have  not  forgotten  what  you  mentioned 
about  your  brotlier  Eobert  fnor  was  it  at 
all  necessary,  my  dear  Kitty,  for   you  to 


speak  of  his  talents  and  acquirements, 
which  I  well  know  are  first-rate.  I  took 
an  o])portunity  the  other  day  of  alluding 
to  the  matter  to  Lord  George,  who  has  in- 
fluence in  every  quarter.  I  told  him  pretty 
much  in  the  words  of  your  letter,  that  he 
was  equally  distinguished  in  science  as  in 
classics,  had  taken  honors  in  both,  and  was 
in  all  other  respects  fully  qualified  to  be  a 
tutor.  That,  being  a  gentleman  by  birth, 
though  of  small  fortune,  his  desire  was  to 
obtain  the  advantages  of  foi-cign  travel, 
and  the  opportunity  ot  acquiring  modern 
languages,  for  which  he  was  quite  willing 
to  assume  all  the  labor  and  fatigue  of  a 
teacher.  He  stopped  me  short  here  by 
saying,  '' I'm  afraid  it's  no  go.  They've 
made  a  farce,  and  a  devilish  good  one,  too, 
of  the  'Irish  Tutor;"  and  I  half  suspect 
that  Dr.  O'Toole,  as  he  is  called,  has  spoil- 
ed the  trade." 

I  tried  to  introduce  a  word  about  Rob- 
ert's attainments,  but  he  broke  in  with — 
•'That's  all  very  well  ;  I'm  quite  sure  of 
everything  you  say.  But  who  takes  a 
'  coach  ?  '  " — That's  the  slang  for  a  tutor, 
Kitty  ! — "  Xo  one  takes  a  '  coach  '  for  his 
learning  now-a-days.  AV hat's  wanted — 
particularly  when  traveling — is  a  sharp, 
wide-awake  fellow,  that  knows  all  the 
dodges  of  the  continent  as  well  as  a  cour- 
ier, can  bully  the  police,  quiz  the  custom- 
house, and  slang  the  waiters.  He  ought 
to  be  up  to  the  opera  and  the  ballet ;  be  a 
dead  hand  at  ecai-te,  and  a  capital  judge  of 
cigars.  After  these,  his  great  requisites 
are  never-ceasing  good-humor,  and  a  gen- 
eral flow  of  high  spirits  to  stand  all  the 
bad  Jokes  and  vapid  fun  of  young  college 
men  ;  a  yielding  disposition  to  go  any- 
where, Avith  any  one,  and  for  anything  that 
may  be  proposed  ;  and,  finally,  a  ready 
tact  ncA'cr  to  supjiose  himself  included  in 
any  invitation  Avith  his  'bear,'  who,  hoAv- 
ever  Avell  he  may  treat  him,  Avill  ahvays 
prefer  leaving  him  at  home  Avheh  he  dines 
at  an  '  embassy.'  " 

This  is  a  rapid  sketch  of  a  tutor's  life 
and  habits,  as  practiced  abroad,  Kitty ; 
-and  I  more  than  suspect  Robert  would 
not  like  it.  Should  I  be  in  error,  Iioav- 
ever,  and  that  such  Avould  suit  his  vicAvs, 
I'm  sure  I  can  reckon  on  Lord  George's 
kindness  to  find  him  an  appointment. 
MeauAvhile,  let  him  "  accustom  himself  to 
much  smoking,  and  occasional  brandy-and- 
Avater,  lay  in  a  good  stock  of  droll  anec- 
dotes, and  if  he  can  acquire  any  conjuring 
knowledge,  or  tricks  on  the  cards,  it  will 
aid  him  greatly."  These  hints  are  Lord 
G.'s,  and  I'm  sure,  invaluable. 

A  thunderstorm  has  just  broken  over  the 
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viiliey  of  the  Rhine,  aii<l  tlic  dread  artillerv 
of  hoavciT  comes  pealing  down  from  tlie 
"Lurlie"  iii^e  a  chorus  of  demons  in  a 
modern  ojicra.  Our  excursion  being  im- 
possible, 1  once  more  resume  my  task,  and 
again  seat  myself  to  hold  communion  with 
my  dearest  Kitty. 

I  find,  besides,  iniiniiu'rable  questions 
still  nnanswered  in  your  last  dear  letter. 
Yon  ask  mo  if,  on  tlie  wiiole,  lam  happier 
than  I  was  at  Dodsborough  ?  IIow  could 
you  ever  have  penned  such  a  qna-i-e  ?  The 
tone  of  seriousness  which  you  tell  me  of, 
in  my  letters,  admits,  perha[)s,  of  a  softer 
epithet.  May  it  not  be  that  soul-kindled 
elevation  that  comes  of  daily  association 
witli  high  intelligences  ?  If  I  were  but  to 
tell  you  the  names  of  the  illustrious  writ- 
ers and  great  thinkers  wliom  we  meet  here 
almost  every  evening,  Kitty,  you  would  no 
longer  be  amazed  at  the  soaring  flight  my 
faculties  have  taken.  Not  that  they  ap- 
pear to  us,  my  dearest  friend,  in  tlie  mys- 
tic robes  of  science,  but  in  the  humble  garb 
of  common  life,  playing  "groschen  "  whist, 
or  a  game  of  tric-trac.  Just  fancy,  if  you 
can.  Professor  Faraday  i)laying  ''  petit 
jeux,"  or  Wollaston  engaged  at  "'  hunt-the- 
slipper." 

These  are  the  intimacies,  this  the  kind 
of  intercourse*,  which  im})erceptibly  culti- 
vate the  mind,  and  enlarge  the  understand- 
ing ;  for,  as  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  beautiful- 
ly observes,  ''The  charm  of  high-bred 
manner  is  not  to  be  acquired  by  attend- 
ance on  a  'levee  '  or  a  'tlrawing-room,'  it 
is  imbibed  in  the  atmosphere  that  pervades 
a  court,  in  the  daily,  hourly  association 
Avith  that  harmonious  elegance  that  sur- 
rounds a  sovereign."  So,  dearest  Kitty, 
from  intercourse  with  great  minds  is  there 
a  })crpetual  gain  to  our  stock  of  kuqwledge. 
"  They  are,"  as  Mrs.  G.  says,  "  the  charged 
machines  from  which  the  electric  sparks 
of  genius  arc  cternallv  disengaging  them- 
selves.*' What  a  privilege  to  be  the  re- 
ceivers ! 

There  is  a  wondrous  charm,  too,  in  their 
simplicity,  as  well  as  in  that  habit  they 
have  of  mystically  connecting  the  most  tri- 
vial topics  with  the  most  astounding  spec- 
ulations. A  fairy  tale  l)ecomes  to  tliem  a 
nietai)h\'sical  allegory.  You  would  scarce- 
ly credit  what  curious  doctrines  of  Social- 
ism lie  veiled  under  "Jack  the  Giant  Kill- 
er," or  that  the  Marquis  of  Carabas,  in  the 
tale  of  *'  Puss  in  Boots,"  is  meant  to  illus- 
trate the  oppression  of  the  landed  aristoc- 
racy. Nor  is  this  all,  Kitty  ;  but  they  go 
further,  and  they  are  always  s]ieculating 
on  something  beyor.d  the  actual  catastro- 
phe of   a   story  ;  as    the    other  evening  I 


heard  a  learned  argument  to  show,  that 
iuid  Jiluebeard  not  been  killed,  he  would 
have  inevitably  formed  an  alliance  with 
"Sister  Anne,"  just  for  the  sake  of  sup- 
porting the  cause  of  "  marriage  of  a  de- 
ceased wife's  sister."  I  only  mention  these 
as  passing  instances  of  that  rich  imagina- 
tive fertility,  which  is  as  much  their  char- 
acteristic as  is  their  wonderful  })ower  ol 
argumentation. 

Lord  George  and  James  won-y  me  great- 
ly for  my  admiration  of  Germany  and  the 
(ierjuans.  They  talk,  in  slang,  on  thenies 
that  require  a  high  strain  of  intelligence 
to  com})i-ehend  or  even  appreciate.  No 
wonder,  then,  if  their  frivolity  offend  and 
annoy  me  !  The  Hitter  von  AN'ollenschiifer 
is  an  unspeakable  relief  to  me,  after  this 
tiresome  quizzing.  Shall  I  own  that  Caiy 
is  their  ally  in  the  same  ignoble  warfare  ? 
Indeed,  nothing  surprises,  and,  at  the  same 
time  deju'esses  me  moi-o  than  to  remark  the 
little  benefit  derived  by  Caroline  from  for- 
eign travel.  She  Avould  seem  to  sit  d(nvn 
perfectly  contented  Avith  the  information 
derived  from  books,  as  though  the  really 
substantial  advantages  of  a  residence 
abroad  Avero  not  all  dependent  on  direct 
intercourse  Avith  the  peo])le.  "AVhy  not 
road  Uhland  and  Tieck  at  home  at  JDods- 
borough  ?  "  say  I  to  her.  "  To  Avhat  end 
do  you  come  hundreds  of  miles  away  from 
your  country,  to  do  Avhat  might  so  easily 
have  been  accomplished  at  home  ?"  What 
do  you  think  Avas  her  reply  ?  It  Avas  this  : 
"That  is  exactly  what  1  should  like  to  do. 
Having  seen  some  parts  of  the  continent, 
having  enjoyed  the  spectacle  of  those  Avon- 
derful  things  of  nature  and  of  art  Avhich  a 
tour  abroad  Avould  dis})lay,  and  having 
acquired  that  facility  in  languages  Avhicii 
comes  so  rapidly  by  their  daily  use,  I  should 
like  to  go  home  again,  adding  to  the  plea- 
sures my  own  country  sui)])lies,  stores  of 
knowledge  and  resources  from  other  lands. 
I  neither  Avant  to  think  that  Frenchmen 
and  Germans  are  better  bred  than  my  own 
countrymen,  nor  that  the  rigid  decorum  of 
English  nnmners  is  only  a  flimsy  veil  of 
hypocrisy  thrown  over  the  coarse  vices  of  a 
coarse  i)eoi)le." 

Now,  my  dear  Kitty,  be  as  national  and 
patriotic  as  one  Avill  ;  play  "liule  Britan- 
nia" every  morning,  Avifh  variations  on 
the  piano/wear  a  Paisley  shawl  and  a  Dun- 
stable bonnet ;  make  yourself  as  hideous 
and  absurd  as  the  habits  of  your  native 
country  Avill  admit  of — and  that  is  a  wide 
latitude — you  Avill  be  obliged  to  oavu  the 
startling  fact,  the  continent  is  more  civ- 
ilized than  England.  Daily  life  is  sur- 
rounded Avith  more  of  elegance  and  of  re- 
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finoment,  for  the  simple  reason  that  there 
is  more  leisure  for  both.  Tliere  is  none  of 
that  vulgarity  of  incessant  occupation  so 
observable  witli  us.  Men  do  not  live  here 
to  be  poor-law  guardians  and  quarter  ses- 
sions cliairmen,  directors  of  railroads,  or 
members  of  select  committees.  'i'hcy 
choose  the  nobler  ambition  of  mental  cul- 
tivation and  intellectual  polish.  They 
study  the  arts  Avhich  adorn  social  inter- 
course, and  acquire  those  graceful  accom- 
plisliments  which  fascinate  in  the  great 
world,  and,  in  the  phrase  of  the  news- 
I)apers,  ''make  home  happy." 

1  have  now  come  to  the  end  of  my  paper, 
and  perhaps  of  your  patience,  but  not  of 
my  arguments  on  this  theme,  nor  the  wish 
to  impress  them  upon  my  dearest  Kitty. 
Adieu  !     Adieu  ! 

I  can  understand  your  astonishment  at 
reading  this,  Kitty  ;  but  is  it  not  another 
proof  that  Ireland  is  far  behind  the  rest  of 
the  world  in  civilization  ?  The  systems 
exploded  everywhere  are  still  pursued 
there,  and  the  unprofitable  learning  that 
all  other  countries  have  abandoned,  is  jire- 
cisely  the  object  of  hardest  study  and  am- 
bition. 

There  are  twenty  other  things  that  I 
wished  to  consult  my  dearest  Kitty  about, 
but  I  must  conclude.  It  is  now  nigh  eleven 
o'clock,  the  moon  is  rising,  and  we  are  off 
on  our  excursion  to  the  Drachenfels — for 
you  must  know  that  one  of  the  stereotyped 
amusements  of  the  continent  is  to  ascend 
mountains  for  the  sake  of  seeing  daybreak 
from  the  ''summit."  It  is  frequently  a 
failure  as  regards  the  picturesque ;  but 
never  so  with  respect  to  the  pleasure  of 
the  trip.  Tliink  of  a  mountain  path  by 
moonlight,  Kitty  ;  your  mule  slowly  toil- 
ing up  the  steep  ascent,  while  some  one 
near  murmurs  "Childe  Harold"  in  your 
ear,  the  perils  of  the  way  permitting  a 
Imndred  little  devotional  attentions  so 
suggestive  of  dependence  and  protection. 
I  must  break  off — they  are  calling  for  me  ; 
and  [  have  but  time  to  write  myself  my 
dearest  Kitty's  dearest  friend, 

JMary  Anne  Dodd. 


LETTER  XIX. 

BETTY  COBB  TO  MRS.  SHUSAX  o'SHEA,  PRIEST'S  HOUSE, 
BRUFF. 

Dear  Misses  Shusax, — I  thought  be- 
fore this  I'd  be  back  again  in  Bruff,  but  I 
leave  it  all  to  Providence,  that  maybe,  all 
the  time,  is  thinkin'  little  about  me.     It's  I 


not  out  of  any  uupiety  I  say  thi^,  but  be« 
kase  the  longer  I  live  the  more  I  see  how 
sarvants  are  trated  in  this  world  ;  and  the 
next  I'm  towld  is  much  the  same. 

If  the  mistress  would  let  me  alone  I'd 
get  used  to  the  ways  of  the  place  at  last, 
for  there's  some  things  isn't  so  bad  at  all  ; 
since  we  came  to  this  we  have  four  males 
every  day,  but,  if  you  mind  grace,  you 
might  as  well  have  none.  They've  a  pud- 
din'  for  everything,  fish — flesh — fowl — 
vegeblcs,  it's  all  alike  ;  but  the  hardest 
thing  is  to  eat  blackberries-Avith  beef,  or 
stewed  pork  Avith  rasplierries  ;  not  to  spake 
of  a  pike  with  })ine-apple,  that  we  had 
yesterday. 

There  is  always  an  abundance  and  a 
confusion  at  dinner  that's  ]ihizing  to  one's 
feelin's  ;  for,  indeed,  in  Ireland  there  is  no 
great  variety  in  the  sarvants'  hall,  and 
polatics  has  a  sameness  in  them  that's  very 
tiresome. 

We  are  livin'  now  at  an  elegant  hotel, 
where  we  sit  down  forty-seven  of  us  every 
day,  at  the  sound  of  a  big  bell  at  one  o'clock. 
They  call  it  the  table  d^at,  and  I  don't 
wonder  they  do,  for  it's  the  pleasantest 
place  I  ever  see.  AVe  goes  down,  linked 
arm-and-arm,  me  and  Lord  Geoi-ge's  man,. 
Mister  81i2)per,  and  the  Frinsh  made  lanin' 
on  Mounseer  Gregory,  the  furrier;  and 
there's  as  much  bowin'  and  scrapin',  or 
more,  than  up-stairs  in  the  parlor.  ]\Iister 
Slipper  takes  the  head  of  the  table,  and  I 
am  on  his  rite,  and  mamsel  on  his  left,  and 
the  dishes  all  cums  to  us  first,  and  we 
tumble  the  things  about,  and  helps  our- 
selves to  the  best  before  the  others,  and 
we  laff  so  loud,  Shusan,  for  Mr.  Slipper  is 
uncommon  droll,  and  tells  a  number  of 
stories  that  makes  me  cry  for  laflfin'  ;  and 
he  is  just  as  polite,  too,  for  whinever  he 
tells  anything  wrong  he  says  it  in  French. 
And  if  you  only  heerd  the  way  masters  and 
mistresses  is  spoke  of,  Shusan,  you'd  pity 
poor  sarvants  that  has  to  live  with  them, 
and  put  up  with  their  bad  'umors.  Mr. 
Slipper  liimself  is  trated  like  a  dog,  on 
eighty  pounds  a  year,  and  what  he  calls 
the  spoils — that's  the  close  that's  spoiled. 
Many's  the  day  he  never  sees  the  news- 
paper, for  Lord  G.  sticks  it  in  his  pocket, 
and  carries  it  out  with  him  ;  and  when  he 
went  out  to  tay,  the  other  evenin',  there 
wasn't  an  ambroidered  shirt  of  his  master's 
to  put  on,  and  he  was  obleeged  to  take  a 
plain  cambric  to  make  a  clane  breast  of  it ! 
"  Faix,"  says  he,  "there  no  sayin'  what 
will  happen  soon,  and  maybe  the  day'll 
cum  I'll  have  to  buy  my  own  cigars."  He 
had  an  iligant  place  before  this  one — Sir 
Michael  Bexley — but  tho'  the  wagis   vras 
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high,  and  the  eatiii'  first-r;ite,  lie  eoiil^ln't 
stay.  "We  wore  in  Vi-enna,"  says  he, 
"where  they  dance  a  grate  dale  in  sosi- 
ety,  and  Sir  Michaers  hands  and  feet  was 
smaller  than  mine,  and  I  couldn't  wear 
either  his  kid  gloves  or  his  dress-boots, 
and  goin'  out  every  night  the  expense  was 
krushin'. 

Alamsel  is  tratod  just  as  bad.  It's  maybe 
tliree  when  she  gets  to  bed  ;  her  mistress, 
Mrs.  G.,  wouldn't  take  a  flour  out  of  iier 
head  herself,  but  must  have  the  poor  cray- 
ture  waitin'  tl)ere,  like  a  centry.  And 
maybe  it's  at  that  time  o'  night  she'll  take 
the  notion  of  seein'  how  it  bekomes  her  to 
have  her  hare,  this  Avay  or  that,  or  to  see 
if  she'd  look  better  with  more  paint  on  her, 
or  if  her  eyebrows  was  blacker. 

Sometimes,  too,  she  takes  a  fit  of  tryin' 
ball  dresses,  five  or  six,  one  after  another; 
but  mamsel  says,  she  thinks  she  cured  her 
of  that  by  dropping  some  lamp  oil  over  a 
bran  new  white  satin,  with  Brussels  lace, 
that  was  never  worn  at  all.  As  Mr.  Slip- 
per says,  "  Our  ingenuity  is  taxed  to  a  de- 
gree that  destroys  our  dis{)ositions  ;  "  and 
I  may  here  observe,  Shusan,  that  all  sar- 
vants  ever  I  heerd  of  get  somehow  worse 
trated  than  Irish.  I  don't  mane  in  regard 
to  wagis,  bekase  the  Irish  certainly  gets 
laste,  but  I  spake  of  tratemcnt  ;  and  the 
rayson  is  this,  Shus\%  the  others  do  their 
work  as  a  kind  of  duty,  a  thing  they're 
l)aid  for,  and  that  they  ought  to  do  ;  we, 
the  Irish  I  mane,  do  everything  as  if  it 
was  out  of  our  own  goodness,  and  that  we 
wouldn't  do  it  if  we  didn't  like  ;  and  that's 
the  real  way  to  manage  a  master  or  a  mis- 
tress. If  he  asks  for  a  knife  at  diner, 
sure  he  can't  deny  it's  a  knife  bekase  it's 
dirty,  there  wouldn't  be  commini  sense  in 
that.  There's  two  ways  of  doin'  every- 
thing, Sliusan  ;  but,  easy  as  it  is,  the  Irish 
is  the  only  people  profits  by  the  lesson  ! 
It's  only  ourselves,  Shusan  dear,  knows 
how  to  make  a  master  or  mistress  down- 
right miserable  ! 

It  is  true  we  seldom  have  good  wagis, 
but  we  take  it  out  in  temper.  If  ye  seen 
the  life  I  sometimes  lead  the  mistress  you'd 
pity  her;  but  why.Avonld  you  after  all? 
wasn't  I  taken  away  from  my  homo  and 
country,  and  put  down  here  in  a  strange 
l)lace  ;  and  if  I  didn't  spend  the  day  now 
and  then  cryin',  would  she  ever  think  of 
razing  my  sperits  with  a  new  bonnet,  or  a 
pare  of  shoes,  or  a  ticket  for  the  play  ? 
Take  tltcm  azy,  Shnsy,  and  they'll  take  you 
the  same.  But  if  yon  show  them  they're 
in  your  power,  take  to  your  bed.  sick,  when 
they're  in  a  hot  hurry,  and  want  you  most, 
be  sulky  and  out  of  sperits  when  they're] 


iall  full  of  fun,  and  go  singin'  about  the 
I  hou.se  ihe  day  they've  got  a  distrossin'  let- 
ter by  the   po.=t, — keep  to   that,  and   my 
jshure   and    sartain    belcef   is,    that   you'll 
break  down  the  sperit  of  the  wickidest-mas- 
ter  and  mistress  that  ever  breathed. 

Isn't  my  mistress,  I  ask  you,  as  hard  to 
dale  with  as  any  ?  Well,  nuniy's  the  time, 
when  I'm  listen  in'  at  the  doore,  I  heerd 
her  say,  "  Betty  can't  bear  me  in  tliat 
shawl — Betty  put  it  somewhere,  and  I'm 
afraid  to  ask  for  it — Betty's  in  one  of  Iter 
tantrums  to-day,  so  I  mu.=t  not  ci'oss  her. 
I  wish  I  knew  how  to  i)Ut  Betty  Cobb  in 
good  humor."  "Faix,  ma'am,"  says  I  to 
myself,  "I  believe  you  well,  and  it"  Avould 
puzzle  wiser  heads  nor  you  I" 

And  now.  Misses  Shusan  dear,  is  it  any 
wonder  that  our  tempers  get  spoiled  ?  seeiii' 
the  lives  we  lade,  and  the  dreadful  turns 
and  twists  we  are  obleeged  to  give  our  nat- 
ral  dis])ositions.  It's  for  all  the  ■world 
like  play-actin'. 

There's  many  things  different  betune 
this  and  home,  and  first  and  foremost  re- 
ligion, Shusan.  Keligion  isn't  the  same  at 
all.  To  begin,  there's  no  fast  in'  at  all,  or 
next  to  none  ;  maybe  that's  bekase,  by  the 
nature  of  the  cookery,  nobody  could  tell 
what  it  was  he  was  eatin'.  Then,  there's 
little  penance — and  the  little  there  is  ye 
can  get  off  of  it  by  a  th rifle.  Ye  go  to  con- 
fessin'  whin  ye  like,  and  ye  keep  anything 
back  for  another  time  that  ye  don't  wish 
to  tell  just  then.  In  fact,  my  dear,  it 
comes  to  this — it's  harder  to  go  to  Heaven 
in  Ireland  than  any  place  ever  I  heerd  of, 
and  costs  more  money  into  the  bargin  I 

The  i)riests  hasn't  half  the  power  they 
have  in  Ireland,  they're  not  as  Avell  paid,- 
and  they  can't  curse  a  congregation,  nor 
do  any  other  good  action  that  isn't  set 
down  in  their  duty.  It's  the  ]iolis,  Shnsy, 
that  makes  ye  tremble  abroad,  and  that's 
the  great  difference  between  the  two  coun- 
tries. 

As  to  morils,  my  dear,  I'm  afraid  we're 
not  supariar,  for  it's  the  women  always 
makes  love  to  the  men,  which,  till  you  get 
used  to  it,  has  a  mighty  ugly  appearance. 
I  b'l'eve  it's  the  smokin'  leads  to  this,  for 
a  Gernum  wouldn't  take  his  pipe  out  of 
his  mouth  for  anything  ;  so  that  courtin' 
isn't  what  it  is  at  home. 

These  is  my  general  remarks  on  the 
habits  of  furriners,  which  I  give  you  as  free 
as  you  ask  for  them.  As  to  the  family, 
nobod}'  knows  where  the  money  comes 
from,  but  that  they're  spcndin'  it  in 
lash  ins,  is  true  as  I'm  here.  And  they're 
broke  up,  Shnsy,  and  not  the  way  they 
used  to  be.     The  master  walks  out  alone, 
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or  with  Miss  Caralino.  Miss  Mary  Anne 
stays  witli  the  mother  ;  and  master  James, 
that's  now  a  grone  man,  and  as  bowld  as 
brass  besides,  is  always  phelanderin'  about 
with  Mrs.  G.,  tlie  hidy  that  lives  with  us.  I 
mistrust  her,  Sliusan  dear,  and  Mamsel  Vir- 
giny,  her  made,  too,  though  siie's  miglity 
kind  and  polite  to  me,  and  says  slie  has 
80  many  "  bounties  "  for  the  whole  family. 

Paddy  Byrne  is  exactly  what  you  sus- 
pect. There's  nothin'  would  put  the  least 
polish  on  him.  The  very  way  he  ates  at 
the  table  doat  disgraces  us  ;  whenever  he 
gets  a  thing  he  likes,  instead  of  hclpin' 
himself  and  passin'  it  on,  he  takes  tiie 
whole  dish  before  him,  and  conshumes  it 
all.  As  he  is  always  ready  to  fite,  they  let 
him  do  as  he  likes,  and  he  is  become  now 
the  terror  of  the  place.  I  have  towld  ye 
now  about  everybody  but  the  ould  currier, 
Mounseer  Gregory,  an  invetherate  ould 
Frinsh  bla'guard,  that  never  has  a  dacent 
word  in  his  mouth,  thought  he  hasn't  a 
good  tooth  in  it,  and  ye'd  say  'twas  at  his 
prayers  the  ould  hardened  sinner  should 
be.  The  very  laff  he  has,  and  the  way  his 
bleery  eyes  twinkle,  is  a  shame  to  see  !  It's 
nigh  to  fifty  years  since  he  took  to  the  road, 
so  that  you  may  think,  Shusan  dear,  what 
a  dale  of  inn  equity  he's  seen  in  that  time. 
It's  dreadful  sometimes  to  listen  to  him. 

If  I  wasn't  ashamed  to  write  them,  I'd 
tell  you  two  or  three  of  his  stories,  but  I 
will  when  we  meet  ;  and  now,  Avith  my 

hearty  blessin'  and  love,  I  remane 

yours  to  command,  Betty  Cobb. 

"What's  tliis  I  heer  about  one  of  the 
M'Carthy's  dyin',  and  leavin'  his  money  to 
the  mistress  ?  Get  the  news  right  for  me, 
Shusan  dear,  for  I  mane  to  ask  for  more 
wagis  if  it's  true,  and  if  Mrs.  D.  won't  de- 
crease them,  I'll  lave  the  sarvis.  Mamsel 
Virginy  towld  me  last  nite  there  was  a 
Duches  here  that  wants  a  confidenshal 
made  to  tache  her  only  daughter  English, 
and  that's  exactly  the  thing  to  shoot  me  ; 
five  hundred  franks  a  year  is  equal  to 
twenty  pounds,  alleatin'and  washin',  not 
to  mention  the  hoith  of  respect  from  all 
the  men-ials  in  the  house.  I'm  takin' 
Frinsh  lessons  from  ould  Gregory  every 
evenin',  and  he  says  I'll  be  in  my  "  acci- 
dents," next  week. 


LETTER  XX. 

JAMES   DODD   TO   ROBERT   DOOLAN,    ESQUIRE,    TRINITY 
COLLEGE,   DUBLIN. 

You  guessed  rightly,  my  dear  Bob  ;  my 
letter  to  Yickers  has  turned  out  confound- 


edly ill,  though  I  must  say,  all  from  his 
total  want  of  gentlemanlike  feeling.  To 
my  ineffable  horror  the  other  morning,  the 
post  arrived  with  a  large  packet  for  the 
governor,  containing  my  •*  strictly  private 
and  confidential  "  ci)istle,  which  this  infer- 
nal son  of  a  pen-wiper  sends  coolly  back 
to  be  read  by  my  father. 

Matters  were  not  going  on  exactly  quite 
smooth  before.  AVe  had  liad  a  rather 
stormy  sitting  of  the  Cabinet  the  evening 
previous  on  the  estimates,  which  struck 
the  president  of  the  council  as  out  of  all 
bounds ;  and  yet  all  things  considered, 
were  reasonable  enough.  You  know,  Bob, 
Ave  are  a  strongish  party.  Mrs.  G.  H., 
Avith  maid  and  courier  ;  Lord  George  and 
man  ;  the  Dodd  family  five,  Avith  tAvo  na- 
tive domestics  and  tAvo  foreign  supernum- 
eraries ;  occupying  the  first  floor  of  the 
first  hotel  at  Bonn,  Avith  a  capital  table, 
and  a  considerable  quantity  of  Avine,  of 
one  kind  or  other  ;  these — without  any- 
thing that  one  can  call  extravagance — 
swell  up  a  bill,  and  at  the  end  of  a  month 
give  it  an  actually  formidable  look. 

"  What  ai'e  these  ?"  said  the  governor, 
peering  through  his  glasses  at  a  long  bat- 
talion of  figures  at  the  foot  of  the  scoi'C — 
'•■  Avhat  are  these  ?  Groschen,  eh  ?" 

"Pardon,  Monsieur le  Comte,"  said  the 
other,  bowing,  "  dey  are  Prussian  tha- 
lers  !  " 

I  wish  you  saAv  his  face  Avhen  he  heard 
it  !  George  and  I  Avere  obliged  to  bolt  out 
of  the  room,  or  Ave  should  have  infallibly 
exploded. 

''You'd  better  go  back,"  said  George  to 
me,  after  Ave  had  our  huigh  out;  "I'll 
take  a  stroll  Avith  the  Avomeiikind  till  you 
smooth  him  down  a  bit." 

A  pleasant  office  this  for  me  ;  but  there 
Avas  no  help  for  it,  so  in  I  went. 

The  first  shock  of  his  surprise  Avas  not 
over  as  I  entered,  for  he  stood  holding  the 
bill  in  one  hand,  Avhile  he  pressed  the  other 
on  his  forehead,  Avith  a  most  distracted  ex- 
pression of  face. 

"Do  you  suspect,"  said  he — *'haA^e  you 
any  notion  of  Avhat  rate  Ave  are  living  at, 
James  ?" 

"Not  the  slightest,"'replied  I. 

"  Do     you     think    it's    of    any    conse- 


again,  m   a  harsher 
sir,    it — is — of  some 


quence  ? "   asked   he 

tone. 

"Why,    of  course, 
I  con — " 

!      "I  mean," broke  he  in,  "does  it  signify 
I  whether  I  go  to  jail,' and  the  rest  of  you  to 
j  the  Avorkhouse — if  there  be  a  Avorkhouse  in 
!  this  rascally  land  ?  " 
i      Seeing  that  he  had  totally  forgotten  the 
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landlord's  presence,  I  now  motioned  to  tliat 
functionary  to  leave  the  room,  'i'he  noise 
of  the  door  shutting  roused  up  the  gov- 
ernor again.  He  looked  wildly  about  him 
for  an  instant,  and  then  snatching  up  the 
])()ker  he  aimed  a  blow  at  a  large  mirror 
over  the  chimney.  He  struck  it  with  such 
violence  that  it  was  smashed  in  a  dozen 
pieces,  four  or  five  of  which  came  clatter- 
ing down  u})on  the  floor. 

'"I'll  be  a  maniac/' cried  he.  ''They 
shall  never  say  that  I  ran  into  this  extrav- 
agance in  my  sober  senses — I'll  finisii  my 
days  in  a  madhouse  first."  And  with  these 
■words  he  made  a  rush  over  to  a  marble 
table,  where  a  large  porcelain  vase  was 
standing ;  by  a  timely  spring  I  overtook 
liim,  and  pressed  him  down  on  an  otto- 
man, where,  I  assure  you,  it  required  all 
my  force  to  hold  him.  After  a  few  min- 
utes, however,  there  came  a  reaction  ;  he 
dropped  the  ]>oker  from  his  grasp,  and 
said,  in  a  low,  faint  voice,  "  There — 
there — I'll  do  nothing  now  — you  may  re- 
lease me." 

Tliere's  not  a  doubt  of  it,  15ob,  but  he 
really  was  insane  for  a  few  moments, 
though,  fortunately,  it  passed  away  as 
rapidly  as  it  came. 

"That,"  said  he,  with  a  motion  to- 
ward the  looking-glass — "that  will  cost 
twenty,  or  twenty- five  pounds,  eh  ?" 

"  x\ot  so  much,  perhaj)s,"said  I,  though 
I  knew  I  was  considerably  below  the  mark. 

'•  Well,  I'm  sure  it  saved  me  from  a  fit 
of  illness,  anyhow,"  rejoined  he,  sighing. 
"If  I  hadn't  sniiished  it,  I  think  my  head 
would  have  burst.  Go  over  that,  James, 
and  see  what  it  is  in  pounds." 

I  sat  down  to  a  table,  and  after  some  cal- 
culation made  out  the  total  to  be  two  hun- 
dred and  seven  pounds  sterling. 

"And  with  the  looking-glass,  about  two 
hundred  and  thirty,"  said  he,  with  a  sigh. 
"That's  about— taking  everything  into 
consideration — five  tiiousaud  a  year." 

"You  must  remember,"  said  I,  trying 
to  comfort  him,  "that  these  are  not  our 
expenses  solely.  There's  Tiverton  and  his 
servant,  and  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  and  her 
people  also." 

"  kSo  there  is,"  added  he,  quickly  ;  "but 
they  had  nothing  to  do  with  tJiat  -/^  and 
Jie  pointed  to  the  confounded  looking- 
glass,  which  somelu)w  or  other  had  taken 
a  fast  hold  of  his  imagination.  '•  Eh, 
James,  that  was  a  luxury  we  had  for  our- 
selves." There  was  a  bitter,  sardonic  laugii 
that  acc(mipanied  these  words,  indescriba- 
bly painful  to  hear. 

"  Conii!  now,"  said  he,  in  a  more  coni- 
poseO  and  natural  voice,  "let  us  see  what's 


to  be  done.  This  is  a  joint  account,  James; 
wdiy  not  have  sent  it  to  Lqrd  George — dy, 
to  the  widow  also.  They  may  as  well  frank 
the  Dodd  family,  as  we  pay  for  tliem — of 
course  omitting  the  looking-glass." 

I  hinted  that  this  was  a  step  requiring 
some  delicacy  in  its  management;  that  if 
not  conducted  with  great  tact,  it  might  be 
the  occasion  of  deej)  oflense.  In  a  word. 
Bob,  I  surmised,  and  conjectured,  and 
hinted  a  hundred  thing.s,  just  to  gain  a 
little  time,  and  turn  him,-  if  possible,  into 
another  clumnel. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  advise  ?"  said  he, 
as  if  wishing  to  fix  me  to  some  tangible 
project. 

For  a  moment  I  was  bent  on  adopting 
the  grand  parliamentary  tactic  of  stating 
that  there  were  "  three  courses  often  to  the 
House,"  and  then  going  on  to  show  that 
one  of  these  was  absurd,  the  second  im- 
practicable, and  the  last  utterly  impossible; 
but  I  saw  that  the  governor  could  not  be 
;  so  easily  put  down  as  the  Ojtposition,  and 
I  so  I  said,  "Give  it  till   to-morrow  morn- 
i  ing,  and  I'll  see  what  can  be  done." 
!      Here  I  felt  I  was  on  safe  ground,  for 
throughout    life   I    have   ever  remarked, 
I  that  whenever  an  Irishman  is  in  diflficul- 
I  ties,  a  i-eprieve  is  as  good  as  a  free  pardon 
to  him — for  so  is  it,  the  land  which  seems 
so  thoroughly  hojieless  in  its  destinies,  con- 
tains the  most  hopeful  population  of  Eu- 
rope ! 

The  delay  of  a  few  hours  made  all  the 
difference  in  the  governor's  s])ii-its,  and  he 
rallied  and  came  down  to  sui)per  just  as 
usual,  only  whispering  as  Ave  left  the  room, 
with  a  pectiliar  low  chuckle  in  his  voice, 
"  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  the  fire  there  cracked 
that  chimney-glass." 

I      "  Nothing  more  likely,"  added  I,  grave- 
ly ;  and  down  we  went, 
i      It  might  possibly  be  out  of  utter  reck- 
i  lessness,  or  perhaps  from  some  Avant  of  a 
stimulant  to  cheer  him,  but  he  insisted  on 
having  two   extra   bottles  of   champagne, 
and  he  toasted  Mrs.  Goi-e  Ilamjiton  with  a 
zest  and  fervor  that  certainly  my  mother 
didn't   approve  of.     On   the  whole,   how- 
ever, all    passed  off  Avell,   and  we   wished 
each  other  good-night,  with  the  jdeasant- 
,  est  anticipations  for  the  morrow. 

All  was  well  ;  and  we  Avere  at  breakfast 
tlie  next  morning,  merrily  discussing  the 
plans  for  the  day,  when  the  post  arrived, 
Avith  that  ominous-looking  ]>acket  I  have 
already  mentioned. 

"Shall  I  guess  Avhat  that  contains?" 

cried  Lord  George  pointing  to  the  Avords, 

"  On  her  Majesty's  service,"  printed  in  the 

.  corner.     "  They've  made  you  lord-lieuteu- 
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a.nt  of  your  county,  Dodd  !  You  sluikc 
your  head,  ^yell,  it's  something  in  the 
colonies  they've  given  yon." 

'*  Perhu])s  it's  tlie  Civil  Cross  of  the 
Bath,"  said  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton.  "They 
told  me,  before  I  left  town,  they  were  go- 
ing to  select  some  Irishman  for  that  dis- 
tinction." 

*•  I'd  rather  it  was  a  baronetcy,"  inter- 
posed my  mother. 

"  You  are  all  forgetting,"  broke  in  my 
father,  "that  it's  the  Tories  are  in  power, 
and  they'll  give  me  nothing.  I  was  always 
a  moderate  politician,  and,  for  the  last  ten 
or  fifteen  years,  there  was  nothing  so  un- 
profitable. Violence  on  either  side  met  its 
reward,  but  tlie  quiet  men,  like  myself, 
were  never  remembered." 

'•'Then  hang  me  if  I  should  have  been 
quiet ! "  cried  Lord  George. 

''Well,  you  see,"  said  my  father,  break- 
ing his  Q^g  slowly  witli  the  back  of  the 
spoon,. "it  suited  me!  I've  seen  a  great 
deal  of  Ireland ;  I'm  old  enough  to  re- 
member the  time  when  the  Beresfords  gov- 
erned the  country — if  you  can  call  that 
government  that  Avas  done  with  pitched- 
caps  and  cat-o'-nine-tails — and  I  remem- 
ber Lord  AVliitworth's  administration,  and 
Lord  AYellesley's,  and  latterly  Lord  Nor- 
manby's.  But,  take  my  word  for  it,  they 
were  wrong,  every  one  of  them,  and  tlie 
reason  was  this :  the  English  had  a  notion 
in  their  heads  that  Ireland  must  always 
be  ruled  through  the  intervention  of  some 
leadership  or  other.  One  time  it  was  tlie 
Protestants,  then  it  was  the  landlords,  then 
came  Dan  O'Connell,  and  lastly  it  was  the 
priests.  Now,  every  one  of  these  failed, 
because  they  couldn't  perform  a  tithe  of 
Avliat  they  promised  ;  but  still  they  all  had 
that  partial  kind  of  success  that  saved  the 
administration  a  deal  of  trouble,  and  im- 
posed upon  the  English  the  notion  that 
they  Avere  at  last  learning  how  to  govern 
Ireland.  Meanwhile,  I'll  tell  you  what  was 
happening.  The  government  totally  for- 
got there  was  such  a  thing  as  a  people  in 
Ireland,  and,  what's  worse,  the  people  for- 
got it  themselves  ;  and  the  consequence 
was,  they  sank  down  to  the  level  of  a  mean 
party  following — a  miserable  shabby  herd 
— to  shout  after  an  Orange  or  a  Green 
demagogue,  as  the  case  might  be.  It  was 
a  faction,  and  not  a  nation  ;  and  England 
saw  that,  but  she  had  not  the  honesty  to 
own  it  was  her  own  doing  made  it  such. 
It  was  seeing  all  this  made  me  a  moderate 
politician,  or,  in  other  Avords,  one  who  re- 
posed a  very  moderate  confidence  in  either 
of  the  parties  that  pretended  to  rule  Ire- 
land." 


"  But  you  supported  your  friend  Vickers, 
notwithstanding,"  said  Lord  George,  slyly. 

'•  Very  true,  so  I  did  ;  but  I  never  put 
forward  any  mock  patriotism  as  the  reason. 
What  I  said  was,  '  Ye're  all  rogues  and 
vagabonds  alike,  and  as  I  know  you'll  do 
nothing  for  Ireland,  at  least  do  something 
for  the  Dodd  family  ; '  and  now  let  us  see 
if  he  has,  for  I  perceive  that  this  address 
is  in  his  handwriting." 

I  own  to  you,  Bob,  I  quaked  somewhat 
as  I  saw  him  smash  the  seal.  My  mind 
misgave  me  in  fifty  ways.  "  Vickers," 
thought  I,  "has  given  me  some  infernal 
storekeepership  in  the  Gambia,  or  made 
me  inspector  of  yellow  fever  in  Chusan." 
I  surmised  a  dozen  different  promotions, 
every  one  of  Avhich  was  several  posts  on 
the  road  to  the  next  Avorld.  Nor  Avere  my 
anticipations  much  brightened  by  Avatch- 
ing  the  Avorkings  of  the  governor's  face  as 
he  perused  the  epistle,  for  it  grew  darker 
and  darker,  the  angles  of  the  mouth  Avere 
draAvn  doAvn,  till  that  expressive  featm-e 
put  on  the  semblance  of  a  Saxon  arch, 
while  his  eyes  glistened  Avith  an  expression 
of  fiend-like  malice. 

"Well,  K.  I.,"  said  my  mother,  in  whom 
the  Job-like  element  Avas  not  of  a  high 
development — "well,  K.  I.,  Avhat  does  he 
say  ?  Is  it  tlie  old  story  about  his  list  be- 
ing full,  or  has  he  done  it  at  last  ?  " 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  my  father,  as  though 
echoing  her  Avords.  "He  has  done  it  at 
last ! " 

"And  what  is  it  to  be,  papa?  Is  it 
something  that  a  gentleman  can  suitably 
accept  ?  "  cried  Mary  Anne. 

"Done  it  at  last,  you  may  well  say!" 
muttered  my  father,  half  aloud. 

"Better  late  than  never,"  cried  Lord 
George,  gayly. 

"Well,  I  don't  know  that,  my  lord," 
said  my  fat,her,  turning  upon  him  with  an 
abruptness  little  short  of  offensiA'e  ;  "I  am 
not  so  sure  that  I  quite  coincide  Avith  you. 
If  a  young  felloAv  enters  life  totally  un- 
educated and  unprovided  for,  his  only  cer- 
tain heritage  being  the  mortgages  on  his 
father's  property,  and  perhaps,"  he  added 
Avith  a  sneer — "and.  perhaps  some  of  his 
mother's  virtues,  I  say  I  am  not  exactly 
convinced  that  he  has  improved  his  chances 
of  Avorldly  success  bv  such  a  production  as 
that!'' 

And  Avith  these  Avords,  every  one  of 
Avliich  he  deliA'cred  with  a  terrible  distinct- 
ness, he  handed  a  letter  across  the  table  to 
Lord  George,  Avho  sloAvly  jierused  it  in 
silence. 

"  As  for  you,  sir,"  continued  my  father, 
turning  toward   me,  "  I  grieve  to  inform 
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you  thiit  no  vacancy  at  present  offers  itself 
in  the  guards,  nor  in  the  household,  where 
your  natural  advanta<Tes  could  be  remarked 
and  appreciated.  It  will  be,  however,  a 
satisfaction  to  you  to  know  that  your  high 
claims  are  already  understood,  and  well 
thought  of  in  tiie  proper  quarter.  There's 
Mr.  Vickers's  letter."'  And  he  presented 
me  with  the  note,  which  ran  thus  : 

"Dear   Mr.   Dodd, — By  the    inclosed 
letter,  bearing  your  son's  signature,  I  have 
discovered  how  totally  below  his  just  ex-  \ 
pectations  would  be  any  of  those  official  | 
appointments  which  are  within  the  limits 
of  my  humble  i)atronage  to  bestow.  i 

"i    have,  consequently,    cancelled    the  j 
minute  of  his  nomination  to  a  i)lace  in  the  j 
treasury,  which   was   yesterday   conferred  ; 
upon  him,  and  having  myself  no  influence 
in  either  of  those  departments  to  which 
his  Avishes   incline,  I  have   but  to  express 
the  regret  I  feel  at  my  inability  to  serve 
him,  and  the  great  respect  with  which  I 
beg  to  remain, 

"Your  very  faithful  servant, 

"IIaijdingtox  Vickers. 

"Board  of  Trade,  London. 
"To  Mr.  James  K.  Dodd,  Bonn." 

I  am  able  to  give  you  the  precious  docu- 
ment word  for  word,  for,  if  I  went  over  it 
once,  I  did  so  twenty  times. 

"  Perhaps  you  might  like  to  refresh  your 
memory  by  a  glance  at  the  inclosure,"  said 
my  father.  "My  Lord  George  will  kindly 
hand  it  to  you." 

"  It  is  a  devilish  good  letter  though,  I 
must  say,"  broke  in  George  ;  who,  to  do 
him  justice,  Bob,  never  deserts  a  friend  in 
difficulties.  "It's  all  very  line  of  this  fel- 
low to  talk  of  his  inability  to  do  this,  that, 
and  t'other.  Sure,  wo  all  know  how  they 
chop  and  barter  their  ]iatronage  with  one 
another.  One  says,  yon  may  have  that 
thing  at  Pernambnco,  and  then  another 
says,  'Very  well,  there's  an  ensigncy  in 
the  Fifty-ninth.'  And  that's  only  gammon 
about  the  appointment  made  out  yester- 
day ;  he  wants  to  ride  olT  on  that.  A 
sharp  fellow  your  friend  Vickers.  He'd 
look  a  bit  surprised,  however,  if  you  were 
to  say  that  this  letter  of  'Jem's'  was  a 
forgery,  and  that  you  most  gratefully  ac- 
cept the  nomination  he  alludes  to,  and 
which,  of  course,  is  not  yet  filled  up." 

"Eh,  what  !  how  do  you  mean  ?"  cried 
my  father,  eagerly,  for  he  caught  at  the 
very  shadow  of  a  chance  witli  desperate 
avidity. 

"I  was  only  in  jest,"  said  Lord  George, 


who  merely  wanted,  as  lie  afterward  said, 
"to  hustle  the  governor  through  the  deep 
ground"  of  his  anger.  "T  was  in  jest 
about  them,  for  'Jem's'  letter  is  so  good, 
so  exceedingly  well  put,  that  it  would  be 
downright  folly  to  disavow  it.  You  have 
no  idea,"  continued  he,  gravely,  "  wl-.at 
excellent  policy  it  is  always  to  ask  for  a 
high  thing.  They  iX'Sj)ect  you  for  it,  even 
when  they  give  you  nothing  ;  and  then, 
when  you  do  at  last  receive  some  a]»point- 
ment,  it  is  so  certain  to  lie  beneath  what 
you  solicited,  it  establishes  a  claim  for 
your  perpetual  discontent.  Y'ou  go  on 
eternally  boring  aljoiit  neglect,  and  so  on. 
You  accepted  the  humble  i)ost  of  envoy  at 
Stuttgard,  for  instance,  under  an  ini])lied 
pledge  about  Vienna  or  Constantinople. 
Besides  these  advantages,  it  is  also  to  be 
remembered  that,  every  now  and  then, 
they  actually  do  take  a  fellow  at  his  own 
valuation,  and  give  him  what  he  asks 
for." 

'•Lord  George  is  quite  right,"  chimed 
in  jNIrs.  Gore  riani]iton  ;  "half  of  these 
things  are  purely  accidental.  I  remember 
so  well  my  uncle  writing  to  beg  that  the 
tutor  of  his  boys  might  get  some  small 
thing  in  the  Church,  just  at  the  moment 
when  the  bishop  of  the  diocese  had  died, 
and  the  minister,  reading  the  letter  care- 
lessly— my  uncle's  hand  is  very  hard  to 
decipher — mistook  the  object  of  the  re- 
quest, and  appointed  him  to  the  bishopric." 

"In  that  case,"  remarked  my  father, 
dryly,  "I  think  ]\lrs.  D.  had  better  indite 
an  epistle  to  the  Home-office." 

And,  although  this  was  said  in  a  sneer, 
the  laughter  tliat  followed  went  far  to 
restore  us  all  to  good-humor,  particularly 
as  Lord  George  took  tlie  opportunity  of 
explaining  to  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  what 
had  occurred,  bespeaking  her  aid  and  in- 
fluence in  our  behalf. 

"It  is  so  absurd,"  said  she,  "that  one 
should  have  any  difficulty  about  these 
things,  but  such  is  the  case.  The  duch- 
ess will  be  certain  to  make  excuses  ;  she 
cannot  ask  for  something,  because  she 
is^'m  waiting,' or  she  is  not  in  waiting. 
Lord  Harrowclilf  is  sure  to  tell  me  that  he 
has  just  been  refused  a  request,  and  cannot 
subject  himself  to  another  humiliation  ; 
but  I  always  reply,  these  are  most  selfish 
arguments,  and  that  I  really  must  have 
what  I  want ;  that  a  refusal  always  attacks 
my  nerves,  and  that  I  will  not  be  ill  merely 
to  indulge  a  cai)rice  of  theirs.  "What  is  it 
Mr.  James  want  ■"' 

There  was  something  so  practical  in  this 
short  question.  Bob,  something  so  decis- 
ive, that  had  she  been  talking  the  rank- 
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est  absurdity  but  tbe  moment  before,  we 
should  hay^  forgotten  it  all  in  an  instant. 

"  A  mere  nothing,"  replied  Lord  George. 
*'  You'll  smile  wlien  you  hear  what  we're 
making  such  a  fuss  about."  As  he  said 
these  words,  he  muttered  in  the  governor's 
ear,  "  It's  all  right  now  ;  she  detests  asking 
a  favor,  but,  if  she  will  stoop  to  it — "  an 
expressive  gesture  implied  that  success  was 
certain. 

"  Well,  you  haven't  told  me  what  it  is," 
said  she  again. 

Lord  (ieoi-ge  passed  round  to  the  back 
of  her  chair,  and  whispered  a  few  words. 
She  replied  in  the  same  low  tone,  and  then 
they  both  laughed. 

**You  don't  mean  to  say,"  cried  she, 
turning  to  my  father,  "that  you  have  ex- 
perienced any  difficulty  about  this  trifle?" 

The  governor  blundered  out  some  bash- 
ful confession,  that  he  had  encountered 
the  most  extraordinary  obstacles  to  his 
wishes. 

"I  really  think,"  said  she,  sighing, 
"they  do  these  things  just  to  provoke  peo- 
ple. They  wanted  Augustus  t'other  day 
to  go  out  to  the  cape,  and  I  assure  you  it 
M'as  as  much  as  Lady  Mary  could  do  to 
have  the  appointment  changed.  They 
said  his  'regiment '  was  there.  '  Tant  jjis 
for  his  regiment ! '  replied  she.  'It  must 
be  a  most  disgusting  station.'  And  that 
is,  I  must  sa}^  the  worst  of  the  Horse 
Guards  ;  they  are  always  so  imperative — 
so  downright  cruel.  Don't  vou  agree  with 
me,  Mrs.  Dodd?" 

"They  couldn't  be  worse  than  the  regi- 
ment I've  heard  my  fatlier  speak  of,"  re- 
plied my  mother.  ''They  were  called  the 
'iSTorth  Britains,' and  were  the  wickedest 
set  of  wretches  in  the  rebellion  of  '9S."' 

This  unhappy  blunder  set  my  father  in 
a  roar  of  laughter,  for  latterly  it  is  only 
on  occasions  like  tliis  that  he  is  moved  to 
any  show  of  merriment.  Mrs.  Gore  Hamp- 
ton, of  course  never  noticed  the  mistake, 
but  saying,  '•  Now  for  my  letters,"  ordered 
her  writing-desk  to  be  brought ;  a  sign  of 
promptitude  that  at  once  diverted  atl  our 
thoughts  into  another  channel. 

'*  Shall  I  write  to  the  duke  or  to  Ladv 
Mary  first  ?  "  said  she,  pondering ;  and  her 
e\es,  accidentally  falling  upon  my  mother, 
she  thought  herself  the  person  addressed, 
and  replied. 

"Indeed,  ma'am,  if  you  ask  7ne,  I'd  say 
the  duke." 

"I'm  for  Lady  Mary,"  interposed  Lord 
George.  "There's  nothing  like  a  Avoman 
to  ferret  put  news,  and  to  find  a  way  to 
profit  by  it.  The  duke  will  just  say,  cas- 
ually, '  I've  got  a  letter  somewhere — ^1  hope 


I  have  not  mislaid  it — about  a  vacancy  in 
the  "Coldstreams  ;"  if  you  bear  of  any- 
thing, just  drop  me  a  hint.  By  the  way- 
is  Fox  in  the  Fusiliers  still  ?' — or,  'I  hope 
they'll  change  that  shako,  it's  monstrous  ! ' 
Now,  my  Lady  Mary  will  go  another  way 
to  work.  She'll  remember  the  name  of 
everybody  that  can  be  possibly  useful. 
She'll  drive  about,  and  give  little  dinners, 
and  talk,  and  flatter,  and  ciijole,  and  in- 
trigue, and  growing  distant  here,|and  jeal- 
ous there,  she'll  bring  into  action  a  thou- 
sand forces  that  mere  men-creatures  know 
nothing  of." 

"I'm  for  the  duke  still,"  said  my 
mother  ;  and  Mary  Anne,  by  an  inclina- 
tion of  her  head,  showed  that  she  seconded 
the  motion. 

It  became  now  an  actual  debate,  Bob, 
and  you  would  be  amazed  were  I  to  tell 
you  what  strong  expressions  and  angry 
feelings  were  evoked  by  mere  partisanship, 
on  a  subject  whereupon  not  one  of  us  had 
the  slightest  knowledge  whatsoever.  My 
father  and  I  were  with  Tiverton,  and  as 
"Caroline  Avalked  into  the  lobby,"  as 
George  phrased  it,  Ave  carried  the  ques- 
tion. Mrs.  G.,  however,  declared  that, 
beside  the  casting  voice,  she  had  a  right 
to  a  vote,  and  giving  it  to  my  mother's 
side,  we  were  equal.  In  this  stage  of  the 
proceedings  a  compromise  alone  could  be 
resorted  to,  and  so  it  was  agreed  that  she 
should  write  to  both  by  the  same  post ; 
but  the  discussion  had  already  lost  us  a 
day,  for  the  mail  Avent  out  Avhile  my 
mother  Avas  "left  speaking." 

I  have  probably  been  prolix,  ni}'-  dear 
friend,  in  all  this  detail,  but  it  Avill  at  least 
show  you  hoAV  the  Dodd  family  conduct 
questions  of  internal  policy  ;  and  teach 
you,  besides,  that  cabinets  and  councils  of 
state  have  no  special  prerogative  for  folly 
and  absurdity,  since  even  small  and  obscure 
folk  like  ourselves  can  contest  the  palm 
Avith  them. 

Neither  could  you  well  believe  what 
small  but  bitter  animosities,  Avhat  schisms, 
and  what  divisions  grew  out  of  a  matter  so 
insignificant  as  this.  The  remainder  of 
the  day  Avas  passed  gloomily  enough,  for 
we  each  of  us  avoided  the  other,  Avith  that 
misgiving  that  belongs  to  those  who  have 
uneasy  consciences. 

They  say  that  a  good  harvest  often  saves 
a  bad  administration  ;  certainly  a  fine  day 
Avill  frequently  avert  a  domestic  broil.  Had 
the  morning  which  followed  our  debate 
been  a  favorable  one,- the  chances  are  we 
should  have  been  aAvay  to  the  Seven  Moun- 
tains, or  the  village  of  Konigs  Winter,  or 
some  such  place  ;  bad  luck  Avould  have  it 
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tliat  tlic  ruin  ciinio  down  in  iorrcnt.s  from 
diiybrciik,  lie:i\  v  clouds  guthercd  over  the 
liliine,  sliulliiii,^  out  the  o|)po.site  bunk  from 
view,  so  that  nothing  remained  to  us  but 
liome  resources,  Avhicli  is  but  too  often  a 
brief  expression  for  row  and  recrimina- 
tion. 

Breakfast  over,  each  of  us,  as  if  dread- 
ing a  "call  of  the  House,"  affected  some 
peculiarly  pressing  duty   that  he   had  to 
perform.      The   governor  retired    to  pore 
over  his  accounts,  and  tried  to  make  out 
that  the  debit  against  him  in  his  bank-book 
was  a  balance  in  his  favor.      ^My  mother  re- 
ti'cated  to  her  room  to  hold   a  grand  in- 
spection of  her  wardrobe  ;  a  sjiecies  of  re- 
view that   always  discovers  several  deser- 
tions, and   a  vast  amount  of  "  unservice- 
ablcs."     Leaving  her  and  Mary   Anne  in  \ 
court-martial  over    Betty    Cobb,   who,  as  I 
usual,    when    brought    up    for   sentence, 
claimed  the  right  to  be  sent  home,  I  pass  : 
on  to   Lord    George,  whose  wet  days  are 
generall}^  devoted  to  practicing  some  new 
*'  hazard  off  the  cushion,"  or  the  investi- 
gation of  that  i)hilosopher's  stone,  a  mar- 
tingale at    rouge-ct-noir,  and    I    arrive  at 
my  own  case,  which  invariably  resolves  it-  | 
self  into  a  day  of  gun  and  pistol  cleaning  • 
— an  occupation  mysteriously  linked  with  \ 
gloomy  weather,  as  though  one  ought  to 
have  everything  in  readiness  to  blow  his  j 
brains  out,  if   the  mercury  continued  to 
fall.      ■  I 

Mrs.    G.   had  a  headache,  and  Caroline 
Avas  in  pursuit  of  one  over  the  pages  of  the 
*' Thirty  Years'  War."    Such  was  the  tab-| 
lean  of  the  Dodd  family  on  this  agreeable 
day.     1  don't  give  myself  much  u])  to  re- I 
ilection,  Bob.     I  have  alwavs  thought  that 
as  life  is  a  road  to  be  traveled,  one  step  for-  i 
Avard  is  worth  any  number  in  the  opposite  i 
direction  ;  but  I  vow  to  you  that,  on  this 
occasion,  I  did  begin  to  ponder  a  little  over  \ 
the    past  and   the   present,  with   a    hal-f- 
glance  at  the  future.     What  the  governor  i 
had  said  the  day  before  was  no  more  than 
the  truth — we  were  living  at  a  tremendous  j 
rate.     If  all  belonging  to  us  were  sold,  the 
cai)ital  would  scarcely  afford  six  or  seven  i 
years  of  such    expenditure.      These  were 
serious,  if  not  stunning  reflections,  and  I 
lieartily    wished    they    had    occupied  any 
other  head  than  my  own.  i 

To  jioH — who  have  always  given  your 
brains  their  own  share  of  work — thinking 
is  no  labor.  It  is  like  a  gallo})  to  a  horse  in 
hard  hunting  condition,  and  only  serves  to  i 
keep  him  in  wind  ;  but  to  we,  whose  fac- : 
iilties  are,  so  to  say,  fresh  from  grass,  the 
fatigue  of  thought  is  no  trilling  infliction. 
Slow  men,  I  take  it,  suffer  more  than  your ! 


clever  fellows  on  these  occasions,  since 
their  minds  arc  not  suggestive  of  expedi- 
ents, and  they  go  on  plodding  over  the 
same  ground,  till  they  make  a  beaten 
course  in  their  poor  brains,  like  an  old 
race-ground.  Something  in  this  fashion 
must  have  occurred  to  me  ;  for  by  dint  of 
that  dreary  morning's  rumination,  1  half 
made  \\\)  my  mind  to  emigrate  somewhere, 
and  if  I  didn't  exactly  know  where,  the 
fault  lies  more  in  my  geography  than  my 
spirit  of  enterprise. 

The  only  book  I  could  lay  my  hands  on 
likely  to  give  me  any  inforniiation  was 
"Cook's  Voyages;"  and  this,  I  remem- 
bered, was  in  the  govei-nor's  room.  I  at 
once  descended  the  stairs,  and  had  just 
reached  the  little  conservatory  outside  of 
it,  when  I  caught  siglit  of  a  woman's  dress 
beneath  the  thick  foliage  of  the  orange- 
trees.  I  crept  noiselessly  onward,  and  after 
a  very  devious  series  of  artful  dodges,  I  de- 
tected Mrs.  D.  playing  eavesdropper  at  the 
governor's  door. 

I  tried  to  persuade  myself  that  I  was 
mistaken.  I  did  my  best  to  fancy  that  she 
was  botanizing  or  "bouquet"  gathering; 
but  no,  the  stubborn  fact  would  not  be 
denied.  There  she  was,  bent  down,  with 
ear  and  eye  alternately  at  the  keyhole. 
Neither  the  act  nor  the  situation  Avere  very 
dignified,  and 'determining  that  she  should 
not  be  detected  by  any  other  in  this  pre- 
dicament, L kicked  down  a  floAver-])ot,  and, 
before  I  liad  well  time  to  replace  it,  she 
Avas  gone. 

I'm  quite  prepared  for  the  laugh  you'll 
giA'C,  Bob,  when  I  oAvn  to  you,  that  no 
sooner  had  I  seen  her  vanish  from  the  ho- 
rizon, than  I  deliberately  took  my  place 
exactly  where  she  had  been.  Of  course, 
my  sense  of  honor  and  delicacy  suggested 
that  I  had  no  other  object  in  view  than  to 
ascertain  what  it  Avas  that  had  draAvn  her 
to  the  spot.  Any  curiosity  that  possessed, 
me  Avas  strictly  confined  to  this. 

I  accordingly  bent  my  ear  to  the  key- 
hole, and  had  just  time  to  recognize  Mrs. 
Gore  IIam])ton's  voice,  Avhcn  the  noise  of 
chairs  being  draAvn  back,  and  the  scufHiug 
sounds  of  feet,  showed  that  the  interview 
had  come  to  an  end.  Scarcely  a  moment 
was  left  me  to  shelter  myself  among  the 
leaves,  when  the  door  opened,  "  discover- 
ing," as  stage  directions  Avould  say,  Mr. 
Dodd  and  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  in  conver- 
sation. 

There  was  really  a  dramatic  look  in  the 
situation,  too.  The  governor's  floAvered 
dressing-gown  and  velvet  skull-caj),  decor- 
ated in  front  by  his  upraised  spectacles, 
like  a  portcullis  over  his  nose,  contrasted 
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so  well  with  the  graceful  morning  robe  of 
Mrs.  Gr. ,  ull  floating  and  gauzy,  and  to 
wliich  her  every  gesture  imparted  some 
new  character  of  vapory  liglitness. 

**  Dear  Mr.  Dodd,"  said  she,  pressing. 
his  hand  with  extreme  cordiality,  '*you 
have  been  so  very,  very  kind.  I  really  have 
no  words  to  express  what  I  feid  toward 
you.  I  have  long  felt  that  I  owed  you 
this  explanation — I  have  tried  to  summon 
courage  for  it  for  weeks  joast — then  1  some- 
times doubted  how  you  might  receive  it." 

"  Oh,  madam  !  "  interrupted  he,  grace- 
fully closing  his  drapery  with  one  hand, 
while  he  pressed  the  other  on  his  heart. 

"  You  kind  creature  ! "  cried  she,  enthu- 
siastically. "  I  €an  now  wonder  at  my- 
self thac  I  should  ever  have  admitted  a 
doubt  on  the  question.  But*if  you  only 
knew  what  sorrows  I  have  seen — if  you 
only  knew  with  what  severe  lessons  mis- 
trust and  suspicion  have  become  graven  on 
this  heart,  young  as  it  is — " 

'•'Ah,  madam  !"  murmured  lie,  as  though. 
th3  last  few  words  had  made  the  deepest 
impression  upon  him. 

'*  Well,  it's  over  now,"  cried  she,  in  her 
more  natural  tone  of  gayety.  "  The  weary 
load  is  off  me,  and  I  am  myself  again — 
thanks  to  you,  dear,  dear  kind  friend." 

'Faith,  Bob,  from  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
utterance  of  this  last  speech,  I  thought 
that  a  stage  embrace  ought  to  have  fol- 
lowed ;  and  I  believe  that  the  governor 
was  of  my  mind  too,  and  oi^ly  restrained 
by  some  real  or  fancied  necessity  to  keep 
his  toga  closed  in  front  of  him.  Mrs.  G., 
liowever,  as  though  fearing  that  he  might 
ultimately  forget  the  "  unities,"  again 
pressed  his  hand  with  both  her  own,  and 
murmuring,  "  With  you,  then,  my  secret 
is  safe — to  you  all  is  confided,"  she  hurried 
away,  as  if  overcome  by  her  feelirigs. 

I  could  not  guess  what  might  have 
reached  my  mother's  ears,  but  I  thought 
to  myself,  if  she  only  had  heard  even  this 
much,  and  witnessed  the  fervor  with  which 
it  was  uttered,  tlie  governor's  life  for  the 
next  few  weeks  need  not  be  envied  by  any 
DUG  out  of  a  condemned  cell.  Not  that 
to  me  the  scene  admitted  of  any  interpre- 
tation which  should  warrant  her  suspi- 
cions ;  but  so  it  is,  she  takes  a  jealous 
turn  every  now  and  tlien,  and  he  can't 
take  a  pinch  of  snuff  without  her  peer- 
ing over  his  shoulder  to  see  if  he  has  not 
got  a  miniature  in  the  lid  of  the  box.  He 
used  to  try  to  reason  her  out  of  these  no- 
tions—  his  vindications  even  took  the 
dangerous  length  of  certain  abstract  opin- 
ions about  the  sex  in  general,  very  far 
from  complimentary — but  latterly  he  has 


sought  refuge  in  drink,  which  usually 
ends  in  an  illness,  so  that  an  attack  of 
Jealousy  was  the  invariable  premonitory 
symptom  of  one  of  gout ;  and  my  mother  s 
temper  and  tincture  of  colchicum  seemed 
inseparably  connected  by  some  unseen  link. 

From  these  thoughts  1  followed  on  to 
others  about  the  scene  itself,  and  what  pos- 
sible circumstance  could  have  led  Mrs.G.H. 
to  visit  the  governor  in  his  own  room,  and 
Avhat  was  the  prodigious  mystery  she  had 
just  confided  to  his  keeping.  Probability,  I 
fear  takes  up  little  space  in  any  si)ecu]ation 
about  a  woman.  I  am  sure  that  if  I  were 
to  recount  to  you  one-half  of  the  absurd 
and  extravagant  fancies  that  occurred  to 
me  on  this  occasion,  you  would  infallibly 
set  me  down  as  mad.  I'll  not  tax  your 
patience  with  the  recital,  but  frankly  con- 
fess to  you  that  I  have  not  a  clue,  even  the 
slightest,  to  the  mystery  ;  nor,  from  the 
manner  in  which  I  have  learned  its  exist- 
ence, can  I  venture  to  ask  Lord  George  to 
aid  me. 

The  incident  had  one  effect — it  totally 
banished  emigration,  clcariugs,  and  log 
huts  from  my  mind,  and  set  my  thoughts 
a  rambling  upon  all  the  strange  people  and 
extraordinary  events  that  traveling  abroad 
introduces  one  to  ;  and  with  this  reflection 
I  strolled  back  to  my  room,  and  sat  brood- 
ing over  the  fire  tdl  it  was  time. to  dress 
for  dinner.  Although  you  may  not  have 
the  Tagucst  notion  of  what  is  passing  in 
the  minds  of  certain  people,  the  very  fact 
that  they  are  fully  occupied  with  certain 
strong  feelings  is  a  reason  for  observing 
them  with  an  extraordinary  interest ;  and 
so  was  it  that  our  party  at  table  that  day 
was  full  of  meaning  to  me.  There  was  a 
kind  of  languid  repose  about  Mrs.  Gore 
Hampton's  manner  which  seemed  espe- 
cially assumed  toward  the  governor,  and  a 
certain  fidgety  consciousness  in  his,  suf- 
ficiently noticeable ;  while  my  mother, 
dressed  in  one  of  her  war  turbans,  looked 
unutterably  fierce  things  on  every  side.  It 
was  easy  enough  to  see  that  all  this  addi- 
tional weight  upon  the  safety-valves  of 
her  temper  threatened  a  terrible  explosion 
at  last,  and  it  required  all  the  tact  1  could 
muster  to  my  aid  to  defer  the  catastrophe. 
Lord  George  gave  me,  too,  his  willing  aid, 
and  l)y  the  help  of  an  old  j^rofessor  of  Ori- 
ental languages,  Ave  made  up  her  rubber 
of  whist  in  the  evening. 

Alas,  Bob  !  even  four  by  honors  couldn't 
console  her  for  the  "odd  trick  "  she  sus- 
pected the  governor  was  playing  her  ;  and 
she  broke  up  the  card-table,  and  retired 
with  that  swelling  dignity  of  manner  that 
is  the  accompaniment  of  injured  feelings. 
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It  luid  bcon  our  pluu  to  proceed  from 
this  place  direct  to  Buden-liuden,  wliich, 
from  everytliing  1  can  learn,  must  be  a 
jicrfect  Paradise  ;  but  now,  to  my  great 
surprise,  I  discovered  that  for  some  secret 
reason  we  sliould  first  go  to  Ems,  and  re- 
main there  a  Avcek  or  two,  Ijcfore  proceed- 
ing furllier.  Tliis  arrangement  was  Mrs, 
(J.'s,  and  Lord  CJeorge  seemed  to  give  it 
ills  liearty  concurrence;  alleging,  but  for 
the  fii'st  time,  that  it  was  absurd  to  think 
of  IJaden  before  the  middle  of  July.  I 
could  easily  perceive  that  this  change  of 
purpose  contained  some  mysterious  motive, 
but,  as  Tiverton  persisted  in  averring  that 
it  was  "all  on  the  square,"  and  "  no  dou- 
ble," I  had  to  accept  it  as  sucii. 

Such  is,  therefore,  our  position  as  I 
write  these  lines  ;  and  althougli  to-morrow 
might  develop  the  first  movement  of  the 
cami)aign,  i  cannot  keep  my  letter  open 
to  communicate  it.  You  will  see  that  we 
are  as  divided  as  a  ministerial  cabinet. 
8ome  of  us,  doubtless,  have  their  honest 
convictions,  and  others  are,  perhaps,  plas- 
tic enough  to  receive  impressions  from 
without,  but  how  we  are  to  work  together, 
and  how,  as  tlie  great  authority  said,  the 
*t  government  is  to  be  carried  on,"  is  more 
than  yet  ap})ears  to 

Your  ever  attached  friend, 

James  Dodd. 

I  open  my  letter  to  say  that  Lord  (J.  has 
just  dropped  in  to  tell  me  what  is  the  plan 
of  procedure.  The  Grand  Duchess  of 
llohenschwillinghen  is  to  arrive  at  Ems 
this  week,  and  Mrs.  G.  H.  is  anxious  to 
wait  upon  her  at  once.  They  were  dear 
friends  once,  but  something  or  other  inter- 
posed a  coolness  between  them  of  late  years. 
Lord  G.  endeavored  to  explain  this,  but  I 
couldn't  follow  the  story.  It  was  some- 
thing about  one  of  our  royal  family  want- 
ing to  marry,  or  not  to  marry,  somebody 
else,  and  that  Mrs.  G.  H,  or  the  Duchess, 
had  i)romoted  or  opposed  the  nnitch.  Suf- 
lice,  it  was  a  regular  kingly  siiindy,  and 
all  engaged  in  it  were  of  the  blood  I'oyal. 

The  really  important  thing  at  the  mo- 
ment is,  that  the  governor  is  to  conduct 
Mrs.  G.  II.  to-morrow  to  Ems,  and  we  iire 
to  follow  in  a  day  or  two.  How  my  mother 
will  receive  this  information,  or  who  is  to 
communicate  it  to  her,  are  questions  not 
so  easily  solved. 


LETTER   XXL 

MRS.  DODD  TO  MISTRESS  MARY  GALLAGHER. 

My  J)i:au  ]\[olly, — If  it  wasn't  that   I 
am   supported   in    a  wonderful  way,  and 


that  my  ajjpetite  keeps  good  for  the  bit  I 
eat,  I  wouldn't  be  able  to  sit  down  here 
and  relate  tiie  sufferings  of  my  afflicted 
heart.  There  has  been  nothing  but  trials 
and  trLbnlations  over  me  since  I  wrote  last, 
and  I  knew  it  was  coming,  too,  for  that 
dirty  beast,  Paddy  liyrne,  upset  the  lamp, 
and  spilled  all  the  oil  ovOr  the  sofa  the  other 
evening  ;  and  whilst  the  others  were  scour- 
ing and  scrubbing  with  si)irit  of  soap  and 
neumonia,  I  sat  down  to  cry  heartily,  for 
I  foresaw  what  was  coming  ;  and  I  know 
well  that  spilt  oil  is  the  unluckiest  thing 
that  ever  hapi)ened  in  a  family. 

Maybe  I  wasn't  right.  The  very  next 
morning  Betty  Cobb  goes  and  cuts  my 
antic  lacellouncc  down  the  middle,  to  make 
borders  for  caps  ;  and  that  wasn't  enough, 
but  she  puts  the  front  breath  of  my  new 
flowered  satin  upside  down,  so  that  "  to 
make  the  roses  go  right,"  as  James  says, 
"I  ought  to  walk  on  my  head."  That's 
spilt  oil  for  you  ! 

Whilst  I  was  endeavoring  to  bear  up 
against  these,  with  all  Christian  animosity, 
in  comes  the  jiost-bag.  The  very  sight  of 
it,  Molly,  gave  me  a  turn  ;  and,  I  declare 
to  you,  I  knew  as  well  there  was  bad  news 
in  it  as  if  I  was  inside  of  it.  Y'^ou've  often 
heard  of  a  "  presentment,"  Molly,  and 
that's  what  I  had  ;  and,  when  you  liave 
that,  it's  no  matter  what  it's  about,  whether 
it's  a  road  that's  broke  up,  or  a  bridge  that's 
broke  down,  take  my  advice  and  never 
listen  to  what  they  call  ''  reason,"  for  it's 
just  flying  in  the  face  of  Providence,  I 
had  one  before  Mary  Anne  was  born.  I 
thought  tlie  poor  baby  would  have* the  mark 
of  a  snail  on  her  neck  ;  and,  true  enough, 
the  very  same  week  K.  I.  was  shot  tiirough 
the  skirts  of  his  coat,  and  came  home  with 
five  slugs  in  him  ;  and,  when  you  think, 
as  Father  Maher  said,  "  Slugs  and  snails 
are  own  brothers,"  or,  at  least,  have  a  strong 
anomaly  between  them,  my  dream  came 
true  ;  not  but  I  acknowledge  gratefully 
that,  in  this  case,  the  fright  was  worse 
than  the  reality. 

Well,  to  come  back  to  the  bag  ;  I  looked 
at  it,  and  said  to  myself,  as  I  often  said  to 
K.  I.,  "  Smooth  and  slii)i)ery  as  you  seem 
without,  there's  bad  inside  of  you  ;  "  and 
you'll  see  yourself  if  I  wasn't  right  both 
ways. 

The  first  l(;tter  they  took  out  was  for 
myself,  and  in  Waters's  handwriting.  It 
began  with  all  the  balderdash  and  hard 
names  the  lawyers  have  for  everything, 
j  trying  to  confuse  and  confound,  just  as 
Father  Maher  says,  the  '*  scuttle-fish  '"  mud- 
dies the  water  before  he  runs  away  ;  but, 
!  toward  the  end,  my  dear,  he  grew  plainer 
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and  more  conspicuous,  for  he  said,  '-You 
will   perceive,  by   the   subjoined    account, 
that  after  the  payment  of  law  charges,  and 
other  contingent  expenses,  the  sum  at  your 
disposal  will    amount  to  twelve   hundred 
and  thirty-four  pounds  six  and  ninepcncc- 
halfpenny."     I  thought  I'd  drop,  Molly,  as 
I  read  it  ;  I  shook  and    I  troml^lcd,  and  I 
believe,  indeed,  ended  with  a  strong  fit  of 
screeching,  for  my  nerves  was  weak  before, 
and  really  this  shock  was  too  much  for  any 
constitution.     Twelve  hundred  and  thirty- 
six  !  when  I  expected,  at  the  very  least, 
fifteen    or   sixteen  thousand  pounds  !     It 
was  only  that  very  blessed  morning  that  I 
was  planning  to  myself  about  a  separation 
from  K.  I.    I  calculated  that  I'd  have  about 
six  hundred  a  year  of  my  own  ;  and,  out 
of   decency   sake,  he   couldn't   refuce   me 
three  or   four  more,  and   with    this,   and 
my  present  knowledge  of  the  Continent, 
I  thought  I'd  do  remarkably   well.     For 
I  must  observe  to  you,  ^lolly,  that  there's 
no  manner  of  disgrace,  or  even  unpleasant- 
ness, in  being  separated  abroad.     It  is  not 
like  in    Ireland,   where  everybody  thinks 
the  worse  of  you  both  ;  and,  wliat' between 
your   OAvn   friends    and    your    husband's 
iriends,  there  isn't   an  event  of  your  pri- 
vate life  that's  not    laid  bare  before  the 
world,  so  that,  at  last,  the  defense  of  you 
•  turns   out  to   be  just  as  dreadful  as  the 
abuse.     No,  Molly,  here  it's  all  different. 
Next  to  being  divorced,  the  most  fashion- 
able  thing   is  a   separation,  and   for   one 
woman,  in  really  high  life,  that  lives  with 
her  husband,    you'll  find  three  that  does 
not.     I  /suppose,    like  everything  else  in 
this  sinful  world,  there's  good  and  thei-e's 
bad  in  this  custom.     When  I  first  came 
abroad,  I  own,  I  disliked  to  see  it.     I  fan- 
cied that,  no  matter  how  it  came  about, 
the  woman  was  always  wrong.     But  tiiat 
was  merely  an  Irish  prejudice,  and,  like 
many  others,  I  have  lived  to  get  rid  of  it. 
There  is  nothing  convinces  you  of  this  so 
soon  as  knowing  intimately  the  ladies  that 
are  in  this  situation. 

Of  all  the  amiable  creatures  I  ever  met, 
I  know  nothing  to  compare  with  them. 
It  is  not  merely  of  manners  and  good 
breed in^^  that  I  speak,  but  the  gentle, 
mild  quietness  of  their  temper— a  kind  of 
submissive  softness,  that,  I  own  to  you, 
one  can't  have  with  their  .husbands,  and 
maybe  that's  the  reason  they've  left  them. 
I  merely  mention  this  to  show  you,  tliat  if 
I  had  a  reasonably  good  income,  and  was 
separated  from  ^K.  I.,  there's  no  society 
abroad  that  I  mightn't  be  in  ;  and,  in  fact, 
my  dear  Molly,  I  may  sum  all  up  by  say- 
ing, that  living  with  your  husband  may 


give  yon  some  comfort,  when  you're  at 
home,  but  it  certainly  excludes  Vou  from 
all  sympathy,  abroad;"^  and  for  one  friend 
that  you  have  in  the  former  case,  you'll 
have,  at  the  least,  ten  in  the  latter. 

This  will  explain  to  you  why  and  how 
my  thoughts  ran  upon  separation,  for  if  I 
luid  stayed  in  Ireland,  I'm  sure  I'd  never 
have  thought  of  it ;  for  I  own  to  yon.  with 
shame  and  sorrow,  Molly,  that  Ave  know 
no  more  about  civilization  in  our  poor  Ire- 
land, *'than,"  as  Lord  George  says,  "a 
prairie  bull  does  about  oil-cake." 

You  may  judge  then  of  what  my  feelings 
was  when  I  read  Watcrs's  letter,  and  saw 
all  my  elegant  hopes  melting  like  jelly  on 
a  hot  plate.  Twelve  hundred  pounds  ! 
Was  it  out  of  mockery  he  left  it  to  me  ? 
Faith,  Molly,  I  cried  more  that  night  than 
ever  I  thought  to  do  for  old  Jones  M'Car- 
thy  !  Myself  and  Mary  Anne  was  as  red 
in  the  eyes  as  two  ferrets. 

The  first,  and  of  course  the  great  shock, 
was  the  loss  of  the  money,  and  after  that 
came  the  thought  of  the  way  K.  I.  would 
behave  Vidien  he  discovered  my  disappoint- 
ment. For  I  must  tell  you  that  the  bare 
idea  of  my  being  independent  drove  him 
almost  crazy.  He  seemed,  somehow,  to 
have  a  kind  of  a  lurking  suspicion  that  I'd 
want  to  separate,  and  now,  when  he'd 
come  to  discover  the  trifle  I  was  left,  there 
would  be  no  enduring  his  gil^es  and  his 
jeers.  I  had  it  all  before  me  how  he'd  go 
on,  tormenting  and  hai-assing  me  from 
daylight  to  dark.  This  was  dreadful, 
Molly,  and  overcame  me  completely.  I 
knew  him  Avell  ;  and  that  he  wouldn't 
be  satisfied  with  laughing  at  my  legacy, 
but  he'd  go  on  to  abuse  the  M'Carthy  fam- 
ily and  all  my  relations.  There's  nothing 
a  low  man  detests  like  the  real  old  nobility 
of  a  country. 

Mary  Anne  and  I  talked  it  all  over  the 
Avhole  night,  and  turned  it  every  way  we 
could  think.  If  we  kept  the  whole  secret, 
it  would  save  "going  into  black"  for  our- 
selves and  the  servants,  and  that  was  a 
great  object ;  but  then  we  couldn't  take 
the  name  of  M'Carthy  after  that  of  Dodd, 
quartering  the  arms  on  our  shield,  and  so 
on,  without  announcing  the  death  of  poor 
Jones  M'Carthy.  There  was  the  hitch  ; 
for  Mary  Anne  persisted  in  thinking  that 
the  l)est  thing  about  it  all  was  the  elegant 
oi)i)ortunity  it  offered  of  getting  rid  of  the 
name  of  Dodd,  or,  at  the  least,  hiding  it 
under  the  shadow  of  M'Carthy. 

Ah,  my  dear  Molly,  you  know  the  pro- 
vei-b,  "  Man  proposes,  but  fate  opposes." 
While  we  were  discoursing  over  these 
things,  little  I  guessed  the  mine  that  wag 
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going  to  explode  iintler  my  I'oet.  I  men- 
tioned to  you  in  my  hist,  I  think,  a  lady 
with  whom  we  agreed  to  travel  in  company 
— a  Mrs.  (ioie  Hampton,  a  very  handsome, 
sliowy  woman  —  though  1  own  to  you, 
Molly,  not  wiiat  I  call  "  one  of  my  beau- 
ties." 

She  is  tall  and  dark  haired,  and  has  that 
kind  of  soft,  tender  way  with  men,  that  I 
remark  does  more  mischief  than  any  other. 
We  all  liked  her  greatly  at  first — I  suppose 
she  determined  we  should,  and  spared  no 
pains  to  suit  herself  to  our  various  dispo- 
sitions. I'm  sure  I  tried  to  be  as  accom- 
modating as  she  was,  and  I  took  to  arts 
and  sciences  that  I  couldn't  find  any  plea- 
sure in  ;  but  I  went  with  the  stream,  as 
the  saying  is,  and  you'll  see  where  it  left 
me  !  1  vow  to  you  I  had  my  misgivings 
that  a  handsome,  fine  -  looking  young 
woman  was  only  thinking  of  diied  frogs 
and  ferns.  They  weren't  natural  tastes, 
aud  so  I  kept  a  sharj)  eye  on  her.  At  one 
time  I  suspected  she  was  tender  on  Lord 
iieorge,  aud  then  I  tliought  it  was  Janies  ; 
but  at  last,  Molly  darling,  the  truth  flashed 
across  me,  like  a  streak  of  lightning,  mak- 
ing me  stone  blind  in  a  minute  I  What 
was  it  I  perceived,  do  you  think,  but  that 
the  real  "  Lutheri.'iu  "'  was  no  other  than 
K.  I.  himself.  I  feel  that  I'm  blushing  as 
I  write  it.  The  father  of  three  children, 
grown  on,  and  fifty-eight  in  November,  if 
lie's  not  more,  but  he  won't  own  to  it  ! 

There's  things,  Molly,  "too  dreadful," 
as  Father  Malier  remarks,  "  for  human 
credulity,"  and  when  one  of  them  comes 
across  you  in  life,  the  only  thing  is  to  take 
up  the  litany  to  St.  Joseph,  and  go  over 
it  once  or  twice,  then  read  a  chapter  or 
two  of  Dr.  Croft's  ''  Modern  Miracles  of 
the  Church,"  and  by  that  time  you're  in  a 
frame  to  believe  anything.  Well,  as  I 
hadn't  the  book  by  me,  I  thought  I'd  take 
a  solitary  ramble  by  myself,  to  reflect  and 
consider,  and  down  1  went  to  a  kind  of 
green-house  that  is  full  of  orange  and 
lemon-trees,  and  where  I  was  sure  to  be 
alone. 

K.  I.  has  what  he  calls  his  dressing-room 
— it's  little  trouble  dressing  gives  him- — at 
the  end  of  this,  but  I  wasn't  attending  to 
that,  but  sitting  with  a  heavy  heart  under 
a  dwarf  fig-tree,  like  Nebuchadnezzar,  and 
only  full  of  my  own  misfortunes,  when  1 
heard  through  the  trees  the  rustling  sound 
of  a  woman's  dress.  I  bent  down  my  head 
to  see,  and  there  was  i\Irs.  G.  in  a  white 
muslin  dressing-gown,  but  elegantly  trim- 
med with  Malineslace,  two  falls  round  the 
cape,  and  the  same  on  the  arm,  just  as  be- 
coming a  thing  as  any  she  could  put  on. 
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'      "  What's  this  for,"  saitl  1  to  myself  ;  for 
you  may  guess  I  knew  she  didn't  dress  thai 
way  to  pluck  lemons  and  gre.en  limes  ;  an(i 
1  so  I  sat  watching  her  in  silence.   She  stood, 
[evidently  listening,  for  a  minute  or  two: 
I  she  then  gathered  two  or  three  fl(nvers,  and 
I  stuck  them   in  her  waist,  and,  after  that, 
!  she  hummed  a  few   bars  of  a  tune,  quite 
low,   and  as  if    to    herself.     That   wa.s,   I 
supi)0se,  a  signal,  for  K.  I.'s  door  opened  ; 
and    there   ho  stood   himself,  and   a  nice- 
looking  article  he  was,  witii  his  ragged  robe 
de  chambre,  and  his  greasy  skitll-cap,  bow- 
ing and  scraping  like  an  old  monki-y.     "I 
little  knew  that  such  a  flower  was  bloom- 
ing in   the  conservatory,"  said   he,  with  a 
smirk  I  supiiose   he   tnought  quite  capti- 
vating. 

"You  do  not  i)retend  that  you  selected 
your  apartment  here  but  vw  the  hope  of 
watching  the  unfolding  buds,"  replied  she; 
and  then,  witli  something  in  alower  voice, 
to  which  he  answered  in  the  same,  she 
passed  on  into  his  room,  and  he  closed  the 
door  after  her. 

I  suppose -I  must  have  fainted,  Molly, 
after  that.  1  reniembei-ed  nothing  except 
seeing  lemon  and  orange-lrees  all  sliding 
and  flitting  about,  and  felt  myself  as  if  1 
Was  shooting  down  the  Ivhine  on  a  raft. 
.Maybe  it's  for  worse  that  I'm  reserved. 
Maybe  it  would  have  been  well  for  me  if  I 
was  carried  away  out  of  this  world  of  woe, 
wickedness,  and  artful  widows.  When  1 
came  to  myself,  I  suddenly  recalled  every- 
thing ;  and  it  w^as  as  much  as  I  could  do 
not  to  scream  out  and  bring  all  the  house 
to  the  spot  and  expose  them  both.  But  I 
subdued  my  indigent  feelings,  and,  creei)- 
iiig  over  to  the  door,  I  peeped  at  them 
through  the  keyhole. 

K.  I.  was  seated  in  his  big  chair,  she  in 
another  close  beside  him.  lU'  Wiis  reading  a 
letter,  and  she  watching  him,  as  if  iier  life 
depended  on  him. 

''Now  read  this,"  said  she,  thrustingan- 
other  })aper  into  his  hand,  *'for  you'll  see 
it  is  even  worse." 

"  My  heart  bleeds  for  yon,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Gore,"  said  he,  taking  off  his  spectacles 
and  wiping  his  eyes,  and  red  enough  they 
were  afterwards,  for  there  was  snufT  on 
his  handkerchief— ■**  my  luart  bleeds  for 
you  I " 

These  were  his  words,  and  why  I  didn't 
break  open  the  door  when  I  heard  tiiem.  is 
more  than  I  can  tell. 

"I   was   certain    of   your   sympatiiy  ;  I 

knew    you'd    feel   for    me,    my    dear    Mr. 

-  Dodd."  said  she,  sobbing. 

I      ''Of  course  you  were,"  said  I  to  myself 

'"He  wastiie  kind  of  old  fool  you  waut. 
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ed.  But,  faith,  he  sliall  fed  for  v}e,  too, 
or  my  n?ime  is  not  Jemima." 

*' I  don't  suppose  you  ever  licard  of  so 
cruel  a  case  ?"  said  she,  still  sobbing. 

"Never — never,"  cried  he,  clasping  his 
hands.  "  I  didn't  believe  it  was  in  the 
nature  of  man  to  treat  youth,  beauty,  and 
loveliness  with  such  inhumanity.  One 
that  could  do  it  must  be  a  Creole  Indian." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Dodd  !"  said  she,  looking  up 
into  his  eyes. 

"In  Tartary,  or  the  Tropics,"  said  he, 
"■*such  wretches  may  be  found,  but  in  our 
own  country,  and  our  own  age — " 

''Ah,  Mr.  Dodd,"  said  slio  again,  "  it  is 
only  in  an  Irish  heart  such  generous  emo- 
tions have  their  home  !" 

The  artful  hussy,  she  knew  the  tender- 
est  spot  of  his  nature  by  an  instinct !  for 
if  there  Avas  anything  he  couldn't  resist,  it 
Avas  the  appeal  to  his  being  Irish.  And  to 
show  you,  Molly,  the  designing  craft  of  her, 
she  knew  that  weakness  of  K.  I.  in  less 
Ihan  a  montli's  acquaintance,  that  /didn't 
Ihid  out  till  I  was  eight  or  nine  years  mar- 
ried to  him. 

For  a  minute  or  two  my  feelings  over- 
came me  so -much,  that  I  couldn't  look  or 
listen  to  them  ;  but  when  I  did,  she  had 
her  hand  on  his  arm,  and  was  saying,  in 
the  softest  voice, 

''I  may  then,  count  ujiori  your  kind- 
ness— I  may  rest  assured  of  vour  friend- 
ship." 

'*  That  you  may — that  you  may,  my  dear 
madam,"  said  he. 

Yes,  Mollv,  he  called  her  madam  to  her 
own  face. 

"  If  there  should  be  any  cruel  enough, 
ungenerous  enough,  or  base  enough," 
sobbed  she,  ''  to  calumniate  me, yo?*  will  be 
my  protector  :  and  beneath  your  roof  shall 
I  find  my  refuge.  Your  character — your 
station  in  society — the  honorable  position 
you  have  ever  held  in  the  world — your 
claims  as  a  father — your  age — Avill  all  give 
the  best  contradiction  to  any  scandal  that 
malevolence  can  invent.  Those  dear  ven- 
erable locks — " 

Just  as  she  said  this,  I  heard  somebody 
coming,  and  in  haste,  too,  for  a  flower-pot 
was  thrown  down,  and  I  had  barely  time  to 
make  my  escajie  to  my  own  room,  where  I 
threw  myself  on  my  bed,  and  cried  for  two 
hours. 

I  have  gone  through  many  trials,  Molly. 
Few  women,  I  believe,  have  seen  more  af- 
fliction and  sorrow  than  myself  ;  from  the 
day  of  my  ill-suited  marriage  with  K.  I.  to 
the  i)rcscnt  moment,  I  may  say,  it  has  been 
out  of  one  misery  into  another  with  me 
ever  since.     But  I  don't  think  I  ever  cried 


as  hearty  as  I  did  then,  for,  you  see,  there 
was  no  delusion  or  confusion  possible  I  I 
heard  everything  with  my  own  ears,  and 
saw  everything  with  my  own  eyes 

I  listened  to  their  plans  and  projects,  and 
even  heard  them  rejoicing  that,  because  he 
was  sti'icken  in  years,  and  the  father  of  a 
grown  family,  nobody  would  suspect  what 
he  was  at.  ''Those  dear  venerable  locks,'' 
as  she  called  them,  were  to  witness  for 
him  ! 

Oh,  Molly,  Avasn't  this  too  bad  ;  could 
you  believe  that  there  was  as  much  duplic- 
ity in  the  world  as  this  ?  /  own,  /  never 
did.  I  thought  I  saw  wickedness  enough 
in  Ireland.  1  know  the  shameless  way  I 
was  cheated  in  avooI,  and  that  Mat  never 
was  honest  about  rabbit-skins.  But  what 
was  all  that  compared  to  this  ?. 

When  I  grew  more  composed,  I  sent  for 
Mary  Anne,  and  told  her  everything  ;  but 
just  to  show  you  the  perversity  of  human 
nature,  she  wouldn't  agree  to  one  word  I 
said.  It  was  law  papers,  she  was  sure,  that 
Mrs.  G.  was  showing  ;  she  had  something 
in  chancery,  maybe,  or  perhaps  it  was  a 
legacy  "tied  up,"  like  our  own,  *"  and  that 
she  w^antcd  advice  about  it."  But  what 
nonsense  that  was  !  Sure,  he  needn't  be 
the  father  of  a  family  io  advise  her  about 
all  that.  And  there  I  was,  Molly,  without 
human  creature  to  support  or  sustain  me  I 
For  the  first  time  since  I  came  abroad,  I 
wished  myself  back  in  Dodsborough.  Not, 
indeed,  that  K.  I.  Avould  ever  have  behaved 
this  wav  at  home  in  Ireland,  Avith  the  eyes 
of  the  )ieighl)orhood  on  him,  and  Father 
Maher  Avithin  call. 

I  passed  a  Aveary  night  of  it,  for  .Mary 
Anne  never  left  me,  arguing  and  reason- 
ing Avitli  me,  and  trying  to  convince  me 
that  I  was  Avrong,  and  if  I  was  to  act  upon 
my  delusions,  that  I'd  be  the  ruin  of  them 
all.  "  Here  wo  are  now,"  said  she,  "Avith 
the  finest  opportunity  for  getting  into  so- 
ciety ever  was  known.  Mrs.  G.  is  one  of 
the  aristocracy,  and  intimate  Avith  every- 
body of  fashion;  quarrel  Avith  lier,  or  even 
dis]ilease  her,  and  Avhere  Avill  Ave  be,  or 
Avho  will  know  us  ?  Our  difficulties  aie 
already  great  enough.  Papa's  drab  gaiters, 
and  the  name  of  Dodd,  are  obstacles  in  our 
way,  that  only  great  tact  and  first-rate 
management  can  get  over.  AVhen  we  are 
swimming  for  our  lives,"  said  she,  "let  us 
not  throw  away  a  life  preserver."  Wasn't 
it  a  nice  name  for  a  woman  that  Avas going 
to  shipAvreck  a  whole  family. 

The  end  of  it  all  was,  however,  that  I 
was  to  restrain  my  feelings,  and  be  satis- 
fied to  observe  and  watch  what  Avas  going 
on,  for  as  they  could  have  no  conception 
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of  my  knowing  cinytliing,  I  nii;;lit  be  sure 
to  detect  tliern. 

When  I  agreed  to  this  plan,  I  grew 
easier  in  my  mind,  for,  as  1  remarked  to 
Mary  Anne,  "  I'm  like  soda-water,  and 
wlien  you  once  draw  the  cork,  I  never  fret 
nor  froth  any  more."  Ho  tliat  after' a  cold 
chicken,  cut  up  with  sahid,  a  thing  Mary 
Anne  makes  to  perfection,  and  a  ghiss  of 
white  wine  nei;iis,  I  sle[)t  very  soundly  till 
late  in  the  afternoon. 


plausible  way  with  her  ;  but  this  1  must 
say,  that  many  of  her  remark.-;  were  strictly 
and  undeniably  true  ;  partieularly  whcnslu- 
spoke  about  the  dignifieil  repose  and  calm 
suavity  of  womanhood.  There  I  was  with 
her  completely,  for  nothing  shocks  me 
more  than  that  giggling  levity  one  sees  in 
young  girls,  and  even  in  some  young  mar- 
ried women. 

We  talked  a  great  deal  on  this  subject, 
and  I  agreed  with  her  so  entiielv,  that  I 


Mary  Anne  came  twice  into  my  room  to  i  was  in  danger  every  moment  of  f<j)'getting 


see  if  I  was  awake,  but  I  was  lying  in  a 
di'eamy  kind  of  half-sleep,  and  took  no  no- 
tice of  her,  till  she  said  that  Mrs.  Oore 
Hampton  Avas  so  anxious  to  speak  to  mo 
about  something  confidentially.  "  I  think," 
said  Mary  Anne,  ''  she  wants  your  advice 
and  counsel  for  some  matter  of  difficulty 


the  cold  reserve  tliat  I  ought  to  feel  to- 
ward her  :  but  evei-y  now  and  then  it  came 
over  me  like  a  shudder,  and  I  bridled  u]>, 
and  called  her  "  ma'am "  in  a  way  that 
quite  chilled  lier, 

"Here    it's  four  o'clock,"'  said   she,  at 
last,  looking  at  her  watch,  "  and  I  haven't 


because  she   seems   greatly  agitated,    and   yet  said  one  word  about  what  1  came  foi, 
very  impatient  to  be  admitted."    I  thought  |  Of  course  you  know  what  I  meiin  ?" 
at  first  to  say  I  was  indisj)()sod,  and  couldn't  I      "I  liave  not  that  honoi',  ma'am,"  said 
see  any  one;  but  Mary   Anne  persuaded    I,  with  dignity. 

me  it  was  best  to  let  her  in  ;  so  I  dressed  "Indeed  !  Then  i\Ii'.  Dodd  has  not  sip- 
myself  in  my  brown  satin  with  three  prised  you — he  h.is  mentioned  nothing — " 
flounces,  and  my  jet  ornaments,  out  of  I'e-  "No,  ma'am,  Mr.  Dodd  has  mentione<l 
spect  to  ])0()r  Jones  that  was  gone,  and  j  nothing  ;  "  and  this  I  said  with  a  signifi- 
waited  for  her  as  composed  as  could  be.         cance,  Molly,  that  even  stone  would  have 

Mary  Anne    has   often    remarked,   that  \  shrunk  under, 
there's  a  sort  of  a  quiet  dignity  in  my  man- 1      "  Men  are  too  absurd,"  said  she,  laugh- 
ner  when  I'm  offended,  that  becomes  me ;  ing  ;  "they  recollect  nothing."    • 
greatly.      I    supjiose   I'm    more   engaging        "'  They  do   forget  themselves  at  times, 
when  J  am  pleiised.     But  the  grander  style,   ma'am."  said  I,  with  a  look  that  must  havi- 
Mary  Anne  thinks,  becomes  me  even  bet-   shot  through  her. 

ter.  T"i)on  this  occasion  I  conclude  that  She  wiis  so  confused,  Molly,  that  she 
I  was  looking  my  very  best,  for  I  saw  that  had  to  pretend  to  be  lookir.g  for  something 
Mi's.  G.    made  an  involuntary  stop  as  she   in  her  bag,  and  held  down  her  head  for 


entered,  and  then,  as  if  suddenly  correct- 
ing herself,  rushed  over  to  embrace  me. 

'•  l-'orgive  my  rudeness,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Dodd,    and   although  nothing  can    be   in 


several  seconds. 

"Where  can  I  have  laid  that  Jetter," 
said  she.  "  I  am  so  very  careless  about  let- 
ters ;  fortunately  for  me  I  have  no  secrets, 


worse  taste  than  to  offer  any  remark  upon  j  is  it  not  ?" 

a  friend's  dress,  I  must  positively  do  it.  I      This  was  too  barefaced,  Molly,  so  I  only 

Your  cap  is  charming — actually  charming."  I  said  "  Humph  !  " 

It  was  a  bit  of  net,  Molly,  with  a  rosette  j  "I  must  have  left  it  on  my  table,"  syid 
of  pink  and  blue  ribbon  on  the  sides,  and  |  she,  still  searching,  "or  perliaps  dropped 
only  cost  eight  francs,    so  that  I  showed  j  it  as  I  came  along. '' 

her  that  the  flattery  didn't  succeed.     '-It's        "^Faybe   in   the  conservatory,   ma'am,"" 
very  simple,  ma'ain,"  said  1,  "and  there- 1  said  I,  with  a  piercing  glance, 
fore  more  suitable  to  my  time  of  life. "        I      "I   never  go   there,"  said  she,  calmly. 

"Your  time  of  life,"  said  she,  laughing,    "  One  is  sure  to  cairli   cold   in  it,  with  all 


so  that  for  several  minutes  she  couldn't 
continue.  "Say  onr  time  of  life,  if  you 
like,  and  I  hope  and  trust  it's  exactly  the 
lime  in  which  one  most  enjoys  the  world, 
and  is  reallv  most  fitted  to  adorn  it." 


the  draughts." 

The  audacity  of  this  speech  gave  me  a 
sick  feeling  all  over,  and  I  thought  I'd 
have  fainted.  "  The  effrontery  that  could 
carrv  her  through  that,''  thought  1,  "will 


T  can't  follow  her,  Molly  ;  I  don't  know  •■  sustain  her  in  any  wickedness  ;  "  and  I  sat 
what  she  said,  or  didn't  say,  about  prin-  there powerlessbefore  herfrom  that  minute, 
cesses  and  duchesses,  and  otlier  great  folk,  "  The  letter,"  said  she,  "was  from  old 
that  made  no  "sensation  "whatever  in  so-  ^Madame  de  Rougemont,  who  is  in  waiting 
ciety  till  they  were,  as  she  said,  "  like  us."  on  the  duchess,  and  mentions  that  they 
She  is  an  artful  creature,  and  lias  a  most   will  reacii  Ems  by  the  ".2-lth  at  Intest.     It's 
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full  of  gossip.  You  know  tlio  old  Rouge- 
mont,  whiit  wonderful  tiict  she  has,  and 
how  well  she  tells  everything.'' 

She   rattled   aloug  here  at  such   a  I'ate, 
Molly,  that  even   if  I  knew  every  topic  of 
her  cliscourse,   I   could  not   have  kept  np 
with    her.     There   was    the    Emperor    of 
Russia,    and    tlie    Queen   of   Greece,    and 
Prince  this  of  Bavaria,  and   Prince  that  of 
the  Asturias,  all  moving    about    in    little 
family  incidents  ;   ;ind   what  between  the 
things  they  were  displeased  at,"  and  others 
that  gratified  them — how  this  one  was  dis- 
graced,   and    that  got    the   cross   of    St. 
something,  and  why  such  a  one  went  here 
to  meet  somebody  who  couldn't  go  there — 
mv  head  was  so  completely  addled,  that  I 
\va^  thankful  to  Providence  when  she  con-! 
eluded   the  harangue  by  something  that  I  [ 
could  comprehend.    ''  L  nder  those  circum- 
stances,   my    dear   Mrs.  Dodd,"  said    she,  j 
"  you  will  1  am  save,  agree  with  me,  there  \ 
is  no  lime  to  be  lost." 

'•  I  think  not,  ma'am,"  said  I,  but  with- 
out an  inkling  of  Avhatl  was  saying.  j 

"I  knew  you  would  say  so,"  said  she, 
clasping  my  hand.  "  You  have  an  nnerr- 1 
ing  tact  upon  every  question,  which  re-  i 
minds  me  so  strongly  of  Lady  Padding- ' 
ton.  She  and  the  Grand  Duke,  you  know, 
were  said  to  be  never  in  the  wrong.  It 
is  therefore  au  unspeakable  relief  to  me 
that  you  see  this  matter  as  I  do.  It  will 
be,  besides  such  a  pleasure  to  the  poor  dear 
duchess  to  have  ns  Avith  her  ;  for  I  vow  to 
you,  Mrs.  Dodd,  I  love  her  for  her  own 
sake.  Many  popple  make  a  show  of  at- 
tachment to  her  from  selfish  motives — 
they  know  how  gratified  our  lioyal  Family 
feel  for-such  attentions — but  I  really  love 
her  for  herself,  and  so  will  you,  dearest 
Mrs.  Dodd.  Worldly  folk  would  speculate 
upon  the  advantages  to  be  derived  from  her 
vast  influence — the  posts  of  honor  to  be 
conferred  on  sons  and  daughters  ;  bat  I 
know  how  little  these  things  weigh  with 
goiU'  Not,  I  must  add,  but  that  I  give  you 
less  credit  for  this  independence  of  feeling 
than  I  should  accord  to  others.  You  and 
yours  are  happily  placed  above  all  the  acci- 
dents of  fortune  in  this  world  ;  and  if  it  ever 
^should  occur  to  you  to  seek  for  anything 
in  the  power  of  patronage  to  bestow,  who 
is  there  would  not  hasten  to  confer  it  ? 
But  to  return  to  the  dear  duchess.  She 
says  the  24th  at  latest,  and  to-day  we  are 
at  the  22d,  so  you  see  there  is  not  any 
time  to  lose." 

*'  Not  a  great  deal  indeed,  ma'am,"  said 
1,  for  I  suddenly  remembered  all  about  her 
with  K.  I.,  as  she  laid  her  hand  upon  my 
arm  exactly  as  I  saw  her  do  upon  his. 


"With  a  sympathetic  soul,"  cried  she, 
"  how  little  need  is  there  of  exj)lauation  \ 
You  already  see  what  I  am  ])ointing  at. 
You  have  read  in  my  heart  my  devotion 
and  attachment  to  that  sweet  princess, 
and  you  see  liow  I  am  l)ound  by  every  tie 
of  gra-titude  and  affection  to  hasten  to 
meet  her." 

You  may  be  sure,  Molly,  that  I  gave 
my  heartiest  concurrence  to  the  arrange- 
ment. The  very  thought  of  getting  rid  of 
her  was  the  best  tidings  I  could  hear : 
since,  besides  putting  an  end  to  all  her 
plots  and  devices  for  the  future,  it  v/ould 
give  me  the  opportunity  of  settling  ac- 
counts with  K.  I.,  which  it  would  be  im- 
possible to  do  till  I  had  him  here  alone. 
It  was  then  with  real  sincerity  that  my 
''  sympathetic  soul ''  fully  assented  to  all 
she  said. 

'*'  I  knew  you  would  forgive  me.  I  knew 
that  you  would  not  be  angry  with  me  for 
this  sudden  flight,"  said  she. 

"  Not  in  the  least,  ma'am,"  said  I  stiffly. 

"  This  is  true  kindness — this  is  real 
friendship,"  said  she,  pressing  my  hand. 

"  I  hope  it  is,  ma'am," said  I,  dryly;  for. 
indeed,  Moily,  it  was  hard  work  for  me  to 
keep  my  temper  under. 

She  never,  however,  gave  me  mucli  time 
for  anything,  for  off  she  went  once  more 
about  her  own  plans  ;  telling  me  how  lit- 
tle luggage  she  would  take  ;  how  soon  we 
should  meet  again  ;  how  delighted  the 
duchess  would  be  with  me  and  Mary  Anne; 
and  twenty  things  more  of  the  same  sort. 

At  last  we  separated,  but  not  till  we  had 
embraced  each  other  three  times  over  ;  and 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  had  it  in  my  heart 
to  strangle  her  while  she  was  doing  it. 

The  agitation  I  went  through,  and  my 
passion  boiling  in  me,  and  no  vent  for  it, 
made  me  so  ill,  that  I  was  taking  Hofl'mau 
and  camphor  the  whole  evening  after  :  and 
I  couldn't,  of  course,  go  down  to  dinner, 
but  had  a  light  veal  cutlet  with  a  little 
sweet  sauce,  and  a  roast  pigeon  with  mush- 
rooms in  my  own  room. 

K.  I.  wanted  to  come  in  and  speak  to 
me,  but  I  lefused  admission,  and  sent  him 
word  that  "  I  hoped  I'd  be  equal  to  the 
task  of  an  interview  in  the  course  of  a 
day  or  so  ; "  a  message  that  must  have 
made  him  tremble  for  what  was  in 
store  for  him.  I  did  this  on  purpose. 
Molly,  for  I  often  remarked  that  there's 
nothing  subdues  K.  I.  so  much  as  to  keep 
something  hanging  over  him.  As  he  said 
once  himself,  "  Life  isn't  worth  having,  if 
a  man  can  be  called  up  at  any  moment  for 
sentence."  And  that  shows  you,  Molly, 
what  I  oftentimes  mentioned  to  you,  that 


THE  JJODD   FAMILY  ABROAD. 


101 


if  you  want,  or  expect  true  luippiness  in 
the  married  stale,  tliere's  only  one  road  to 
it,  and  that  is  by  studying  the  tt'inper  and 
the  cluiraetcr  of  your  iiusband,  learning 
what  is  his  weakness  and  wiiicli  are  liis 
defects.  When  you  know  tliese  well,  my 
dear,  the  rest  is  easy  ;  and  it's  your  own 
fault  if  you  don't  mold  liini  to  your 
liking. 

Whether  it  w;is  the  nuishroonis,  or  a 
little  very  weak  shrub  punch  that  ^lary 
Anne  made,  disagreed  with  me,  I  can't  tell, 
but  I  had  a  nightmare  every  time  I  went 
to  s1eo]>,  and  always  Avoke  up  with  a 
screech.  That's  the  way  I  spent  the  blessed 
niglit,  and  it  was  only  as  day  began  to  break 
that  1  felt  a  regular  dnjwsiness  over  me, 
and  went  off  into  a  good  comfortable  doze, 
•lust  then  I  here  came  a  rattling  of  horses' 
hoofs,  and  a  cracking  of  whips  under  the 
window,  aiui  Mary  Anne  c;ime  up  to  sa}' 
something,  l)ut  T  wouldn't  listen,  but  cov- 
ered my  head  up  in  the  bedclothes  till  she 
went  away. 

It  was  twenty  minutes  to  four  when  I 
awoke,  and  a  gloomy  day,  with  a  thick, 
soft  rain  falling,  that  I  knew  well  would 
bring  on  one  of  my  bad  headaches,  and  I 
was  just  preparing  myself  for  suffering, 
when  Mary  Anne  came  to  the  bedside. 

"Is  she  gone,  Afary  Anne  ?"  said  I. 

"  Yes/'  said  she  ;  "  they  went  off  before 
six  o'clock." 

"Thanks  be  to  Providence,"  said  I.  "  I 
liope  I'll  never  see  one  of  them  again." 

"Oh,  mamma,"  said  she,  "don't  sav 
that!" 

"  And    why    wouldn't    I    say    it,    Mary 
Anne?"  said   I.      "Would  you  have  me 
nurse  a  serpen  I — harbor  a  boa-constrictor  I 
in  my  bosom."  ! 

*' liut,  then,  papa,"  said  she,  sobbing.      I 

"  Let  him  come  up,"  said  I.      "  Let  him  • 
see  the  wreck   he  has   made  of  me.     Let  I 
Jiini  come  and  feast  his  eyes  over  the  ruin 
Iiis  own  ciaielty  has  M'orked." 

'*8ure  he's  gone."  said  she. 

"Gone!     Who's  gone  ?  " 

"  Papa.  He's  gone  with  Mrs.  Gore 
Hampton  !  " 

With  that,  Molly,  I  gave  a  scream  that 
was  heard  all  over  the  house.  And  so  it 
was  for  two  iiours — screech  after  screech 
— tearing  my  hair  and  destroying  every- 
thing within  reach  of  me.  'I'o  think  of 
the  old  wretch — for  I  know  his  age  right 
well  ;  Sam  Davis  was  at  school  with  him 
forty-eight  years  ago,  at  Doctor  Hell's,  and 
that  shows  he's  no  chicken — behaving  this 
way.  I  knew  the  depravity  of  the  man 
well  enough.  I  didn't  })ass  twenty  years 
with    him    without   learning    the   natural 


\vickediu;ss  of  his  disposition,  hut  I  never 
thought  he'd  go  the  length  of  this.     Oh, 
Molly  I  the  shock   nearly  killed    me  ;  and 
coming  as  it  <lid  after  the  dreadful  disap- 
))ointment  about  Jones  M'Carthy's  affairs, 
I  don't  know  at  all  how  I  boi-e  up  against 
it.     I  must  tell  you  that  James  aiid  Mary 
Anne  didn't  see   it   with  my  eyes.      Tliey 
thought,  or  they  preteiuled   to  think,  that 
ho  was  only  going  as  far  as  Ems,  to  accom- 
pany her,  as  they  call  it,  on  a  visit  to  the 
princess — just  as  if  there  was  a  princess 
at  all,  and  that  the  whole  story  wasn't  lie.s 
from  beginning  to  end. 
I      Lord  George,  too,  took   their  side,  and 
wanted   to  get  angry  at  my  unjust  suspi- 
cions ahout  M)"s.  CJ.,  but  I  just  said,  what 
would    the  world    think  of    me  if  I  went 
away  in  a  chaise  and   four  with  Jihn,  by 
way  of   ]iaying  a  visit   to  somebody   that 
never  existed  ?     He  tried   to  laugh  it  off, 
Molly,  and  made  little  of  it,  luit  I  wouldn't 
let   him,  in   particular  before  Mary  Anne 
— for  whatever  sins  they  may  lay  to  my 
charge,  I   believe  that  they  can't  pretend 
j  that  I  didn't  bring  up  the  girls  with  sound 
principles  of  virtue  and  morality — and  just 
!  to  convince  him  of  that,  I  turned  to,  and 
exposed  K.  I.  to  James  and   the  two  girls 
till  they  were  well  ashamed  of  him. 
I      It's  a  heartless   bad   world   we   live   in, 
Molly  !  and    I   never  knew   its   badness,  I 
!  may^  say,  till  now.     You'll  scarce  believe 
me,  when  I  tell  you  that  it  wasn't  fi-om  my 
I  own  flesh  and  bfood  that  I  met  comfort  or 
!  sympathy,  but  from  tlnit  good-for-nothing 
Uu'eature,   Betty    Cobb.     Mary    Anne    and 
I  Caroline   persisted    in   saying  that  K.  I.'s 
!  journey  was  all   innocence    and    purity — 
that  he  was  only  gone  in  a  fatherly  sort  of 
a  way  with  her;   but  Betty  knew  the  re- 
verse, and  I  must  own  that  she  seemed  to 
know  more  about   him  than   I   ever  sus- 
pected. 

"Ah,  the  ould  rogue  I — the  ould  vil- 
lain !  "  she'd  mutter  to  herself,  in  a  fasliion 
that  showed  me  the  character  he  had  in 
the  servants'  hall.  If  1  had  only  a  little 
command  of  my  tem])er,  I  might  have 
found  out  many  a  thing  oi  him,  Molly, 
and  of  his  doings  at  Dodsborough,  but 
how  could  I  at  a  moment  like  that  ? 

And  that's  how  I  was,  ^lolly,  with  noth- 
ing but  enemies  about  me,  in  the  bosom 
of  my  own  family  I  One  saying,  "Don't 
expose  us  to  the  world — don't  l)ring  peo- 
j)le's  eyes  on  us  ; "  and  the  other  calling 
out,  "  We'll  be  ruined  entirely  if  it  gets 
into  the  papers!"  so  that,  in  fact,  they 
waiitetl  to  deny  me  the  little  bit  of  sympa- 
tb.y  I  might  have  attracted  towai'd  my  des' 
titute  ami  forloi'ii  condition. 
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Had  I  been  at  home,  in  Dousboroiigh, 
I'd  luive  made  the  country  ling  with  liis 
disgrace  ;  but  they  wouldn't  let  me  utter 
H  word  lu-re,  and  I  wa8  obliged  to  sit 
down,  us  the  poet  says,  *'like  a  worm  in 
the  bud,*'  and  consume  my  gi-ief  in  soli- 
tude. 

He  went  away,  too,  without  leaving  a 
shilling  behind  him,  and  the  bill  of  the 
hotel  not  even  paid  !  Nothinij^  sustained 
me,  Molly,  but  the  notion  of  my  one  day 
meeting  liim,  and  settling  these  old  scores. 
I  even  worked  myself  into  a  half-fever, 
at  the  thought  of  the  way  I'd  overwhelm 
him.  Maybe  it  was  well  for  me  that  I 
Avas  obliged  to  rouse  my  energies  to  activ- 
ity, and  jn-ovide  for  the  future,  which  I 
did  by  drawing  two  bills  on  Waters  for 
a  hundred  and  fifty  each,  and,  with  the 
help  of  tliem,  we  mean  to  remove  from 
this  on  Saturday,  and  proceed  to  Baden, 
Avhere,  according  to  Lord  George,  "  there's 
no  such  things  as  evil  speaking,  lying,  or 
slandering;"  to  use  his  own  words,  "It's 
the  most  charitable  society  in  Europe,  and 
every  one  can  indulge  his  vices  without 
note  or  comment  from  his  neighbors." 
And,  after  all,  one  must  acknowledge  the 
great  superiority  in  the  good  breeding  of 
the  continent  in  this  particular,  for,  as 
Lord  G.  remarks,  "  If  there's  anything  a 
nnin's  own,  it's  his  private  wickedness,  and 
there's  no  such  indelicacy  as  in  canvassing 
or  discussing  it  ;  and  Avhat  becomes  of  a 
conscience,"  says  he,  "if  everybody  reviles 
and  abuses  you  ?  §ure,.  doesn't  it  lead  you 
to  take  your  own  part,  even  when  you're 
in  the  wrong  ?  " 

He  has  a  persuasive  way  with  him, 
Molly,  that  often  surprises  myself  how  far 
it  goes  with  me,  and  indeed,  even  in  the 
midst  of  my  afHictions  and  distresses,  he 
made  me  laugh  with  his  account  of  Baden, 
and  the  strange  people  that  go  there. 
We're  to  go  to  the  Hotel  de  Eussie,  the 
finest  in  the  place,  and  say  that  we  are  ex- 
])ecting  some  friends  to  join  us  ;  for  K.  I. 
and  Madam  may  arrive  at  any  moment. 
As  I  Avrite  these  lines  the  girls  and  Betty 
are  packing  up  the  things,  so  that  long- 
before  it  reaches  you  we  shall  bo  at  our 
destination. 

The  worst  thing  in  my  present  situation 
is,  that  I  mustn't  mutter  a  syllable  against 
'K.  1.,  or,  if  I  do  I  have  them  all  on  my 
back  ;  and  as  to  Betty,  her  sympathy  is 
far  worse  than  the  sik-nce  of  the  others. 
And  there's  the  Avay  your  poor  friend  is  in 

To  be  robbed — for  1  know  Waters  is 
robbing  me — and  cheated,  and  deceived  all 
at  the  same  time,  is  too  much  for  niv  una- 
nimity !     Don't    let  on  to  the  neiirhbors 


about  K.  I.  ;  for,  as  Lord  G.  says,  "these 
things  should  never  be  mentioned  in  tlie 
Avorhl  till  they're  talked  of  in  the  House  of 
Lords  ;"  and  I  snj)iK)se  he's  right,  though 
1  don't  see  why — but  maybe  it's  one  of  the 
prerogatives  of  the  peerage  to  have  the 
first  of  an  ugly  story. 

1  have  done  now,  Molly,  and  I  Avonder 
how  my  strength  has  can-ied  me  through 
it.  I'll  write  you  as  soon  as  I  get  to 
Baden,  and  hope  to  hear  from  you  about 
the  wool.  I'm  always  reading  in  the  jia- 
pers  about  the  improvement  of  Ireland, 
and  yet  I  get  less  and  less  out  of  it ;  but 
maybe  that  same  is  a  sign  of  prosperity  ; 
for  I  remember  my  poor  father  Avas  never 
so  stingy  as  Avben  he  saved  a  little  money  : 
and  indeed  my  own  conviction  is,  that 
much  of  Avhat  Ave  used  to  call  Irish  hospi- 
tality was  neither  more  nor  less  than 
downright  desperation — we  had  so  little  in 
the  Avorld,  it  Avasn't  worth  hoarding. 

You  may  Avrite  to  me  still  as  Mrs.  Dodd, 
though  maybe  it  will  be  the  last  time  the 
name  will  be  borne  by  your 

Injured  and  afflicted  friend, 

Jemima. 

P.  8.  I'm  sure  Paddy  Byrne  is  in  K.  I.'s 
secret,  for  he  goes  about  grinning  and 
sniggering  in  the  most  offensive  manner, 
for  which  I  am  just  going  to  give  him 
warning!  Xot,  indeed,  that  I'm  serious 
about  discharging  him,  for  the  jour)iey  is 
terribly  expensive,  but  by  way  of  alarming 
the  little  blaguard.  If  Father  Maher 
Avould  only  threaten  to  curse  them,  as  he 
used,  we'd  have  peace  and  comfort  once 
more. 


LE'L'TEK  XXIf. 

KENNY  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF  THE 
GRAN(iE,  BRUFF. 

Elsenaeli. 

My  Dear  Tom, — You  will  be  sur])iised 
at  the  address  at  the  top  of  this  letter,  but 
not  a  whit  more  so  than  1  am  myself  ;  how, 
when,  and  why  I  came  here,  being  mat- 
ters Avhich  require  some  explanation,  nor 
am  I  quite  certain  of  making  them  very 
intelligible  to  you  even  by  that  ])rocess. 
]\ly  only  chance  of  success,  however,  lies 
in  beginning  at  the  very  commencement, 
and  so  I  shall  start  Avith  my  departure 
from  Bonn,  which  took  place  eight  days 
ago,  on  the  morning  of  the  ^^d 

My  last  letter  informed  y(ui  of  our  hav- 
ing formed  a  traveling  alliance  Avith  a  very 
attractive  and  charming  person,  Mj'S.  Gore 
IIami)ton.  Lord  George  'I'iverton,  who 
introduced  us  to  each  other,   represented 
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her  as  being  a  fas'nioTiiiblo  of  the  first 
\v:dcr,  very  hi<jhlv  connected,  and  very 
rich — facts  KiilVu'icntly  apparent  by  her 
manners  and  a[)p('arance,  as  well  as  by  the 
style  in  which  she  was  traveling.  He 
omitte.l,  however,  all  mention  of  her  imme- 
diate circnrnslances,  so  that  we  were  ])ro- 
foundly  ignorant  as  to  whether  she  were  a 
willow  or  iiad  a  hnsband  living,  and  if  so, 
wliether  separated  from  him  casually,  or 
by  :i  permanent  arrangement. 

It  may  sound  very  strange  that  we 
should  have  formed  such  a  close  alliance 
Avliile  in  ignorance  of  these  circumstances, 
and,  doubtless,  in  our  own  country,  the 
inquiry  would  have  preceded  (he  ratifica- 
tion of  this  compact,  but  the  habits  of  the 
continent,  my  dear  Tom,  teach  very  dif- 
ferent lessons.  All  social  transactions  are 
carried  on  \ipon  principles  of  unlimited 
credit,  and  you  indorse  every  bill  of  pass- 
ing ac(inaintanceship  with  a  most  reckless 
disregard  of  the  day  of  presentation  for 
]>aynient.  Some  would,  perhaps,  tell  ycni 
that  your  scruples  would  only  prove  false 
terrors.  My  own  notion,  however,  is  less 
favorable,  and  my  theory  is  this  :  you  get 
so  accustomed  to  "'  raffish  "  intimacies,  you 
lose  all  taste  or  desire  for  discrimination  ; 
in  fact,  there's  so  much  false  money  in  cir- 
culation, it  would  be  useless  to '"  ring  a 
particular  rap  on  tl\e  counter." 

Not  that  I  have  .the  very  most  distant 
notion  of  applying  my  theory  to  the  case 
in  hand.  I  adhere  to  all  I  said  of  Mrs.  (>. 
in  my  former  epistle,  and  notwithstanding 
vour  quizzing  about  my  '*  riiptures,"  etc., 
I  can  only  repeat  everything  I  there  said 
about  her  loveliness  and  fascination. 

Perhaps  one's  he:irt  becomes,  like  mut- 
ton, more  tender  by  being  old,  but  this  I 
must  say,  I  never  rememl)cr  to  have  met 
that  kind  of  wotnan  when  I  Avas  young. 
Either  I  must  have  been  a  very  inaccurate 
observer,  or,  what  I  suspect  to  be  nearer 
the  fact,  they  were  not  the  peculiar  pro- 
ductions of  tlnit  age. 

When  the  continent  was  closed  to  us  by 
war,  there  was  a  home  stamj)  ui)on  all  our 
tnanufactures — our  chairs  and  tables,  our 
knives,  and  our  candlesticks,  were  all 
made  after  native  models,  solid  and  sub- 
stantial enough,  but,  1  believe,  neither 
very  artistic  nor  graceful.  We  were  used 
to  them,  however,  and  as  we  had  never 
seen  any  other,  we  thought  them  the  very 
perfection  of  their  kind.  The  Peace  of  '15 
opened  our  eyes,  and  we  discovered,  to  our 
infinite  chagrin  and  astonishment,  that,  in 
matters  of  elegance  and  taste,  we  were  lit- 
tle better  tlran  barbarians — that  shape  and 
symmetry  had  their  claims  as  well  as  utili- 


ty,  and   tliat   the    happy    comlbnation    of 
these  (pialities  was  a  test  of  civilization. 

I  don't  think  we  saw  all  this  at  once, 
nor,  indeed,  for  a  number  of  years,  because, 
somehow,  it's  in  fiie  nature  of  a  people  to 
stand  up  for  their  short-comings  and  de- 
ficiencies— that  very  spirit  being  the  bone 
and  sinew  of  all  ])atriotism — but  I'll  tell 
you  where  we  felt  this  discrepancy  most 
remarkably — in  our  women,  Tom,  the  very 
point,  ol'  ail  <ithei-s,  that  we  ought  never  to 
liave  exi)erieiu.-ed  it  in. 

There  was  a  jilastic  elegance — a  species 
of  soft,  seductive  way  alxnit  foreign  women, 
that  took  us  Avonderfnlly.  They  did  not 
wait  for  our  advances,  but  met  usludf  way 
in  intimacy,  and  this,  without  any  bold- 
ness or  effrontery — quite  the  reverse,  but 
with  a  tact  and  delicacy  that  were  perfectly 
caj^tivating. 

I  don't  doubt  but,  that  for  home  pur- 
poses, we  should  have  found  that  our  own 
answered  best,  and,  like  our  other  manu- 
factures, that  they  Avould  last  longer,  and 
be  less  liable  to  damage  ;  but,  unfortunate- 
ly, the  si)irit  of  imitation  that  stimulated 
lis  in  hardware  and  jewelry,  set  in  just  as 
violently  a])out  our  wives  and  daughters, 
and  a  ]iretfy  dance  has  it  led  us  !  Fiom 
mv  heart  and  soul  1  wish  we  had  limited 
the  use  of  French  ]ioli.<h  to  our  mahogany  ! 

I  don't  know  how  I  got  into  this  digres- 
sion, Tom,  nor  have  1  the  least  notion 
where  it  would  conduct  me,  but  I  feel  that 
the  j\Irs.  Gore  Hamptons  of  this  world  took 
their  origin  in  the  time  and  from  the  spirit 
I  speak  of,  and  a  more  dangerous  invention 
the  age  never  made. 

When  you  read  over  your  notes,  and  sum 
up  wluit  I've  been  saying,  you'll  perhaj'S 
discover  the  reason  of  what  ycni  are  pleased 
in  your  last  letter  to  call  my  "extreme 
sensibility  to  the  widow's  charms."  But 
you  wrong  us  both,  for  i'm  not  in  love, 
nor  is  slic  a  widow  !.  And  this  brings  mo 
back  to  my  narrative. 

About  ten  days  ago,  as  I   was  sitting  in 

Imvown  room,  in  the   '' o/intii   cum  dig,'' 

1  of'  my    old    dressing-gown   and  slippers,  I 

{received  a  visit  from  Mrs.  (J.,  in  a  manner 

which  at  once  proclaimed  the  strictest  sc- 

!  cresy  and  confidence.     8he  came,  she  said, 

to  consult  me,  and,  as  a  gentU-man,  I  am 

bound  to  believe  her  ;  but  if  you  want  to 

:  make  use  of  a  nnin's   faculties,  you'd  cer-- 

tainly  never  begin  by  turning  his  brain.  If 

you  wished  to  send  him  of  a  message,  you'd 

surely  not  set  out  by  spraining  his  ankle  ? 

!      Tlfey   say   that    the   Frencli   Cuirassiers 

puzzled  our  ri<n-se  Guards  greatly  at  AVater- 

loo.     There  was  no  knowing  where   to  get 

a  stick  at  them.     There's  a  kind  of  dress, 
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just  now  the  fasliion  among  ladies,  tluit 
confuses  ma  fully  as  much — a  sj)eeies  of 
g;ni7.y,  filmy,  floating  costume,  that  makes 
you  always  feel  (|uile  near,  and  yet  keeps 
you  a  considerable  distance  off.  It's  a 
most  bcwitchini^;,  ethereal  style  of  cos- 
tume, and  especially  invented,  I  think, 
for  the  bewilderment  of  elderly  gentle- 
men. 

More  than  half  of  the  effect  of  a  royal 
visit  to  a  man's  own  house  is  in  the  con- 
trast presented  by  an  illustrious  presence 
to  the  little  commonplace  objects  of  his 
daily  life.  Seeing  a  king  in  his  own 
sphere,  surrounded  with  all  the  attributes 
and  insignia  of  his  station,  is  not  nearly 
so  astounding  as  to  see  him  sitting  in  your 
old  leather  arm-chair,  with  his  feet  upon 
your  fender — mayhap,  stirring  your  fire 
with  yoijr  own  ])oker.  .Just  the  same  kind 
of  thing  is  the  appearance  of  a  pretty  wo- 
man within  the  little  den,  sacred  to  your 
secret  smokings  and  studies  of  the  limes 
newspaper.  An  angel  taking  off  her  wings 
in  the  hall,  and  dropping  in  to  rake  pot- 
luck  with  you,  could  scarcely  realize  a  more 
charming  vision  ! 

All  this  preliminary  discourse  of  mine, 
Tom,  looks  as  if  I  were  skulking  the  ex- 
planation that  I  promised.  I  know  Avell 
what  is  passing  in  your  mind  this  minute, 
and  I  fancy  that  I  hear  you  mutter,  '•  Win- 
not  tell  us  what  she  came  about — what 
brought  her  there?"  It's  not  so  easy  as 
you  think,  Tom  Purcell.  When  a  very 
pretty  woman,  in  the  most  becoming  im- 
aginable toilette,  comes  and  tells  you  a 
long  story  of  personal  sufferings,  and  in- 
vokes your  sympathy  against  "the  cruel 
treatment  of  a  barbarous  husband  and  his 
liard-hearted  family — when  the  narrative 
alternates  between  traits  of  shocking 
tyranny  on  one  side,  and  angelic  submis- 
sion on  the  other — when  yon  listen  to 
wrongs  that  make  your  blood  boil,  re- 
counted by  accents  that  make  your  heart 
vibrate — when  the  imploring  looks,  and 
tones,  and  gestures  that  failed  to  excite 
pity  in  her  "monster  of  a  husband  "  are 
all  rehearsed  before  you  yourself — to  you 
directed  those  tearful  glances  of  melting 
tenderness — to  yoii  raised  up  those  beauti- 
ful hands  of  more  than  sculptured  symme- 
try, I  say  again,  that  your  reason  is'  never 
consulted  on  the  whole  pi-ocess.  Your 
sensibility  is  aroused,  your  sympathy  is 
evoked,  and  all  your  tenderest  emotions 
excited,  })retty  much  as  in  hearing  an 
Italian  opera,  Avhere,  without  knowing  one  I 
word  of  the  language,  the  tones,  the  ges- 
tures, the  ])Iay  of  feature,  and  the  signs  of  | 
passion,  move  and  melt  you  into  alternate  I 


horror  at  cruelty,  and  compassionate  sor- 
row for  suffering. 

Make  the  i)lace,  instead  of  the  stage, 
your  owji  study,  and  the  personage  no 
prima  dovjia,  but  a  very  eharniing  creature 
of  the  real  world,  and  the  illusion  is  ten 
times  more  com})lete. 

I  have  no  more  notion  of  Mrs.  Gore 
IIani])ton's  history  than  I  should  have  oi 
the  plot  of  a  novel  from  reading  a  news- 
paper notice  of  it.  She  was  married  at 
sixteen.  She  was  very  beautiful,  very  rich 
— a  petted,  spoilt  child.  She  thonght  the 
world  a  fairy  tale,  she  said.  I  was  going 
to  ask,  was  it  "beauty  and  the  beast" 
that  was  in  her  mind.  At  first  all  was 
happiness  and  bliss  ;  then  came  jealousy, 
not  on  her  })art,  but  his;  disagreejneuts 
and  disputes  followed.  '^I'hey  went  abroad 
to  visit  some  royal  personage — a  ducliess, 
a  grand-duchess,  an  aichduchess  of  some- 
thing, who  figuies  through  the  Avhole  his- 
tory in  a  mysterious  and  wonderful  man- 
ner, coming  in  at  all  times  and  places,  and 
a]>[)aiently  never  for  any  other  purpose 
than  wickedness,  like  Zumiel  in  the"Frey- 
schutz  ;  "  but,  notwithstanding,  she  is  al- 
ways called  the  dear,  good,  kind  princess 
— an  apparent  contradiction  that  also  as- 
sists the  mystification.  Then  there  are 
letters  from  the  husband— reproach  and 
condemnation  ;  from  the  wife — love,  ten- 
derness, and  fidelity. 

The  duchess  happily  writes  French,  so  I 
am  spared  the  })ains  of  following  her  cor- 
respondence. Chancery  was  nothing  to 
the  confusion  that  comes  of  all  this  letter- 
writing,  but  I  come  out  with  the  one  strong 
fact,  that  the  dear  princess  stands  by  Mrs. 
G.  through  thick  and  thin,  and  takes  a 
bold  part  against  the  husband.  A  ship- 
wrecked sailor  never  clung  to  a  hencoop 
with  greater  tenacity  than  did  I  grasp  this 
one  solitary  fact,  floating  at  large  upon  tJie 
wide  ocean  of  uncertainty. 

I  assure  yon  I  almost  began  to  feel  a!i 
affection  for  the  duchess,  from  the  nieie 
feeling  of  relief  this  thought  afforded. 
She  was  like  a  sanctuary  to  my  poor,  perse- 
cuted, hnnted-down  imagination  ! 

Have  you  ever,  in  reading  a  three-vol- 
ume novel,  Tom,  been  on  the  eve  of  aban- 
doning the  tcisk  from  })ure  inability  to 
trace  out  the  story,  when  suddenly,  and  as 
it  were  by  chance,  some  little  trait  of  inci- 
dent gives,  if  not  a  clue  to  the  mystery,  at 
least  that  small  flickering  of  light  that  acts 
as  a  guide-star  to  speculation  ? 

This  was  what  1  experienced  here,  and 
I  said  to  myself,  "J  know  the  sentiments 
of  the  duchess,  at  least,  aud  that's  some- 
thing." 
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Do  yon  know  that  I  didu't  like  procecd- 
\n^  any  fnrllKM-  witli  the  story — like  a  tired 
swimmer,  wlio  had  reached  a  rook  far  out 
at  sea,  I  didtrt  fancy  triisriii<T  myself  once 
more  to  the  waves.  However,  1  was  not 
allowed  the  option.  Away  went  the  nar- 
rative again— like  aii  express  train  in  a 
dark  tunnel.  If  we  now  and  then  did 
emerge  upon  a  bit  of  open  country  where 
we  could  sec  about  ns,  it  was  to  dive  the 
next  minute  into  some  deej)  cutting,  or 
some  gloomy  cavern,  witliout  lignc  or  in- 
telligence. 

It  ai)peared  to  me  tliat  Mr.  Gore  Hamp- 
ton would  I)e  a  very  ]ir(^per  case  for  private 
assassination  ;  but  I  didn't  like  the  notion 
of  doing  it  myself,  and  I  was  considerably 
comforted  by  finding  that  the  course  she 
had  decided  on,  and  for  which  she  was  now 
asking  my  assistance,  was  more  pacific  in 
character,  and  less  dangerous.  We  were 
to  seek  out  the  dear  princess  ;  she  was  to 
be  at  Ems  on  the  ^'4t]i,  and  we  were  at 
once  to  throw  ourselves,  figuratively,  into 
her  hands,  and  implore  protection.  The 
"monster" — the  word  is  shorter  than  his 
name,  and  servos  equally  well — liad  written 
innumerable  letters  to  prejudice  her  against 
his  wife,  recounting  the  most  infamous  cal- 
umnies, and  the  most  incediblo  accusa- 
tions. These  we  Avere  to  refute  :  how,  I 
didn't  exactly  know,  but  we  were  to  do  it. 
With  the  dear  princess  on  our  side,  the 
monster  would  be  quite  powerless  for  fur- 
ther mischief,  for,  by  some  mysterious 
agency,  it  appeared  that  this  Avonderfu! 
duchess  could  restore  a  damaged  reputa- 
tion, just  as  formerly  kings  used  to  cure 
the  evil. 

It  was  a  great  load  off  my  mind,  Tom, 
to  know  that  nothing  more  was  expected 
of  me.  She  might  have  wanted  me  to  go 
to  England,  where  there  are  two  writs  out 
against  mCj  or  to  advance  a  sum  of  money 
for  law  when  I  haven't  a  sixpence  for  liv- 
ing, or,  maybe,  to  bully  somebody  that 
Avouldn't  be  bullied  ;  in  fact,  I  didn't  know 
Avhat  impossibilities  inightn't  be  passing 
through  lier  brain,  or  Aviiat  dif!ieult  tasks 
she  might  bo  inventing,  as  Ave  read  of  in 
those  stories  wliere  pe()i)le  make  compacts 
Avith  t,he  devil,  and  always  try  to  ])ose  him 
by  the  terms  of  the  bargain. 

In  the  present  instance,  I  certainly  got 
off  easier  than  I  shouUl  have  done  Avith  the 
"Black  Gentlemen.''  All  that  Avas  re- 
quired of  me  Avas,  to  acccnnpany  a  A'ery 
charming  and  most  agreeable  Avoman  on  an 
excursion  of  about  two  or  three  days'  du- 
ration tb.rongh  one  of  the  most  picturesque 
parts  of  the  Rhine  country,  in  a  comfort- 
able  towri-I)nilt  britschka,' with  every  np- 


pliance  of  ease  and  luxury  about  it.  We 
liave  an  adage  in  Ireland,  "•  There's  Averse 
than  this  in  the  North,"  and  faith,  Tom, 
1  couldn't  help  sayingso.  !Mrs.  G.'s  motive 
in  asking  my  companionship  Avas,  to  shoAV 
her  dear  duchess  tliat  she  was  domesti- 
cated, and  living  Avith  a  most  respectable 
family,  of  which  I  Avas  the  head.  You  may 
laugh  at  the  notion,  Tom,  but  I  Avas  to  be 
brought  forward  as  a  model  *'paterfa- 
miliiis  "  Avho  could  harl)or  nothing  Avrong. 
I  believe  I  smiled  myself  at  the  charac- 
ter assigned.  Hut  "isn't  life  a  stage?'"' 
and  in  nothing  more  so  than  the  fact  that 
no  man  can  choose  his-part,  but  must  just 
take  Aviiat  the  great  stage  manager — Fate 
— assigns  him  ;  and  it  is  ju.^^t  as  cruel  to 
ridicule  the  failures  and  short-comings  avc 
often  Avitness  in  public  men  as  to  shout  in 
gallery-fashion,  at  some  poor  devil  actor 
obliged  to  play  a  gentleman  Avith  broken 
boots  and  patched  pantaloons. 

There  wqa-^;,  indeed,  two  difficulties,  nei- 
ther of  them  inconsiderable,  in  the  matter. 
One  Avas,  money.  The  journey  Avould  needs 
be  costly.  Posting  abroad  is,  to  tlie  full, 
as  expensive  as  at  home.  The  other  Avas, 
as  to  Mrs.  Dodd.  How  Avonld  she  take  it  ? 
I  Avas  bound  over  in  the  very  heaviest  re- 
cognizances to  secresy.  Mrs.  G.  insisted 
that  I  alone  should  be  the  depository  of  her 
secret,  and  she  Avas  Avise  there,  for  Mrs. 
I).  Avould  have  revealed  it  to  Betty  Cobb 
before  she  slept.  What  if  she  should  take 
Sk  jealous  turn?  It  Avas  true  the  Mary 
Jane  affair  had  made  her  rather  ashamed 
of  herself,  but  time  Avas  wearing  off  the 
effect.  Mrs.  Gore  Hamilton  Avas  a  hand- 
some Avoman,  and  tliere  Avould  be  a  kind 
'of  eclat  in  such  riA-alry  I  I  kncAV  Avell, 
Tom,  that  if  she  once  mounted  this  hobby, 
there  Avas  nothing  could  stop  her.  All  her 
visions  of  fashionable  introductions,  all 
the  bright  cliarms  of  high  society,  to  Avhicli 
]\Ir.s.  G.'s  intimacy  Avas  to  lead,  Avould  melt 
away,  like  a  mirage,  before  the  high  Avind 
of  her  angry  indignation. 

She  Avonld  have  put  Mrs.  G.  in  the  dock, 
and  arraigned  her  like  any  common  offend- 
er. It  was  not  Avithout  reason,  then,  that 
I  dreaded  such  a  catastrophe,  and  in  a  kind 
of  semi-serious,  semi-jocose  Avay,  1  told 
Mrs.  (Jore  of  my  misgivings. 

iShe  took  it  beautifully,  Tom.  She 
didn't  laugh  as  if  the  thing  was  ridiculous 
and  as  if  the  idea  of  Kenny  Dodd  jierform- 
ing  Amoroso  Avas  a  glaring  absurdity. 
"Not  at  all,"  she  gravely  said  ;  "  I  have 
been  thinking  over  that,  and,  as  you  re- 
j  mark,  it  /.s  a  difficulty."  Shall  I  OAvn  to 
!you,Tom,  thatthe.confcssionsent  a  strange 
thrill  throucli  me  :  and  like  a  man  select- 
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cd  to  lead  a  forlorn     ope,  I  still  felt  that 
the  choice  redounded  to  my  credit. 

"I  think,  however,"  said  siie,  after  a 
])ause,  '•  if  you  contided  the  matter  to  my 
nuinagemcnt.  if  you  leave  me  to  explain  to 
Mrs.  Dodd,  I  sliiiU  be  able,  without  reveal- 
ing more  than  I  wish,  to  satisfy  her  as  to 
the  object  of  our  journey." 

I  heartily  assented  to  an  arrangcnieut  so 
agreeable  ;  I  even  promised  not  to  see  Mrs. 
D.  before  we  started,  lest  any  unfortunate 
combination  of  circumstances  might  inter- 
fore  with  our  project. 

The  pecuniary  embarrassment  I  com- 
municated to  Lord  (ieorge.  He  quite 
agreed  with  me,  that  I  couldn'c  possibly 
allude  to  it  to  Mrs.  (i.  "In ail  lii^eliliood,"" 
said  he,  "she  will  just  hand  you  a  book  of 
blank  checks,  or  Herries's  circulars,  and 
say,  "Pray  do  me  the  favor  to  take  the 
trouble  off  my  hands.'  It  is  what  she 
usually  does  with  any  of  her  friends  with 
whom  she  is  sufficiently  intimate,  for,  as  I 
told  you,  she  is  a  ^perfect  ciiild  about 
money.'  "  I  might  have  told  him,  that 
so  far  as  having  very  little  of  it,  so  was  I 
too. 

"  But  supposing,"  said  I,  "that,  in  the 
bustle  of  departure,  and  in  tlie  preoccupa- 
tion of  other  thoughts,  she  shouldn't  re- 
member to  do  this  ;  such  is  likely  enough, 
you  know  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  nothing  more  so,"  said  he,  laugli- 
inor.  '•'  She  is  the  most  absent  creature  in 
the  world.' 

"In  that  case,"  said  I,  "one  ought  to 
be,  in  a  measure,  prepared." 

**  To  a  certain  extent,  assuredly."  said 
he,  coolly.  "  You  might  as  well  take 
something  with  vou — a  hundred  pounds  or 
so." 

You  can  imagine  the  choking  gulp  in 
my  throat  as  I  heard  these  words.  Why, 
I  hadn't  twenty — no,  not  ten  ;  I  doubt, 
greatly,  if  I  had  fully  five  pounds  in  my 
])ossession.  I  was  living  in  the  daily  hope 
of  that  remittance  from  you,  which,  by 
the  way,  seems  always  tardier  in  coming 
in  proportion  as  Ireland  grows  more  pros- 
l)erous. 

Tiverton,  however,  does  not  limit  his 
services  to  good  counsel,  he  can  act  as  well 
as  think.  For  a  bill  of  three  thousand 
francs,  at  thirty-one  days,  I  received,  from 
the  landlord  of  the  hotel,  something  ohort 
of  a  hundred  Napoleons — a  trifle  under  six 
hundred  per  cent,  per  annum  ;  but,  of 
course,  not  meant  to  run  for  that  time. 
Lord  George  said,  "  E.very thing  consider- 
ed, it  was  reasonable  enough  ; "  and  if 
that  implied  that  I'd  never  repay  a  farth- 
ing of  it,  perhaps  he  was   correct.     "  I'm 


sorry,"  said  he,  "that  the  '  bit  of  stiff,' " 
meaning  the  bill,  •'  wasn't  for  five  thou- 
sand francs,  for  1  Avant  a  trifle  of  cash  my- 
self, at  this  moment."  in  this  regret  1 
did  not  share,  Tom,  for  I  clearly  saw  that 
tlie  additional  eiglity  ])Ounds  would  have 
been  out  of  my  pdcket  ! 

I  have  now,  as  briefly  as  I  am  able,  but, 
perhaps,  tediously  enough,  told  you  of  all 
the  pix'liminary  ari'angemcnts  of  our  jour- 
ney, save  one,  which  was  three  lines  which 
I  left  for  Mrs.  D.  before  starting — not 
veiy  explanatory,  perhaps,  but  written  in 
"great  haste," 

It  was  a  splendid  morning  when  we 
started.  The  sun  was  just  topping  the 
Di-achenfels,  and  sending  a  perfect  flood 
of  golden  glory  over  the  Ehine,  and  that 
rich  tract  of  yellow  corn  country  along  its 
left  bank,  the  right  being  still  in  deep  sha- 
dow. From  tlie  Kreutsbei'g  to  the  Seven 
Mountains  it  was  one  gorgeous  panorama, 
with  mountain  and  crag,  and  ruined  cas- 
tles, vineclad  cliffs,  and  plains  of  Avaving 
Avheat,  all  seen  in  the  calm  splendor  of  a 
still  summer's  morning. 

I  never  saw  anything  as  beautiful,  per- 
haps I  never  shall  again.  Of  my  rapturous 
enjoyment  of  the  scene,  as  we  whirled 
along  with  four  posters  at  a  gallop,  the  best 
criterion  I  can  give  you  is,  that  I  totally 
forgot  everything  but  the  enchanting  vision 
around  me.  Ireland,  home,  Dodsboi'ough, 
petty  sessions,  police  and  ])oor-rates,  coun- 
ty cess,  chancery,  all  my  difficulties,  down 
even  to  Mrs.  D.  heiself,  faded  away,  and 
left  me  in  undisturbed  and  unbounded  en- 
joyment. 

I  have  often  had  to  tell  you  of  my  dis- 
!  appointment  with  the  continent;  how 
little  it  responded  to  my  previous  expecta- 
tions, and  how  short  came  evei'y  trait  of 
nationality  of  that  striking  effect  I  had 
once  foreshadowed.  The  distinctive  fea- 
tures of  race,  from  which  I  had  anticipated 
so  much  amusement,  all  the  })eculiarities 
of  dress,  custom,  and  manner,  which  I  had 
speculated  on  as  sources  of  interest,  had 
either  no  existence  whatever,  or  demanded 
a  far  shrewder  and  nicer  observation  than 
mine  to  detect.  These  have  I  more  than 
once  conqjlained  of  to  you  in  my  letters  ; 
and  I  wns  fast  lapsing  into  the  deep  con- 
viction that,  except  in  being  the  rear-guard 
of  civilization,  and  adhering  to  habits 
which  have  long  since  been  superseded  by 
improved  and  better  modes  with  us,  the 
continent  differs  wonderfully  little  from 
England. 

The  reason  of  this  impression  was  mani- 
festly because  I  was  always  in  intercourse 
with  foreigners  who  live  and   trade   upon 
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English  travelers,  who  make  a  livelihood 
of  ministering  to  John  Bnll's  national 
leaninfjs  in  dress,  cookery,  and  furniture  ; 
and  who,  so  to  say,  get  np  a  kind  of  arti- 
ficial P^ngland  ahroad,  where  ti)e  English- 
man is  iniinfully  reminded  of  all  the  com- 
forts he  has  k'l't  behind  him,  without  one 
single  o[)|)ortunity  for  remembering  the 
compensations  he  is  receiving  in.  return. 
To  tliis  cause  is  attril)utablt',  mainly,  the 
vulgar  imju-ession  conveyed  by  a  first  glnnce 
at  the  Continent.  It  is  a  bad  travesty  of 
a  homely  origiiuil. 

What  a  sudden  change  came  over  me 
now,  as  we  swept  along  through  this  en- 
chanting country,  where  every  siglit  and 
every  sound  were  novel  and  interesting. 
The  little  villages,  almost  escarped  from 
the  tall  precipice  that  skirted  the  rive/, 
were  often  of  Koman  origin  ;  old  towers  of 
bricks,  and  battlementcd  walls,  displaving 
the  S.  P.  Q.  R.,  those  wonderful  letters 
which,  from  school  days  to  old  itge,  call  up 
sucii  conceptions  of  this  mighty  ]ieople. 
A  great  wagon  would  draw  aside  to  let  us 
pass  ;  and  its  giant  oxen,  with  their  mas- 
sive beams  of  timber  on  their  necks,  remind 
one  of  tiie  old  ])ictures  in  some  illustrated 
edition  of  the  ''  Georgics. "'  The  splash  of 
oars,  and  the  loud  shouts  of  men,  turn 
your  eyes  to  the  Rhine,  and  it  is  a  raft, 
wliole  acres  of  timber  slowly  floating  along, 
the  evidence  of  some  primeval  pine  forest 
hundreds  of  miles  away,  where  the  night 
winds  used  to  sigh  in  the  days  of  the  (Ja^sars. 
And  now  every  head  is  bare,  and  every 
knee  is  bowed,  for  a  i)rocession  moves  past. 
on  its  way  to  some  holy  shrine,- the  zigzag 
path  to  whioh,  up  the  mountain,  is  trace- 
able by  the  white  line  of  peasant  girls, 
whose  voices  are  floating  down  in  mellow 
chorus.  Oh,  Tom  !  the  whole  scene  Avas 
full  of  enchantment,  and  didn't  require 
the  consciousness  that  would  haunt  me  to 
•make  it  a  vision  of  perfect  enjoyment. 
You  ask  what  was  that  same  consciousness 
I  allude  to  ?  Neither  more  nor  less,  my 
dear  friend,  than  the  liltle  whisper  within 
me,  that  said,  "  Kenny  Dodd,  where  are 
you  going,  and  for  what  ?  Is  it  Mrs.  D. 
is  sitting  beside  you  ?  or  are  you  ([uitesure 
it's  not  some  other  man's  wife  ?  "' 

You'll  say,  ])erhaps,  these  were  rather 
disturbing  reflections,  and  so  they  would 
have  been,  had  they  ever  got  that  far  ;  but 
as  mere  flitting  fancies,  as  passin.g shadows 
over  the  mind,  they  heightened  tlio  enjoy- 
ment of  the  moment  by  some  stranire  and 
mysterious  agency,  which  I  :im  (piite  un- 
able to  explain,  but  which,  1  i)elieve,  is  re- 
ferable to  the  same  category  as  the  French 
iuchesa's  regret   ^'that  iced  water  wasn't 


■  a  sin,  or  it  would  be  the  greatest  delight  of 
existence." 

I  If  my  conscience  had  been  unmannerly 
i  enough  to  say,  '*  Ain't  you  doing  wrong, 
I  Kenny  Dodd  ?"  I'm  afraid  !'<!  iiavo  said 
;  '*  Yes,"  with  a  chuckle  of  satisfaction.  I'm 
afraid,  my  dear  Tom,  that  the  human 
'  heart,  at  least,  in  the  Irish  version,  is  a 
I  very  incomprehensible  volume. 

Let  us  strive  to  bo  good  as  much  as  wc 
may,  there  is  a  secret  sense  of  ])lensure  in 
doing  wrong  that  shows  what  a  hold  wick- 
edness has  of  us.  I  Ijelieve  we  flatter  our- 
selves that  we  are  cheating  the  devil  all 
the  while,  because  we  intend  to  do  right  at 
last,  but  the  danger  is  that  the  game  comes 
to  an  end  before  we  sus])ect.  and  there  we 
are,  "cleaned  out,"  and  our  hands  full  of 
trumps. 

Y'ou'll  say  "What  has  all  this  to  say 
to  the  Rhine,  or  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  ?" 
Nothing  w'hatever.  It  only  shows  that, 
like  the  reflections  on  a  In-oonistick,  your 
])oint  of  departure  bears  no  relation  to  the 
goal  of  your  voyage. 

"  "What's  the  name  of  this  village,  Mr. 
Dodd?"  whispers  a  soft  voice  from  the 
deep  recess  of  the  lu'itschka. 

''This  is  Andernach,  Madam,"  said  I, 
opening  my  "John,"  for  I  find  there's  no 
doing  without  him.  "It  is  one  of  the 
most  ancient  cities  of  the  Rhine.  It  was 
called  by  the  Romans — '' 

"Never  mind  what  it  was  called  by 
the  Romans,  isn't  thei-e  a  legend  about  this 
ancient  castle  ?  To  be  sure  tliere  is,  pray 
find  it." 

And  I  go  on  mumbling  about  Druses 
and  Roman  camps,  and  vaulted  ])ortals. 

"  Oh,  it's  not  that,''  cried  she  laugh- 
ing. 

*•  There  are  two  articles  of  traffic  peculiar 
to  this  spot.  Millstones — "  She  puts  her 
hand  on  my  lips  here,  inid  I  am  unable  to 
continue  my  reading,  while  she  goes  on  : 
"  I  remember  the  legend  now.  It  was  a 
certain  Siegfried,  the  Count  Palatine  of 
the  Rhine,  who,  on  his  return  from  the 
Crusades,  was  persuaded  by  slanderous 
tongues  to  believe  his  wife  had  been  laith- 
iess  to  him." 

"  The  wretch  ;  the  count  I  mean." 
"  So  he  was.  He  drove  her  out  a  wan- 
derer upon  the  wide  world,  and  she  fled 
across  the  Rhine  into  that  nmuntain  coun- 
try you  see  yonder,  which  then,  as  now, 
was  all  impenetrable  forest.  There  she 
passed  years  and  years  of  solitary  existence, 
unknown  and  friendless.  There  were  no 
Mr.  Dodds  in  those  days,  or,  at  least,  she 
had  not  the  good  fortune  to  meet  with 
them." 
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I  sigh  deeply,  under  tlie  influence  of  such 
a  glance,  Tom,  and  she  resnmes  : 

"  At  hist,  one  (hiy,  wlien  fatigued  with 
the  chase,  and  se])aiated  from  liis  compan- 
ions, ths  cruel  couTit  throws  himself  down 
to  rest  beside  a  fountain  :  a  lovely  crea- 
ture, attired  gi-acefully,  but  strangely,  in 
the  skins  of  wild  beasts — '' 

"  She  didn't  kill  them  lierself  ?  '*  said  I, 
interrupting. 

**'  How  absurd  you  are  ;  of  course  she 
didn't;"  and  she  draws  her  own  ermine 
mantle  across  lier  as  she  speaks,  smoothing 
the  soft  fur  with  her  softer  hand.  "  Tlie 
count  starts  to  liisfeet,  and  recognizes  her 
in  a  moment,  and,  at  the  same  instant:,  too, 
he  is  so  struck  by  the  manifest  ])rotection 
Providence  has  vouchsafed  her,  that  he 
listens  to  her  tale  of  justification,  and  con- 
ducts her  in  triumph  home — his  injured, 
but  adored  wife.  I  think,  really,  peojde 
Avere  better  formerly  than  they  are  now — 
more  forgiving,  or  rather,  I  mean,  more 
open  to  truth  and  its  generous  impulses." 

"Faith,  I  can't  say,"  replied  I,  ponder- 
ing ;  "the  skins  may  have  had  something 
to  say  to  it."  Here  she  bursts  into  such  a 
fit  of  laughter  that  I  join  from  sheer  sym- 
pathy with  the  sound,  but  not  guessing  in 
the  least  why,  or  at  what. 

We  soon  left  Andernach  behind  us.  and 
rolled  along  beside  the  I'apid  Rhine,  on  a 
beautiful  road  almost  level  with  the  river, 
which  now,  for  some  miles,  becomes  less 
bold  and  pictui'esque. 

At  last  we  arrived  at  Coblentz  to  din- 
ner, stopping  at  a  capital  inn  called  the 
"  Giant,"  after  which  we  strolled  through 
the  town  to  stare  at  the  shops  and  the 
quaintly-dressed  peasant-girls,  whose  em- 
broidered head-gear,  a  kind  of  velvet  cap 
worked  in  gold  or  silver,  so  pleased  Mrs. 
G,,  that  we  bought  three  or  four  of  them, 
as  well  as  sevei-al  of  those  curiously- 
wrought  silver  daggers  which  they  wear 
stuck  through  their  back  hair. 

I  soon  discovered  that  my  fair  friend 
was  a  "child"  about  other  things  besides 
"Money."  Jewelry  was  one  of  these, 
and  for  which  she  seemed  to  have  the  most 
insatiable  desire,  combined  with  a  most 
juvenile  indifference  as  to  cost.  The 
country  girls  wear  massive  gold  ear-rings  of 
the  strangest  fashion,  and  nothing  would 
content  her  but  buying  several  sets  of 
these.  Then  she  took  "a  fancy  to  their 
gold  chains  and  rosaries,  and  lastly,  to 
their  uncouth  shoe-buckles,  all  of  which, 
she  assured  me,  would  be  priceless  in  a 
fancy  dress. 

In  fact,  my  dear  Tom,  these  minor  pre- 
parations of  hers,  to  resemble  a  Rhine-land 


])easant,  came  to  a  little  over  seventeen 
jHJuruls  sterling,  and  suggested  to  me, 
more  than  once,  the  secret  wish  that  our 
excursion  had  been  through  Ireland,  where 
the  habits  of  the  natives  could  have  been 
counterfeited  at  considei-ably  less  cost. 

As  "  we  were  in  for  it,"  however,  I  bore 

myself  as  gallantly  as  might  be,  and  pressed 

several  trifling  articles  on  her  acceptance, 

but  she  tossed  them  over  contenii)tuously, 

and   merely  said,  "  Oli,  we  sliall   find  all 

these  things  so  much  better  at  Ems.    'J'hey 

i  have  such  a  bazaar  thei-e  !  "  an  announce'- 

i  ment  that  gave  me  a  cold  shudder  from 

:  head  to  foot.      After  taking  our  coffee,  we 

I  resumed  our  journey.  Ems  being  only  dis- 

i  tant   some  eleven  or  twelve  miles,  and,  I 

must  say,  a  drive  of  unequaled  beauty. 

Once  more  on  the  road,  Mrs.  G.  became 
more  charming  and  delightful  than  ever. 
The  romantic  glen,  through  which  we 
journeyed,  suggested  much  material  for 
conversation,  and  she  was  legendary  and 
lyrical,  plaintive  and  merry  by  turns,  now 
recounting  some  story  of  tragic  history, 
now  remembering  some  little  incident  of 
modern  fashionable  life,  but  all,  no  matter 
what  the  theme,  touched  with  a  grace  and 
delicacy  quite  her  own.  In  a  little  silence 
that  followed  one  of  these  cliarming  sallies, 
I  noticed  that  she  smiled  as  if  at  something 
passing  in  her  own  thoughts. 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  wluit  1  was  thinking 
of?"  said  she,  still  smiling. 

"  By  all  means,"  said  I  ;  "  it  is  a  pleasant 
thougiit,  so  pray  let  me  share  in  it." 

"I'm  not  quite  so  certain  of  that,"  said 
she.  "  It  is  rather  puzzling  than  pleasant. 
It  is  sim])ly  this  :  '  Here  we  ate  now  within 
a  mile  of  Ems.  It  is  one  of  the  most  gos- 
siping places  in  Europe.  How  shall  we 
announce  ourselves  in  the  strangers' 
list  ? ' " 

The  difficulty  had  never  occurred  to  me 
before,  Tom  ;  nor,  indeed,  did  1  very  clear- 
ly appreciate  it  even  now.  I  thought  that 
the  name  of  Kenny  Dodd  would  have  suf- 
ficed for  me,  and  I  saw  no  reason  why 
Mrs.  Goi'e  Hampton  should  not  have  been 
satisfied  with  her  own  appellation. 

"I  knew,"  said  she,  laughing,  "that 
you  never  gave  this  a  tiionght.  Isn't  that 
so  ?"  I  had  to  confess  that  she  was  quite 
correct,  and  she  went  on  :  "Adolphus" — 
this  was  the  familiar  for  Mr.  Gore  Hamp- 
ton— "is  so  well  known  that  you  couldn't 
possibly  pass  for  him  ;  besides,  he  is  very 
tall,  and  wears  large  moustaches,  the  larg- 
est, I  think,  in  the  Blues." 

"That's  clean  out  of  the  question,  then,'' 
aaid  I,  stroking  my  smooth  chin  in  utter 
despair. 
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'*  You're  very  like  Lord  Ilurvcy  linice, 
"wouldn't  yon  bo  himf" 

*'  I'm  afraid  not ;  my  jiassj^ort  calls  inc 
Kenny  James  Dodd." 

"  lint  Lord  Harvey  is  a  kind  of  relative 
of  mine  ;  his  mother  was  a  Oore.  Tm  sure 
you  could  b(^  liiin." 

I  shook  my  head  des))ondinj^ly  ;  hut 
somehow,  whenever  a  sudden  fanc\'  strikes 
lier,  the  impulse  to  yield  to  it  seems  i)ei'- 
fectly  irresistil)le. 

'•It's  an  excellent  idea,"  continued  sjie, 
**and  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  wi-ite  the 
name  boldly  in  the  Travelers'  Book,  and 
say  your  pass})ort  is  coming  with  one  of 
your  ]ieoplo." 

'•  Hut  lie  might  be  here  ?" 

"Oh,  he's  not  here  ;  lie  couldn't  be  here  ; 
I  should  have  heard  of  it  if  he  were  here."' 

'•'There  may  be  several  who  know  liim 
personally  here." 

"  There  need  be  no  ditficnlty  about  tliai." 
replied  she  ;  "you  have  only  to  feign  ill- 
ness, and  keep  your  room.  I'll  take  every 
precaution  to  sustain  the  deception.  You 
shall  have  evcu-ythmg  in  the  way  of  com- 
fort, but  no  visitors— not  one." 

I  was  thunderstruck,  Tom  !  the  notion 
of  coming  away  from  home,  leaving  my 
family,  and  braving  Mrs.  D.,  all  that  I 
might  go  to  bed  at  Ems,  and  partake  of 
low  diet  under  a  fictitious  title,  actually 
overwhelmed  me.  I  thought  to  myself, 
"This  is  a  hazardous  exploit  of  mine,  it 
may  be  a  costly  one  too,  at  the  rate  we  are 
traveling,  money  flies  like  chalf,  but  at 
least,  I  sliall  have  something  for  it.  I 
shall  see  fashionable  life  under  tiio  most 
favorable  ausjiices.  I  shall  dine  in  public 
with  my  beautiful  traveling  companion. 
I  shall  acconijiany  her  to  the  Cursaal,  to 
the  promenade,  to  the  play-tables.  I  shall 
eat  ice  with  her  under  the  "  Lindens,"  in 
the  "Alice."  I  shall  be  envied  and  hated 
by  all  the  puppy  jiopulatiou  of  the  Baths, 
and  feel  myself  glorious,  conquering,  and 
trium[)liant.  These,  and  similar,  had  i)een 
my  sustaining  reflections,  under  all  the 
adverse  pressure  of  home  thoughts.  These 
had  been  my  compensation  for  the  ter- 
rors that  assuredly  loomed  in  the  distance. 
But  now,  instead  of  the  realizarion.I  was 
to  seek  my  consolation  in  a  darkened  room, 
with  old  newspapers  and  water  gruel  ! 

Anoer  and  indii>nation  rtuidered  me  al- 
most  speechless.  "Was  it  for  this?"  I 
exclaimed  twice  or  thrice,  without  being 
able  to  finish  my  sentence  ;  and  she  gently 
drew  her  hand  within  my  arm,  and,  in  the 
tenderest  of  accents  stopped  me,  and  said, 
"No  ;  not  for  this!" 

Ah,  Tom  I  you   know  what   we  used  to 


hear  in  the  "Beggar's  Opera,"  long  ago. 
"'Tis  women  that  seduces  all  mankind." 
I  suppose  it's  true.  I  suppose  that  if  na- 
ture luus  made  us  phy.sically  strong,  she  hjus 
made  us  morally  weak. 

I  wanted  t(»  be  resolute;  injured,  and 
indigiianr,  1  did  my  best  to  feci  outraged, 
but  it  wcnildn't  do.  The  tfuich  of  three 
taper  lingers  of  an  ungloved  liaiiu,  the  sil- 
very sounds  of  a  soft  voice,  and  the  ten- 
derly reproachful  glance  of  a  jiair  of  dark 
blue  eyes,  routed  all  my  lesolves,  and  1  was 
half  ashamed  of  myself  for  needing  even 
such  gentle  reproof. 

Fr(un  that  moment  I  was  lier  slave  ;  she 
might  have  sent  me  to  a  plantation  or  sold 
me  in  a  market-i)lace,  lesistance,  on  my 
jiart,  was  out  of  the  question  :  and  isn't 
this  a  pretty  confession  for  the  father  of  a 
family,  and  the  husband  of  Mrs.  D  ?  Not 
but,  if  1  liad  time,  I  could  exi»lain  the 
])ro])lem,  in  a  non-natural  sense,  as  the 
i'ashi(inal)le  i)hrase  has  it,  or  even  go  fur- 
ther, and  justify  my  divided  allegiance, 
like  one  of  our  own  bishops,  showing  the 
difference  between  submission  to  constitnl- 
ed  authority,  and  fidelity  to  matters  of 
faith  — Mrs.  1).  standing  to  rejiresent  Queen 
\'ictoria,  and  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton,  Pope 
Pius  the  Ninth  ! 

These  thoughts  didn't  occur  to  me  at 
once,  'J'om  ;  they  were  the  liuit  of  many  a 
long  hour  of  self-examination  and  reflec- 
tion as  I  lay  alone  in  my  silent  chamber, 
thinking  over  all  the  singuUir  things  that 
have  occurred  to  me  in  life,  the  strange 
situations  1  have  occupied,  and  of  this,  1 
own,  the  very  strangest  of  all. 

It  must  be  a  dreadful  thing  to  be  really 
sick  in  one  of  these  places.  There  seems 
to  be  no  such  thing  as  night,  at  least  as  a 
season  of  repose.  'J  lie  same  clatter  of 
plates,  knives,  and  glasses,  goes  on  ;  the 
same  ringing  of  bells,  and  scuftling  sounds 
of  running  feet ;  waltzes  and  polkas  ;  wag- 
ons and  mule  carts  ;  donkeys  and  hurdy- 
gurdies  ;  whistling  waiters  and  snuill  }uip- 
pie.s,  with  a  weak  ialsetto,  infest  the  air, 
and  make  U]i  a  din  that  would  adtlle  the 
spirit  of  i)andemonium. 

Hour  after  hour  had  I  to  lie  listening  to 
these,  taking  out  my  wrath  in  curses  u}ion 
Strauss  and  late  suppers,  and  anathema- 
tizing the  whole  family  of  opera  writers, 
who  have  unquestionably  originated  the 
bleating  performances  of  every  late  bed- 
goer.  Not  a  wretch  toiled  upstairs,  at 
four  in  the  morning,  without  yelling  out 
"  Casta  Diva,"  or  "  (Jib,  mir  wein."  The 
half-tipsy  ones  were  usually  sentimental, 
and  hiccupped  the  '•Tu  die  al  cielo."  out 
of  the  "  Luciiu" 
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To  these  succeeded  rlie  lute  sitters  ut  the 
play-tiibles — a  nice  wlio,  to  tlieii*  honor  be 
it  recorded,  never  sing.  Gambling  is  a 
grave  passion,  and.  wliether  a  man  Avin  or 
lose,  it  takes  all  Ihc  fun  out  ot  him.  A 
(l^ei)-muttered  malediction  upon  bad  luck 
— a  fiilse  oath  to  play  no  more — a  hearty 
cuf'sc  against  fortune — were  the  only  solil 
oquies  of  these  the  last  votaries  of  pleasure 
that  now  sought  their  beds  as  day  was 
breaking. 

Have  you  ever  stopped  your  ears,  Tom, 
and  looked  at  a  room  full  of  people  danc- 
ing? The  effect  is  very  curious.  What 
was  so  graceful  but  a  moment  back  is  now 
only  grotesque.  The  plastic  elegance  of 
gesture  becomes  downright  absurdity.  Slie 
who  tripped  with  such  faii-y-like  lightness, 
or  that  other  who  floated  with  swan-like 
dignity,  now  seems  to  move  without  pur- 
pose, and,  stranger  still,  without  grace.  It 
was  the  measure  which  gave  the  soul  to 
the-  performance— it  was  that  mystic  ac- 
cord, like  what  binds  mind  to  matter,  that 
gave  the  wondrous  charm  to  the  whole  : 
divested  of  this  it  was  like  motion  without 
vitality — abrupt,  inechanicil,  convulsive. 
Exactly  the  same  kind  of  effect  is  produced 
by  witnessing  fashionable  amusements. with 
a  spirit  untuned  to  pleasure.  You  know 
nothing  of  their  motives,  nor  incentives  to 
enjoyment  ;  you  are  not  admitted  to  any 
])articipation  in  t])oir  plan  or  their  object, 
and  to  y/o?^r  eyes  it  is  all  "  Dancing  with- 
oiit  music." 

I  need  not  dwell  on  a  tiresome  theme, 
for  such  would  be  any  descri})tion  of  my 
life  at  Ems.  Of  my  lovely  companion  I 
saw  but  little.  About  mid-day  her  maid 
would  bring  me  a  few  lines,  wi'itten  in  pen- 
cil, with  kind  inquiries  after  me.  Later 
on  I  could  detect  the  silvei-y  music  of  her 
voice,  as  she  issued  forth  to  hei"  afternoon 
drive.  L:iter  again  I  could  hear  her,  as 
she  passed  along  the  corridor  to  her  room  ; 
a-nd  then,  as  night  wore  on,  she  would 
sometimes  come  to  my  door  to  say  a  few 
words,  very  kind  ones,  and  in  her  own 
softest  manner,  but  of  which  I  could  I'c- 
eall  nothing,  so  occupied  was  I  with  ob- 
serving her  in  all  the  splendor  of  evening 
dress. 

When  a  bright  object  of  this  kind  passes 
from  your  presence,  there  still  lingers  for 
a  second  or  so  a  species  of  twilight,  after 
which  conies  the  black  and  starless  night 
of  deep  despondency.  Out  of  these  ilreamy 
delusive  fits  of  low  spirits  I  used  to  start 
with  the  sudden  question,  "What  are  yon 
doing  here,  Kenny  Dodd  ?  Is  it  the  father 
of  a  family  ought  to  be  living  in  this  fash- 
ion ?     What  tomfoolery  is    this  ?     Is  this 


kind  of  life  instructive,  intellectual,  or 
even  amusing  ?  Is  it  respectable  ?  I  am 
not  certain  it  is  any  one  of  the  four.  How 
long  is  it  to  continue,  or  where  is  it  to  end? 
Am  I  to  go  down  to  the  grave  nnder  a 
false  name,  and  are  the  Dodd  family  to  put 
on  mourning  for  Lord  Harvey  J')iooke  ?" 

One  night  that  these  thoughts  had  carried 
me  to  a  high  pitch  of  excitement,  I  was 
walking  hurriedly  to  and  fro  in  my  room 
inveighing  against  the  al>surd  folly  which 
originally  had  ernb;ii-ked  me  on  this  jour- 
ney. Anger  had  so  far  mastered  my  rea- 
son, that  I  began  to  doubt  everything  and 
everybody.  I  grew  skeptical  that  there 
were  such  people  in  the  world  as  Mr.  Gore 
Hampton  or  Lord  Harvey  Brooke,  and  in 
my  heart  I  utterly  .rejected  the  existence 
of  the  ••  princess."  Up  to  this  moment  I 
had  contented  -myself  with  hating  her,  as 
the  first  cause  of  all  my  calamities,  but 
now,  I  denied  her  a  reality  ai.d  a  being. 
I  didn't  at  first  perceive  what  would  come 
of  my  thus  disturbing  a  great  foundiition- 
stone,  and  how  inevitably  the  whole  edifice 
would  come  tumbling  down  about  my  ears 
in  consequence. 

This  terrible  truth,  however,  now  stared 
me  in  the  face,  and  I  sat  down  to  consider 
it  with  a  trembling  spirit. 

'•  May  I  come  in  ?"  whispered  a  low  but 
well-known  voice — "may  1  come  in  ?" 

My  first  thoughts  were  to  affect  sleep 
and  not  answer,  but  I  saw  that  there  was 
an  eagerness  in  the  manner  that  wonld 
not  brook  denial,  and  ailswered,  "Who's 
there  ?  " 

"It  is  I,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Mrs.  Gore 
Hampton,  entering,  and  closing  the  door 
behind  her.  She  came  forward  to  where 
I  was  sitting  desjiondingly  on  the  side  of 
the  bed,  and  took  a  chair  in  front  of  me. 

"What's  the  matter  ;  you  are  surely  not 
ill  in  reality?  "  asked  she,  tenderly. 

"  I  believe  I  am."  replied  I.  '•  They  say 
in  Ireland  •mocking  is  catching,'  and 
faith,  I  half  suspect  Fm  going  to  pay  the 
price  of  my  own  deceitfulness." 

"Oh!  no,  no!  you  only  say  that  to 
alarm  me.  You  Avill  be  perfectly  well 
when  you  leave  this  :  the  confinement  dis- 
agrees with  you." 

"I  think  "it  does,"  said  I;  "  but  when 
are  we  to  go  ?  " 

"Immediately;  to-night,  if  possible.  I 
have  just  received  a  few  lines  from  the 
dear  princess — " 

"Oh,  the  princess  !"  ejaculated  I,  with 
a  faint  groan. 

"Why;  Avhat  do  you  mean?"  asked 
she,  eagerl}'. 

"Oh,  nothing  ;  go  on." 
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"  But,  first  toll  me,  what  made  you  sigh 
SO  wlien  I  spoke  of  the  prinooss  ?" 

"God   knows,"  said   I  ;  '*  I   believe   my 
head  was  wandering." 

''Poor,  dear  head,"  said  she,  i)atting 
me  as  if  I  was  a  small  King  Charles's 
spaniel,  "  it  will  be  better  in  the  fresh  air.  | 
The  princess  writes  to  say  that  we  must 
meet  lier  at  Eisenach,  since  she  finds  her- 
self too  ill  to  come  on  here.  She  urges  iis 
to  lose  no  lime  about  it,  because  the  Em- 
press So])hia  will  be  on  a  visit  with  her  in  a 
few  days,  whicli  of  course  would  interfere 
with  our  seeing  her  fre((uently.  The  letter 
vshould  have  been  here  yesterday,  but  she 
gave  it  to  the  Archduke  Nicholas,  and  he 
only  remembered  it  when  he  was  walking 
with  me  this  evening.''  ; 

These  high  and  mighty  names  only' 
made  me  sigh  heartily,  and  she  seemed  at  j 
once  to  read  all  that  was  passing  within  j 
me. 

**  I  sec  wliat  it  is/'  said  she,  with  deep  ' 
emotion  :  "  You  arc  growing  weary  of  me. 
You  are  beginning  to  regret  the  noble  ^ 
chivalry — the  generous  devotion  you  had  ' 
shown  me.  You  are  asking  yourself, 
'  What  am  I  to  her  ?  Why  should  she 
cling  to  me?'  Cruel  question — of  a  still 
more  cruel  answer  !  But  go,  sir,  return  to 
your  family,  and  leave  me  if  you  will  to  i 
those  heartless  courtiers  who  mete  out 
their  sympathies  by  a  sovereign's  smiles, 
and  only  bestow  their  pity  when  royalty 
commands  it  ;  and  3^et,  before  we  part  for- 
ever, let  me  here,  on  my  bended  knees, 
thank  and  bless — "  I  can't  do  it,  Tom  ;  I 
can't  write  it.  I  find  I  am  blubbering 
away  just  as  badly  as  when  the  scene  oc- 
curred. Blue  eyes  half  swimming  in  tears, 
silky-brown  ringlets,  and  a  voice  broken 
by  sobs,  are  shamefully  unfair  odds  against 
an  Irish  gentleman  on  the  shady  side  of 
fifty-two  or  three. 

It's  all  very  well  for  you — sitting  quietly 
at  your  turf  lire — with  an  old  sleepy  span- 
iel snoring  on  the  hearth-rug,  and  nothing 
younger  in  the  house  than  Mrs.  Shea,  your  : 
late  wife's  aunt — to  talk  about  "my  time 
of  life" — "grown-u})  daughters"  and  so 
on.     "He  scoffs  at  wounds  who  never  felt  ; 
a  scar. "     The  fact  is,  Em  not  a  bit  more; 
susceptible    than    other    peo))le ;    I    eveni 
think  1  am  less  yielding — less  ojien  to  soft 
iniluences  than  many  of  my  acquaintances. 
I  can  answer  for  it,  1  never  found  that  the 
strongest  persuasions  of  a  tax-gatherer  dis- 
posed me  to  look  favorably  on  "County 
Cess,  or  a  Rate-in-Aid."     Even  the  priest; 
acknowledges  me  a  tough  subject  on  the 
score  of  Easter  dues  and  otTerings.     If  I 
know  anything  about  my  own  nature,  it  is 


that  I  have  rather  a  casuistic,  hair-splitting 
kind  of  way  Avith  me — the  very  reverse  of 
your  soft,  submissive,  easily-seduced  fel- 
lows. I  was  always  known  as  the  obstinate 
juryman  at  our  assizes,  that  preferred 
starvation  and  a  cart  to  a  glib  verdict  like 
the  others.  I  am  not  sure  that  anybody 
ever  found  it  an  easy  task  to  convince  me 
about  anything,  except,  perhaps,  Mrs.  I)., 
and  then,  Tom,  it  was  not  ))recisely  "con- 
viction'"— that  was  .something  else. 

I  ihink  I  have  now  made  out  a  sufficient 
defens(>  of  myself,  and  Ell  not  make  the 
lawyer's  blunder  of  proving  too  much. 
Give  me  the  s-.imo  latitude  that  is  always 
conceded  to  great  men  when  their  actions 
will  not  square  with  their  previous  senti- 
ments.. Think  of  the  Duke  and  Sir  Iiobert, 
and  be  merciful  to  Kenny  Dodd. 

We  left  Ems,  like  a  thief,  in  the  night  : 
the  robbery,  however,  was  performed  by 
the  laniUord,  whose  bill  for  five  days 
amounted  to  ui)ward  of  twenty-seven 
pounds  sterling.  Whether  Gregoire  and 
Mdlle.  Virginie  drank  all  the  champagne 
set  down  in  it  I  cannot  say.  but  if  so,  they 
could  never  have  been  sober  since  their 
arrival.  There  are  some  other  curious 
items  too,  such  as  Maraschino  and  Eaii  de 
Dantzic,  and  a  large  assessmeiit  for  "real 
Havanas!"  Who  sipi)ed  and  smoked  the 
above  is  more  than  I  know. 

With  regard  to  out-of-door  amusements, 
Mrs.  G.  must  have  ridden,  at  the  least, 
four  donkeys  daily,  not  to  speak  of  car- 
riages, and  a  sort  of  sedan-chair  for  the 
evening. 

I  assure  you  I  left  the  place  with  a  heart 
even  lighter  than  my  juirse.  I  was  falling 
into  a  very  alarming  kind  of  melancholy, 
and  couldn't  much  longer  have  answered 
fo.t  my  actions. 

If  we  loitered  inactively  at  Ems,  we 
certainly  suffered  no  grass  to  grow  under 
our  feet  now.  Eour  horses  on  the  level, 
six  when  the  road  Avas  heavy  or  newly 
graveled  ;  bulls  at  all  the  hills. 

It's  truth  I'm  telling  you,  'J'om,  for  a  light 
London  britschka,  the  usual  team  on  a 
rising  ground  was  six  hoi'ses  and  three 
oxen,  with  about  two  men  per  quadruped 
— boys  and  beggars  ad  Jibihtm.  1  laughed 
heartily  at  it,  till  it  came  to  paying  for 
them,  After  which  it  became  one  of  the 
worst  jokes  you  can  imagine.  Onward  we 
went,  however,  in  one  fashion  or  aiu>ther, 
walking  to  "blow  the  cattle"  when  the 
road  was  level  and  smooth,  and  keeping  a 
very  pretty  hunting  i)ace  when  the  ruts 
were  deep,  and  the  rocks  rugged. 

It  seemed,  to  judge  from  our  sjieedj-that 
our   haste   was    most    imminent,    for   we 
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changed  horses  at  every  station  witli  an 
attempt  at  clispatcli  that  J^reatly  discon- 
certed, the  post  functionaries,  and  prob- 
ably suggested  to  tliom  grievous  doubts 
about  our  respectability.  After  twenty- 
four  hours  of  this  jolting  process,  I  was, 
as  you  may  suppose,  well  wearied — the 
more  so,  since  my  late  confinement  to  bed 
])ad  made  me  weak  and  irritable.  Mrs. 
rj.,  however,  seemed  to  tiiink  nothing  of 
it,  so  that  for  very  shame  sake  I  could  not 
complain.  'I'here  is  either  a  greater  fund 
of  endurance  about  women  than  in  men, 
or  else  they  liave  a  stronger  and  more  im- 
])ulsive  will,  overcoming  all  obstacles  in 
its  way,  or  regarding  them  as  nothing.  I 
assure,  you,  'I'oni,  I'd  have  pulled  up  short 
.!>t  any  of  the  villages  avc  passed  through 
and  booked  myself  for  a  ten-hours'  slee^-), 
in  that  horizontal  position  that  IS^ature  in- 
tended, but  she  wouldn't  hear  of  it.  "We 
must  get  on,dcarJ\Ir.  Dodd  ;"  "Y(m'kx\.o\\ 
liow  imi)ort'ant  time  is  to  ns;"  ''Do  our 
best,  and  we  shall  be  late  enough."  These 
and  such  like  were  the  ]iropositions  which 
I  had  to  assent  to,  without  the  very 
vaguest  conception  why. 

That  night  seemed  to  me  as  if  it  would 
never  end.  I  never  could  close  my  eyes 
without  dreaming  of  bailiffs,  wiits,  judges' 
warrants,  and  Mrs.  D.  Then  I  got  the 
notion  into  my  head  that  T  had.  been  sen- 
tenced for  some  crime  or  other  to  ever- 
lasting traveling — an  impression,  doubt- 
less, suggested  by  my  hearing  through  my 
sleep,  how  we  were  constantly  crossing 
some  frontier,  *and  entering  v  "new  terri- 
tory. Now,  it  was  Hesse  Cassel  would  pry 
into  our  portmanteaus,  now,  it  was  Bava- 
ria v/antcd  to  peep  at  our  passport-s.  Sig- 
}naringen  insisted  on  seeing  that  we  had 
no  concealed  fire-arms,  lloeh  Hecj\ingen 
searched  us  for  smuggled  tobacco.  From 
a  deep  doze,  wliich  to  my  ineffable  shamo 
I  discovered  I  had  been  taking  on  my  fair 
companion's  shoulder,  I  was  suddenly 
awakened  at  dayl)reak  by  the  roll  of  a 
drum,  and  the  clatter  of  presenting  arms. 
This  was  a  place  called  Heinfeld,  in  the 
Duchy  of  Saxe  Weimar,  where  the  com- 
mandant, supposing  us  to  be  royal  per- 
sonages, from  our  six  horses  and  mounted 
courier,  turned  out  the  guard  to  salute  ns. 
I  gave  him  briefly  to  nnderstand  that  we 
Avere  incog.,  and  we  passed  on  without  fur- 
ther molestation. 

By  noon  we  reached  Eisenach,  where, 
descending  at  the  *'Piautenkranz,"  the 
head  inn,  I  bolted  my  door,  and  throwing 
myself  on  my  bed,  slept  far  into  the  night. 
When.  I  awoke,  the  house  was  all  at  rest, 
every  one  had  retired,  and  in  this  solitude 


(lid  I  begin  the  recital  of  the  singular  page 
in  my  history  which  is  now  before  you. 
1  felt,  like  one  of  those  storm-tossed  nuir- 
iners,  who,  on  some  unknown  and  distant 
ocean,  commit  their  sorrows  to  paper,  and 
then  inclosing  it  in  a  Ixjttle,  leave  the  ad- 
dress to  Fortune.  I  know  not  if  these 
lines  are  ever  to  reach  you.  I  know  not 
who  may  read  them.  Perhaps,  like  Perouse, 
my  fate  may  be  a  mystery  for  future  ages. 
I  feel  altogether  very  low  about  myself. 

I  was  obliged  to  break  off  suddenly 
above,  but  I  am  now  better.  We  have 
been  two  days  here,  and  I  like  the  place 
greatly.  It  lies  in  the  midst  of  a  fine 
mountain  range — the  Thuringians — with 
a  deep  forest  on  every  side.  Up  to  this  we 
have  had  no  tidings  of  tlie  pi'incess,  but 
wo  pass  our  time  agreeably  enougli  in  vis- 
iting the  remarkable  objects  in  the  neigh- 
borhood, one  of  which  is  the  Wartburg, 
wliere  Luther  ]iassed  a  year  of  imprison- 
ment. 

I  have  collected  some  curious  materials 
about  the  life  of  this  Protestant  champion 
for  Father  Mahei",  which  will  make  a  con- 
siderable sensation  at  home.  There  is  an 
armory,  too,  in  the  castle  of  tlie  most  in- 
teresting kind,  but,  as  usual,  all  the  re- 
markable .warriors  were  little  fellows.  The 
robbers  of  antiquity  were  big,  but  the 
great  characters  of  chivalry,  I  remark, 
were  small.  The  Constable  de  Bourbon's 
armor  wouldn't  fit  Kenny  Dodd. 

I  intend  to  send  off  this  package  to-day 
by  a  "gentleman  of  the  Jewish  persua- 
sion," so  he  styles  himself,  who  is  traveling 
"in  the  interest  of  soft  soap,"  and  Avill  be 
in  England  within  a  fortnight !  Where  I 
shall  be  myself,  by  that  time,  Tom,  Heaven 
alone  can  tell  ! 

My  cash  is  lunning  very  low.  I  don't 
think  that,  above  my  lawful  debts  in  tiiis 
place,  I  could  muster  twelve  pounds,  and. 
after  a  careful  ex})loration  of  the  locality, 
I  see  no  spot  at  all  likely  to  "advance 
money  on  good  ]iersonal  security."  You 
must  immediately  remit  me  a  hundred,  or 
a  hundred  and  fifty,  for  present  emergen- 
cies. My  humiliation  v/ill  be  terri])le  if  I 
have  to  speak  about  pecuniary  matters  in 
a  certain  quarter  ;  and,  as  I  said  before, 
how  long  we  may  remain  here,  or  where 
proceed  Avhen  we  leave  this,  I  know  as 
much  as  you  do  ! 

I  have  begun  four  lettei's  to  Mrs.  D., 
but  have  not  satisfied  myself  that  I  am  on 
the  j'ight  tack  in  any  of  them.  AVriting 
home  when  you  have  not  heard  from  it,  is 
like  legislation  for  a  distant  colony  with- 
out any  clue  to   the  state  of  public  opin- 
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on.  Yon  iniiy  be  trying  rif,'orons  measures 
villi  a  people  ripe  for  rebellion,  or,  per- 
.aps,  i-efu.sing  some  concession  that  they 
have  just  wrested  by  force.  When  1  think 
of  domestic  mutters,  I  am  strongly  re- 
minded of  the  C'affro  war,  for,  somehow, 
aifairs  never  look  so  badly  as  when  they 
seem  to  promise  a  ])eacc  ;  and,  like  8an- 
dilla,  Mrs.  D.  is  great  at  an  ambnsh. 

You  must  write  to  her,  Torn  ;  say  that 
I  am  greatly  distressed  at  not  getting 
any  answers  to  my  letters  ;  that  I  wrote 
four;  which  is  true,  though  I  never  sent 
off  any  of  them.  !Make  a  plausible  case 
for  my  absence  out  of  the  present  m:ite- 
rials,  and  speak  alarmingly  about  my 
health,  for  she  knows  I  have  sold  my 
policy  of  insurance  at  the  Pho3nix,  and.  is 
really  uneasy  when  I  look  ill. 

If  I  wasn't  in  such  a  mess  I  should  be 
distressed  about  the  family,  for  I  left  them 
at  Bonn  with  a  mere  trifle.  When  a  man 
has  got  an  incurable  malady  he  spends  lit- 
tle money  on  doctoi-ing,  and  so  there  is 
nothing  saves  fretting  so  much,  as  being 
irretrievably  ruined.  Besides,  it  is  in  the 
world  as  in  the  water,  it  is  struggling  that 
drowns  you  ;  lie  quietly  down  on  your 
back,  don't  stir  hand  or  limb,  and  some- 
body will  be  sure  to  pull  you  out,  though 
it  may  chance  to  be  by  the  hair.  ' 

1  have  often  thought,  Tom,  that  life  is 
like  a  game  of  chess.  It's  a  fine  thing  to 
have  the  •'move,"  if  you  play  well,  but  if 
you  don't,  take  my  word  for  it,  it's  better 
to  stay  quiet,  and  not  budge.  This  will 
give  you  the  key  to'  my  system  ;  and  if  I 
ever  get  into  public  life,  this,  I  assui-e  you, 
shall  bo  ''Dodd's  Parliamentary  Guide." 

I  have  now  done,  and  you'll  say  it's 
time  too;  but  let  me  tell  you,  Tom,  that, 
when  I  seal  and  send  off  thi.^  I'll  feel  my- 
self very  lonely  and  miserable.  It  was  a 
comfort  to  me  some  days  back  to  go  eveiy 
now  and  then  and  dot  down  a  line  or  two  ; 
it  kept  me  from  thinking,  which  was  a 
great  blessing.  You  know  how  Gibbon 
felt  when  he  wrote  the  last  sentence  of  his 
great  history  ;  and  although  the  rise  and 
fall  of  Kenny  Dodd  be  a  small  matter  to 
posterity,  it  has  a  great  hold  upon  his 
own  affections. 

I  see  my  pony  at  the  door,  and  Mrs.  G. 
is  already  mounted.  W^e  are  going  to  some 
old  abbey  in  the  forest,  where  she  is  to 
sketch,  and  I  am  to  smoke  for  an  hour  or 
two;  so  good- by,  and  remember  that  my 
escaiie  from  this  must  dejiend  upon  your 
assistance.  This  princess  has  not  yet  made 
her  appearance,  nor  have  I  the  slightest 
j;uide  as  to  her  future  intentions. 

There  fire  a  quantity  of  home  questions 
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I  am  anxious  to  speak  about,  but  must  de- 
fer the  discussion  till  my  next.  I  have 
not  seen  a  new-^^paper  sinCe  I  started  on 
this  excursion.  1  know  not  who  is  "  in  " 
or  **  out."  I  shall  learn  all  these  things 
later  on  ;  so,  once  more,  good-by.  Address 
me  at  the  "  Kuo  Garland,"  and  believe 
me,  faithfully,  your  fi-iend. 

Kknxy  I   Dodd. 

P.S.  —  When  you  mention  to  the  neigh- 
bors having  heard  from  me,  it  would  be  as 
well  to  say  nothing  of  this  little  adventuie 
of  mine.  Say  that  the  Dodds  are  all  well, 
and  enjoying  themselves,  or  something 
like  that."  li'  Mrs.  D.  hns  written  to  old 
>\tolly,  try  and  get  hold  of  the  cjjistle,  or 
otherwise  I  might  as  well  be  in  the  "  Hue 
and  Cry."  Indeed,  I  don't  see  why  you 
couldn't  stop  her  letters  at  the  post-otiice 
in  Bruff. 


LETTER  XXIII. 

MRS.     DODD    TO    JHSTRESS   M.4RY   GALLAGHER,     DODS- 
BOROUOH. 

Cour  de  Bade,  Baden-Baden. 

My  drar  Molly,— It  will  be  five  weeks 
on  Tuesday  next  since  we  saw  K.  I.,  and 
except  a  bit  of  a  note,  of  which  I'll  speak 
presently,  never  any  tidings  of  him  has 
I'eached  us  I  I  suppose,  within  the  mem- 
ory of  nnm,  wickedness  equal  to  this  has 
not  been  heard  of.  To  go  and  disgrace 
himself,  and  what's  more,  disgrace  us  at 
his  time  of  life,  withtwo  daugliters  grown 
up,  and  a  son  just  going  into  the  world,  is 
a  depth  of  baseness  to  which  the  mind 
cannot  ascend. 

They're  away  in  Germany,  my  dear. 
tln3  happy  pair  !  I  wish  1  was  near  him. 
I'd  only  ask  to  be  for  five  minutes  within 
reach  of  him.  Faith,  I  don't  think  he'd 
be  so  seductive  and  cajUivating  for  a  little 
time  to  come.  They're  off,  I  hear,  to 
what  they  call  the  "  Hearts  Forest ;  "  a 
place,  I  take  from  the  name,  to  be  the 
favorite  resort  of  loving  couples.  From 
the  first  day,  Molly,  1  suspected  what  was 
coming,  for  though  James  and  Mary  Anne 
persisted  in  saying  that  he  was  only  gone 
for  a  day  or  two,  I  went  to  his  drawers 
and  saw  that  he  had  taken  every  stitch  of 
his  clothes  that  was  good  for  anything 
away  with  him. 

If  he's  only  gone  for  two  days,  says  I, 
what  does  he  want  with  fourteen  shirts 
and  four  embroidered  fronts  for  dress,  not 
to  speak  of  his  new  black  suit  and  his  un- 
dress deputy-lieutenant's  coat  ?     I  tossed 
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iijid  tiimblcd  over  evervtbiiiir.  and  sure 
enough  tliere  was  Jittle  left  to  look  at.  So 
you  see,  Molly,  it  wiis  all  ])laniied  before, 
and  the  whole  was  arranged  with  a  cold- 
blooded duplicity  that  makes  me  boil  to 
think  over.  This  wasn't  all,  either  but  \w 
must  go  and  draw  a  bill  ou  the  landlord 
for  a  hundred  and  twenty  pounds  ;  and, 
without  the  slightest  attention  to  all  that 
Ave  owed  in  the  hotel,  or  even  leaving  us  a 
sixpence,  away  goes  my  gallant  Luthc- 
rian,  only  thinking  of  love  and  pleasure  I 
The  half  of  the  McCarthy  legacy  is  gone 
already  to  meet  these  demands  and  enable 
us  to  come  on  hero  ;  and  even  with  that 
I  couldn't  have  done  it  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  Lord  George's  kindness,  for  he  knows 
so  much  about  bills,  and  bankers,  and 
when  the  exchange  is  good,  and  Avhat  is 
the  favorable  moment  to  draw  upon  Lon- 
don, that,  as  he  says  himself,  one  learns  at 
last  to  "  make  a  i^ound  go  as  far  as  five." 

As  to  staying  any  longer  at  Bon.n,  it 
was  out  of  the  fpiestion.  The  w^holetown 
was  talking  of  K.  I.,  and  everybody  used 
to  stop  us  and  ask,  with  a  mournful  voice, 
if  we  hadn't  got  any  tidings  of  Mr.  Dodd  ? 
And  now  we're  here,  I  must  say  it  is  a 
charming  place  ;  and  for  real  life  and  en- 
joyment, there's  pi-obably  not  it's  equal  in 
Europe.  And  then,  Molly,  the.  great  fea- 
ture is  certainly  the  universal  kindness  and 
charity  that  prevails.  You  may  do  what 
you  like,  wear  what  you  like,  goVhere  you 
like.  I  was  a  little  "bit  afraid  at  first  that 
the  story  of  K.  I.  would  get  abroad  and 
damage  us  in  society  ;  but  Lord  George 
said,  "  You  mistake  Baden,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Dodd.  If  there's  anything  they're  pecu- 
liarly lenient  to,  it's  just  that.  There's  no 
cant,  no  hypocrisy  here  ;  nobody  would 
endure  such,  for"^  an  hour.  Everybody 
knows  that  the  world  is  not  peopled  Avitli 
angels,  and  England  is  the  only  country 
Avhere  they  affect  that  delusion.  "  Here,  all 
are  natural,  sincere  and  candid."  These 
Avere  his  words,  and  I  assure  you  they  are  no 
more  than  the  truth  ;  and  so  far  from  K. 
L's  conduct  being  regarded  in  any  spirit 
of  unfairness  toward  lis,  I  really  believe 
that  we  have  met  a  great  deal  of  delicate 
and  refined  notice  on  account  of  ir.  As 
F/ord  G.  remarks,  '•  Thev  know  that  you 
don't  belong  to  that  strait-laced  set  of  liiim- 
bngs  that  want  to  frown  down  all  mankind.  I 
They  see  at  once  that  you  have  the  habits  ' 
of  the  Avorld,  and  the  instincts  of  good  ■ 
society,  and  that  you  come  among  them  i 
neither  to  criticise  nor  censure,  but  to' 
please  and  be  i)leased."  I  quote  his  very  j 
expressions,  Molly,  because,  with  all  his ' 
wiidiiess,   his    sentiments   are     invariably 


beautiful  ;  and  I  must  say.  that  an  ill-na- 
tui-ed  word  never  comes  out  of  his  mouth. 
If  there's  anythir.g  he  excels  in,  too,  it's 
tact.  This  he  showed  veiy  remarkably, 
when  we  arrived  here.  "  We  must  do  the 
thing  handsomely,"  said  he.  '*  or  we  shall 
be  sure  to  hear  that  Mr.  D. 's  absence  is 
owing  to  pecuniary  difficulties."  And  so 
accoi-dingly  he  ai-ranged  to  purchase  a 
beautiful  ])air  of  gray  ponies,  and  a  small 
])ark  phaeton,  belonging  to  a  young  Kus- 
sian,  that  Avas  just  ruined  at  the  tables. 
AVe  got  the  Avhole  equij)age  for  little  more 
than  half  Avhat  it  cost,  and  a  tiger — as  they 
call  the  little  boy  in  buttons — goes  with 
it. 

We  have  taken- the  first  apartment  in 
the  "  Cour  de  J5ade,"  and  have  put  Paddy 
Byrne  in  a  suit  of  green  and  gold,  that  al- 
ways ]'eminds  me  of  poor  Daniel  O'Connell. 
Lord  G.  diives  me  out  every  day  himself, 
and  I  hear  all  the  passers-by  say,  "It's 
T'iverton  and  Mi-s.  Dodd,"  in  a  manner 
that  shoAvs  Ave're  as  Avell  knoAvn  as  the  first 
people  .  in- the  place.  He  is  acquainted 
with  every  man,  Avoman,  and  child,  in  the 
town  ;  and  it  is  a  pei'petual  "How  are  ye, 
Tiverton  ?" — "  Hoav  goes  it,  George  ?" — 
"At  the  old  trade,  eh?" — as  Ave  drive 
along,  that  amuses  me  greatly.  And  it 
isn't  only  that  he  knoAvs  them  personally, 
but  he  is  familiar  Avith  all  their  private 
histories.  It  Avould  fill  a  book — and  a  nice 
volume  it  Avouid  be  ! — if  I  were  to  tell  you 
one-half  of  the  stories  he  told  me  yester- 
day, going  doAvn  to  Lichtenthal.  But  the 
names  is  so  confusing.  Hoav  he  remembers 
them  all,  I  can't  conceive. 

We  go  to  the  rooms  in  the  evening, 
full  dressed,  and  as  fine  as  you  jjlease  ; 
and  if  you  saAv  hoAv  the  company  rises  to 
meet  ns,  and  the  gracious  manner  avc  are 
received  by  ail  the  first  peo])le.  you'd  think 
we  were  sisters  Avith  half  the  room.  For 
rank,  Avealth,  and  beauty,  I  never  saAV  its 
equal;  and  the  *'tone,"  as  Lord  G.  ob- 
serves, is  "so  easy."  Mary  Anne  usually 
dances  all  night,  but  /only  stand  up  for  a 
quadrille,  though  Lord  George  torments 
me  to  polka  Avith  him.  As  for  James,  he 
never  quits  the  roulette-table,  which  is  a 
kind  of  game  Avhere  you  always  Avin  thirty- 
six  times  as  much  as  you  put  down,  though 
maybe  occasionally  you  lose  your  stake, 
for' it's  all  chance,  Molly,  and  like  every- 
thing else  in  this  Avicked  Avorld,  in  the 
hands  of  fate  ! 

I'm  afraid  James  doesn't  understand  the 
game,  or  forgets  to  take  up  his  winnings, 
for  when  he  joins  us  at  supper  he  looks  de- 
pressed and  careworn,  till  he  has  taken 
two  or  three  glasses  of  champagne.'    Caro- 
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lino,  as  yon  may  sn|)i)o.sc,  stays  moping  at 
liome.  If  there's  unytliing  distresses  me 
more  than  anotlicr,  it's  the  way  that  ^irl 
goes  on.  Hero  we  are,  in  the  very  thick 
of  the  fasliion,  spending  money — as  fast  as 
liops — mining  ourselves,  I  may  say,  with 
expense  ;  and  instead  of  taking  tlie  lionofit 
of  it  while  '*'  it's  going,"  she  sits  up  in  her 
room  reading  her  eyes  out  of  her  liead,  and 
studying  things  that  no  woman  need  know. 
As  I  say  to  jier,  "  Wliat  good  is  it  to  you  ? 
Will  it  ever  get  you  a  husband,  to  know 
that  Sir  Humphrey  Clinker  invented  the 
safety  lamp  ?  or  do  yon  suppose  that  any 
man  will  take  a  fancy  to  you  for  the  sake 
of  yonr  chemistry  and  eccentricity  ?  Be- 
sides,''says  T,  "you  could  do  all  this  at 
hon>e,  in  Dodsborough,  and  Avho  knows  if 
we  shouldn't  be  obliged  to  go  back  and 
linish  our  days  in  Ireland!"  And  in  my 
heart  and  soul  I  believe  it's  wliat  she'd 
like  : 

The  real  aflliction  in  life  is  to  see  yonr 
children  not  take  after  you  !  'J'hat  is  the 
most  dreadful  calamity  of  all.  You  toil 
and  slave  to  bring  them  up  with  high  no- 
tions, to  teach  them  to.  look  down  upon 
whatever  is  low  and  mean,  to  avoid  tiieir 
poor  relations,  and  whatever  disgraces 
them,  and  you  find,  the  whole  tiijie,  'tis 
looking  back  they  are  to  their  humble  ori- 
gin, and  fancying  that  they  were  happier, 
foi-  no  other  reason  than  because  they  were 
lovely 

as  it  is, 
maybe,  the  IM'Carthy  blood  in  me,  but  I 
feci  as  if  the  higher  I  went  the  lighter  I 
grew,  and  so  it  is,  I'm  sure,  witli  Mary 
An  lie.  1  know,  from  her  face  acrosfs  the 
room,  whether  she's  dancing  with  a 
"'  prince,"  or  only  "a  gentleman  from  the 
United  States  !  "  And  even  in  the  matter 
of  looks  it  makes  the  greatfest  difference  in 
her.  In  the  one  case,  her  eves  s'parkle,  her 
head  is  thrown  back,  her  cheeks  glow  with 
animation  ;  while  in  the  other,  slie  seems 
half  asleej),  dances  out  of  time,  and  prob- 
ably answers  out  of  place. 

From  all  these  facts,  I  gather,  Molly, 
that  there's  nothing  so  elevating  to  the 
mind  as  moving  in  a  rank  above  your  own  ; 
and  I'm  sure  I  don't  forgive  myself  when  I 
keep  company  with  my  ecpials.  I  believe 
.James  has  less  of  the  Dodd  and  more  of 
the  M'Carthy  in  him,  than  the  girls.  He 
takes  to  the  aristocracy  so  naturally — calls 
them  by  their  names,  and  nnikes  free  with 
ihem  in  a  way  that  is  i-eally  beautiful,  and 
they  call  him  "Jim,"  or  some  oF  them  say 
■•Jeemes,"  just  as  familiar  as  himself.  I 
suppose  it's  no  use  repining,  but  I  often 
feel,  Molly,  that  if  it  was   the   Lord's  will 


that  I  was  to  be  left  a   widow,  I'd  see  my 
children  high  in  the  world  before  long. 

This  reminds  me  of  K.  I.,  and  here's  his 
letter  for  yon.  I  copy  it  word  for  word, 
without  note  or  comma  : 

"  Deau  J  EMI,  -We  arc  waiting  here  for 
the  princess,  who  has  not  yet  arrived,  but 
is  expected  to-ilay,  or  to-morrow  jit  furth- 
est. Yon  will  b(;  sorry  to  hear  that  I  was 
ill  and  (;onfined  for  more  than  a  Aveek  to 
my  bed  at  Ems."  Will  1  indeed?  "It 
was  a  kind  of  low  fever."  I  read  it  a  love 
fever,  Molly  when  I  saw  it  first.  "But  I 
am  now  much  better. "  You  never  were 
worse  in  your  life,  you  old  hypocrite,  thinks 
1.  "  And  am  able  to  take  a  little  exercise 
on  hoi'seback. 

'*Thc  expense  of  this  journey,  unavoid- 
a))le  as  it  was  !  is  very  consideraide,  so  that 
I  reckon  u|)on  your  jjracticing  the  strictest 
economy  during  my  absence."  I  thought 
I'd  choke,  Molly  when  I  seen  this.  Just 
think  of  the  daring  im])udencc  of  the  man 
telling  me  that  while  he  is  lavishing  hun- 
dreds on  his  vices  and  wickedness,  the 
family  is  to  starve  to  enable  him  to  bear 
the  expense.  "  The  strictest  economy  dur- 
ing my  absence."  I  wish  I  was  near  you 
when  you  wrote  it  ! 

Then  comes  in  some  balderda-sh  about 
the  scenery,  and  the  place  they're  at  just 
as  coolly  described  as  if  it  was  talking  of 
Bruff,  or  the  neighborhood  ;  the  whole 
winding  up  Avith,  '"  Mrs.  G.  H.  desires  me 
to  convey  her  teiuler  regards  " — what  she 
can  spare,  I  suppose,  without  robl)ing  him 
— "  to  you  and  the  girls.  No  time  for  more, 
from  yours,  sincerely, 

"  Kenxy  Jamks  Dodd." 

There's  an  epistle  for  you  !  You'll  not 
find  the  like  of  it  in  the  "  Polite  Letter- 
Writer,"  I'll  wag(M-.  The  father  of  a  family 
— and  sucl)  a  family  too  I — discoursing  as 
easily  about  the  height  of  inicpiity  as  if  he 
was  alluding  to  the  state  of  the  weather,  or 
the  price  of  sheep  at  the  last  fair.  He 
flatters  himself,  maybe,  that  this  free-and- 
easy  way  is  the  best  to  bamboozle  me,  and 
th.-it  by  seeming  to  make  nothing  of  it,  I'll 
take  tiie  same  view  as  himself.  Is  that  all 
he  knows  of  me  yet  ?  Did  he  ever  succeed 
in  deceiving  me  during  the  last  seventeen 
years  ?  Didn't  I  find  him  out  in  twenty 
things  when  he  didn't  know  himself  of  his 
own  de])ravity  ?  I  tell  yon  in  confidence, 
Molly,  that  if  coming  abroad  is  an  elegant 
thing  for  our  sex,  it's  downright  ruin  to 
mcn'of  K.  I.'s  time  of  life  I  When  they 
come  to  fifty,  or  thereabouts,  in  Ireland, 
they  settle  down  to  something  respectable. 
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oitliei  on  the  bench,  or  guardians  to  the 
tinion.  Their  thouglits  runs  upon  green 
jrops  and  draining,  and  how  to  raise  a 
trirtc,  by  way  of  loan,  from  the  board  of 
works.  ]5u"t  not  having  these  tilings, 
abroad,  to  engage  them,  they  take  to 
smartening  themselves  up  with  polished 
boots  and  blackened  whiskers,  and  what 
between  pinching  here,  and  })adding  there, 
they  get  the  notion  that  they're  just  Avhat 
they  were  thirty  years  ago  !  Oh  dear  !  oh 
dear  I  sure  they've  only  to  go  up-stairs  a 
lictle  quick,  to  stoop  to  pick  up  a  handker- 
chief, or  button  a  boot,  to  detect  the  mis- 
take, and  if  that  won't  do,  let  them  try  a 
polka  with  a  young  hidy  just  out  for  her 
hrst  season  ! 

Of  all  the  old  fools,  in  this  fashion,  I 
never  met  a  worse  than  K.  I.  I  and  what 
adds  to  the  disgrace,  he  knows  it  himself, 
and  he  goes  ou  saying,  "Sure  I'm  too  old 
for  this/'  or  "  I'm  past  that ;  "  and  I  always 
chime  in  with,  "  Of  course  you  are  ;  you'd 
cut  a  nice  figure  ;  "  and  so  on.  But  what's 
the  use  of  it,  Molly  ?  Their  vanity  and 
conceit  sustains  them  against  all  the  snubs 
in  the  world,  and  till  they  come  down  to 
a  bath-chair,  they  never  believe  that  they 
can't  dance  a  hornpipe  ! 

I  could  say  a  great  deal  more  on  this 
subject,  but  I  must  turn  to  otheV  things. 
You  must  see  Purcell  and  tell  him  the 
way  we're  left,  without  a  fraction  of 
money,  nor  knowing  where  to  get  it.  Tell 
him  that  I  wrote  to  Waters  about  a  sep- 
aration, which  I  would,  only  that  K.  I.'s 
affairs  is  in  such  a  state,  I'd  have  to  put 
up  with  a  mere  trifle.  Say  that  I'm  go- 
ing to  expose  him  in  the  newspapers,  and 
there's  "no  knowing  where  V\\  stop,"  for 
that's  exactly  the  kind  of  threat  Tom 
Purcell  will  be  frightened  at. 

Get  him  to  send  nie  a  remittance  im- 
mediately, and  describe  our  distress  and 
destitution  as  touchingly  as  you  can. 

Here's  more  of  it,  Molly.  James  has' 
just  come  in  to  say  that  the  Ministry  is  out 
in  England,  and  that  the  new  government 
is  giving  everything  away  to  the  Irish,  and 
that  old  villain.  K.  I.,  not  on  the  spot  to 
ask  for  a  place  !  James  tells  me,  it's  the 
brigade  is  to  have  the  best  things  ;  but  I 
.lon't  remember  if  K.  I.  belongs  to  it, 
though  I  know  he's  in  the  Yeomanry. 
From  Lord-Lieutenant  down  to  the  letter- 
carriers,  they  must  be  all  Irish  now,  James 
says.  We're  to  have  Ireland  for  ourselves 
and  as  much  of  England  as  we  can,  for 
we'll  never  rest  till  we  get  perfect  equality, 
and  I  must  say  it's  time,  too  ! 

K.  1.  isn't  fit  for  much,  but  maybe  he 
might    get    something.     The    treasury  is 


where  he'd  like  to  be,  but  I'm  not  certain 
it  would  suit  him.  At  all  events,  he's  not 
to  the  fore,  and  I  don't  think  they'll  send 
to  look  for  him,  as  they  did  for  Sir  Robert 
Peel  !  Till  we  know,  however,  whether 
he  has  a  chance  of  anything,  it  would  be 
better  to  keep  his  present  conduct  a  pro- 
found secret,  for  James  remarks  "  that 
they  make  a  great  fuss  al)out  character 
now-a-days  ; "  and  it  comes  mcII  from  them, 
Molly,  if  the  stories  I  hear  be  true  ! 

Ask  Purcell  what's  vacant  in  K.  I.'s 
line  ?  which,  you  may  say,  goes  from 
lunatic  asylums  to  the  Court  of  Chancery. 
I  don't  want  James  to  have  an  Irish  ap- 
pointment, but  he  says  there's  something 
in  Gambia — wherever  that  is — that  he'd 
like. 

As  of  course  K.  I.  and  myself  can  never 
live  together  {igain,  it  would  be  very  con- 
venient if  he  was  to  get  something  that 
would  rcfiuiic  him  to  stay  in  Ireland — either 
a  suspensory  magistrate  or  a  place  in  New- 
gate would  do.  You'll  wonder  at  my 
troubling  myself  about  a  man  that  behaved 
as  he  did  ;  and  indeed  I  Avonder  at  myself 
for  it  ;  and  what  I  say  is,  maybe  this  might 
happen,  maybe  the  other,  and  I'd  be  sorry 
afterwards  ;  and  if  he  was  to  be  taken 
away  suddenly,  I'd  like  to  be  sure  to  have 
my  mind  easy,  and  in  a  happy  frame. 

Isn't  it  dreadful  to  think  that  it's  about 
these  things  my  letter  is  filled,  while  all 
the  enjoyment  in  life  is  going  on  about 
me  ?  There's  the  band  underneath  my 
window  playing  the  Railroad  Polka,  and 
the  crowd  round  them  is  princesses,  and 
duchesses,  and  countesses,  all  so  elegantly 
dressed,  and  looking  so  sweet  and  amiable. 
Every  minute  the  door  opens,  with  an  in- 
vitation for  this  or  that,  or  maybe  a  nose- 
gay of  beantiful  flowers  that  a  prince  with 
a  wonderfuj  name  has  sent  to  Mary  Anne. 
And  liere's'a  man  with  the  most  tempting 
jewelry  from  Vienna,  and  another  witli 
lace  and  artificial  flowers  ;  and  all  for 
nothing,  Molly,  or  next  to  nothing — if  one 
had  a  trifle  to'spend  on  them.  And'sowe 
might,  too,  if  K.  I.  hadn't  behaved  this 
way. 

There's  to  be  a  grand  ball  to-night  at 
the  Rooms,  and  Mary  Anne  is  come  to  me 
about  her  dress  ;  for'one  thing  here  is  in- 
dispensable— you  must  never  appear  twice 
in  the  same.  For  the  life  of  me,  I  don't 
know  what  they  do  with  the  old  gowns, 
but  Mary  Anne  and  myself  has  a  stock 
already  that  would  set  up  a  moderate 
mantua-maker.  As  to  shoes,  and  gloves 
too.  a  second  night  out  of  them  is  im- 
possible, tiiough  Mary  Anne  tries  to  wear 
them    at   small    tea-parties.     Speaking  of 
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tliis,  I  must  say  tliiit  girl  will  bo  a  treasure 
to  the  inun  that  gets  her  ;  for  she  has 
so  many  ways  of  tuiniiig  tilings  to  ac- 
count: there's  not  an  old  lace  veil,  nor  a  bit 
of  net,  lior  even  a  flower,  tiiat  slie  can't  find 
use  for,  somewhere  or  othei'.  As  to  Caro- 
line, she  looks  like  a  poor  governess  ;  there's 
no  taste  nor  stylo  whatever  about  her,  and 
as  to  a  bit  of  riblion  round  her  throat,'  or 
a  cheap  brooch,  she  never  wears  one  !  I 
tell  her  everyday,  "You're  a  Dodd,  my 
dear — a  regular  Uodd.  You  have  no  more 
of  the  M'Carthy  in  you  than  if  you  never 
saw  me."  And  indeed  she  takes  after  tlie 
father  in  evcirything.  She  has  a  dry,  sneer- 
ing way  about  whatever  is  genteel  or  high- 
bred, and  the  same  liking  for  anything  low 
and  eonnnon  ;  but,  after  all,  I'm  lucky  to 
have  Mary  Anne  and  James  what  they  are! 
There's  no  position  in  life  that  they're  not 
equal  to  ;  and  if  Vm  not  greatly  mistaken, 
it  s  in  the  very  highest  rank  they'll  settle 
down  at  last.  This  opinion  of  mine,  Molly, 
is  the  best  and  shortest  answer  I  can  give 
to  what  you  ask  me  in  your  last  letter, 
"  What's  the  use  of  going  abroad  ?  "  Jiut, 
indeed,  your  question — as  Lord  George  re- 
marked, when  1  told  him  of  it — is,  "  What's 
the  use  of  civilization  ?  What's  the  use  of 
clothes  ?  What's  the  use  of  cooked  vic- 
tuals?" You'll  say,  perhaps,  that  you 
have  all  these  in  Ireland  ;  and  I'll  tell 
you,  just  as  flatly,  You  have  not.  You 
stare  with  surprise,  but  I  repeat  to  you. 
You  have  not. 

An  old  iron  shoj)  in  Pill-lane,  with  bits 
of  brass,  broken  glass,  and  old  crockery, 
is  just  as  like  Stoi-r  and  Mortimer's  as  your 
Irish  habits  and  ways  are  like  the  real 
world.  Why,  ^lolly,  there's  no  breeding 
nor  manners  at  all  !  Y'ou  are  all  twice  too 
familiar,  or  what  you,  perhaps,  would  call 
cordial,  with  each  other ;  and  yet  you 
daren't,  for  the  life  of  you,  say  what  every 
foreigner  would  say  to  a  lady  the  fu'st 
time  he  ever  met  her.  That's  your  notion 
of  good  manners  ! 

As  to  your  clothes,  I  get  red  ii^  a  tiu'key- 
cock  with  pure  shame  when  I  think  of  a 
Dublin  bonnet,  with  a  whole  botanical  gar- 
den over  it ;  but  indeed,  when  one  thinks 
of  the  dirt}'  streets  and  the  shocking  cli- 
mate, they  forgive  you  for  keeping  all  the 
finery  for  the  head. 

The  cookery  I  won't  speak  of.  There's 
l)eople  can  eat  it,  and  much  good' may  it 
do  them  ;  and  my  heart  bleeils  when  I 
think  of  their  sufferings.  r>ut  maybe  Ire- 
land is  coming  round  after  all.  What  I 
hear  is,  that  when  everybody  is  sold  out, 
matters  will  begin  to  meiui.  I  sui)pose  it's 
just  as  if  the  whole  country  was   taking 


what's  called  the  '•  Benefit  of  the  Act," 
and  that  they'll  start  fresh  again  in  the 
world  without  owing  sixpence.  If  that's 
the  meaning  of  the  CundK'i-ed  Estates,  it's 
the  best  thing  ever  was  d(»ne  for  IrelaTid, 
and  I  only  Avonder  they  didn't  think 
of  it  earlier ;  for  my  sure  and  certain 
opinion  is,  that  there's  nothing  distresses 
a  man  like  trying  to  p:iy  off  old  debts; 
and  it  destroys  the  spirits  besides,  for 
ye'rc  always  saying,  "It  wasn't  tiie  that 
spent  this.  I  hadn't  any  fun  for 
that.'' 

James  nas  ]ust  come  in  with  the  list  of 
the  new  ministry,  and  among  all  the  Irish 
appointments  I  don't  see  as  good  a  name 
as  K.  I.'s  J  and  you  may  fancy  how  respect- 
able they  are  after  that !  liut  the  truth  is. 
]\iolly,  it's  the  same  Avith  politics  as  with 
the  potatoes  :  one  is  satisfied  to  put  up 
with  anything  in  a  famine.  K.  I.  used  to 
say  that  Avhen  he  was  young,  his  Ij-ish 
luime  would  have  excluded  him  as  much 
from  any  chance  of  office  as  if  he  was  a 
Red  Indian  ;  but  times  is  changed  now, 
and  I  sec  two  or  three  in  the  list  that 
their  colleagues  "will  never  pronounce 
rightly — and  that  at  least  is  something 
gained. 

And  just  to  think  of  it,  ^^lolly  !  Who 
knows,  if  K.  I.  wasn't  disgracing  himself 
this  minute,  that  he  wouldn't  be  higli  in 
the  administration  ?  I  remember  the  time 
when  it  was  only  Lord  James  tiifs,  or  kSir 
Michael  that,  got  anything  ;  but  now  you 
may  remark  that  it's  maybe  a  fellow  would 
rob  the  mail  is  a  lord  of  the  treasury,  and 
one  that  would  take  a  fright  at  his  own 
shadow  is  made  clerk  of  the  ordnance. 
That's  a  great  "step  in  the  right  direc- 
tion," ]\Iolly,  and  it  shows,  besides,  that 
we're  daily  living  down  obscene  and  anti- 
quated prejudices. 

You  like  a  long  letter,  you  sa}',  and  I 
hope  you'll  be  satisfied  w'ith  this,  for  I'm 
four  days  over  it ;  but,  to  be  sure,  half  the 
time  is  spent  crying  over  the  barbarous 
treatment  I've  met  from  K.  I.  That  you 
may  never  know  what  it  is  to  have  a  like 
grief,  is  the  prayer  of  your  affectionate 
friend, 

J  KM  IMA  Don  I). 

P.S. — Mary  Anne  sends  her  i>^\v  and  re- 
gards, and  Cary,  too,  desires  to  be  remem- 
bered to  you.  Siie  is  longing  to  have  old 
Tib  here,  as  if  a  black  cat  would  be  any- 
thing remarkable  on  the  continent.  But 
that'.^  the  way  with  her.  All  the  Dods- 
borough  gOQSc  are  swans  in  her  estima- 
tion. 
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LETTER  XXIV. 

lAMES   PODD   TO   ROBERT    DOOLAN.    ESQIHRE,    TRINITY 
COLLEGE,    DUBLIN. 

Baden-Baden. 

My  DEAii  Bob, — I  copy  the  following 
paragraph  from  the  Ga/ignani  of  yester- 
(l-iy  : — "Considerable  excitement  has  been 
caused  amongst  the  fashionable  visitors  of 
Baden  by  the  rumored  elopement  of  the 
charming  Mrs.  G  *  *  *  ^  *****  * 
with  an  Irish  gentleman  of  large  fortune, 
and  who,  though  considerably  past  the 
prime  of  life,  is  evidently  not  beyond  tlie 
age  of  fascination.  Our  readers  will  appre- 
ciate the  reserve  with  which  we  only  al- 
lude to  a  report,  the  bare  mentionof  which 
will  doubtless  give  the  deepe&t  distress 
amongst  a  wide  circle  of  our  very  highest 
aristocracy.'"' 

Probably  all  your  conic  sections  and 
spherical  trigonometry  learning  would 
never  enable  you  to  read  the  riddle  aright, 
and  so  I  shall  save  you  the  profitless  effort 
by  saying  that  the  delinquent  so  delicate- 
ly indicated  in  the  above  is  no  other  than 
the  worthy  governor  himself.  Ay,  Bob,  as 
the  old  song  says  : 

No  age.  no  profession,  no  station  is  free. 

To  sovereign  beauty  mankind  bends  the  knee; 

and  how  should  it  be  expected  that  Dodd 
Pere  could  resist  the  soft  impeacliment  ? 
To  be  as  intelligible  as  the  circumstances 
permit,  I  must  ask  of  you  to  call  to  mind 
a  certain  very  beautiful  fellow-traveler  of 
ours — a  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton.  She  is  the 
Dido  of  this  vEneid.  Not  that  tliere  is  in 
reality  any — even  the  remotest  shade  of 
truth  in  the  newspaper  paragraph  :  the  en- 
tire event  being  explicable  upon  far  less 
romantic  and  less  interesting  grounds. 
Mrs.  G.  H.  having  desired  the  protection 
of  my  father's  escort  to  some  small  town 
in  Germany,  and  not  wishing  to  excite  the 
inevitable  hostility  of  my  mother  to  the 
arrangement,  determined  upon  a  night 
march,  without  beat  of  drum.  In  this  way 
was  th€  fortress  evacuated  ;  and  when  the 
garrison  were  mustered  for  duty, Dodd  Pere 
was  reported  missing. 

Tiverton,  who  was  in  the  secret  i:hrough- 
out,  explained  everything  to  me,  and  I  as 
readily  imparted  the  explanation  to  the 
girls  ;  but  all  our  endeavors  to  convince 
my  mother  were  totally  fruitless.  "  She 
knew  him  of  old  " — "  she  guessed  many  a 
day  since  what  he  was  "" — "it  was  not  now 
that  she  had  to  read  h.i?  character  " — these 
and    similar    intimations,     coupled     with 


others  even  stronger,  and  less  flattering  as 
regarded  his  time  of  life,  manners,  and 
personal  advantages,  were  more  than 
enough  to  drown  <dl  our  arguments  ;  and 
I  must  confess  that  she  arranged  the  de- 
tails of  circumstantial  evidence  against 
him  with  a  degree  of  art  and  dexterity 
that  might  have  reflected  credit  on  a  crown 
lawyer. 

Of  course,  the  first  three  or  four  days 
after  the  event  were  not  of  the  ])leasantest, 
for,  not  satisfied  with  the  symiiathies  of  a 
home  circle,  my  mother  empaneled  "  spe- 
cial juries"  of  the  \vaiters  and  chamber- 
maids, and  arraigned  the  unlucky  gover- 
nor on  a  series  of  charges  extending  to  a 
period  far  beyond  the  "  statute  of  limita- 
tions. "' 

Under  these  circumstances  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  leave  this  place  at 
once,  and  establish  our  quarters  in  some 
new  locality.  Baden  offered  the  most  ad- 
visable sphere,  whither  we  have  come,  if 
not  to  hide  our  sorrows,  at  least  to  console 
our  griefs.  I  am  perfectly  convinced  that 
if  the  governor  came  back  to-morrow,  and 
could  only  obtain  a  fair  liearing,  lie  could 
sati,sfactorily  explain  why  he  went,  where 
he  was,  and  everything  else  about  his  ab- 
sence ;  but  there  lies  the  real  difficulty, 
Bob.  He  Avill  be  condemned  per  contiima- 
ciam,  if  not  actually  hooted  out  of  coui-t 
with  indignation.  While  this  is  undeniidtly 
true,  you  would  be  astonished  to  hear  how 
thoroughly  ])ublic  sympathy  would  be  with 
him,  were  he  boldly  to  st;ind  forth  and 
tender  his  plea  of  "Guilty."'  I  was  slow 
to  credit  this-Avhen  Tiverton  fold  me  so  .it 
first,  but  I  now  see  it  is  perfect  fact.  Good 
society  abroad  exacts  something  in  the  way 
of  qualification — like  what  certain  chari- 
table institutions  require  at  home — yon 
must  have  sinned  before  you  can  hope  for 
admittance  !  It  is  not  enough  that  you 
express  profligate  opinions-r-speak  dispar- 
agingly of  whatever  is  right,  and  praise  the 
wrong — you  are  e;:pected  to  give  a  proof,  a 
good,  palpable,  unmistakable  proof  of  your 
professions,  and  show  yourself  a  man  of 
your  word.  The  oddest  thing  about  all 
this  is,  that  these  evidences  are  not  de- 
manded on  any  moral  or  immoral  grounds, 
but  sim])ly  as  requirements  of  good  breed- 
ing— in  other  words,  yon  have  no  right  to 
mix  in  society  where  your  purity  of  char- 
acter may  give  offense  ;  such  pretension 
would  be  a  downright  impertinence. 

Hence  )'ou  will  perceive  that  if  the 
governor  only  knew  of  it,  he  might  take 
brevet  rank  as  a  scamp,  and  actually  figure 
here  as  one  of  the  "  profligates  of  the 
season."     Meanwhile,   his  absence  is   not 
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wiLliout  its  inconvcuiciicc's  ;  iiiid  if  lie  ro- 
iiiuin  niiich  Ionizer  awjiy,  I  am  sorely  ai'i-aid 
we  siiall  bo  I'ediiced  to  a  ])ain'r  cuiTeiiey, 
not  '•  convertible"  at  will. 

I  liave  myself  been  terril^ly  nnluekv  at 
"the  tables,"  have  lost  heavily,  and  am 
deeply  in  debt.  Tiverton,  however,  tells 
me  never  to  (les))air,  atid  UiaL  when'pnshed 
to  the  wall  a  man  can  always  retrieve  him- 
self by  a  rich  marriacfe.  I  confess  the  re- 
medy is  not  exactly  to  my  taste — but  what 
remedy  ever  is  ?  If  it  must  be  so,  it  must. 
There  are  just  now  some  three  or  fonr 
great  ))i-izes  in  the  wheel  matrimonial  here, 
of  which  I  will  speak  more  fully  in  the 
next  ;  my  object  in  the  present  being  rather 
to  tell  you  wliero  we  are,  than  to  commu- 
nicate the  "  res  yealm  "  of, 

Your  ever  attached  friend, 

James  Dodd. 

P.  S. — Don't  think  of  reading  for  the 
fellowship,  I  beg  and  entreat  of  you.  If 
you  will  take  to  "  monkery,"  do  it  among 
our  own  fellows,  who  at  least  enjoy  lives 
of  ease  and  indolence.  Besides,  it  is  a 
downright  absurdity  to  suppose  that  any 
man  ever  rallies  after  four  years  of  hard 
study  and  application.  As  Tiverton  says, 
"  You  train  too  fine,  and  there's  no  work 
in  vou  afterward." 


LETTER   XXV. 

KENNY  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF  THE 
URANGE,  BRUFF. 

Eisenach.     "  The  Rue  Garland. 

My  dear  Tom, — You  may  see  by  the 
address  that  I  am  still  here,  although  in 
somewhat  dilferent  circumstances  from 
those  in  which  I  last  wrote  to  you.  No 
longer  "  .Mi  Lor,"  the  occu]>ant  of  the 
"grand  suite  of  apartments  with  the  bal- 
cony," flattered  by  beauty,  and  waited  on 
with  devotion.  1  am  now  alone  ;  the 
humble  tenant  of  a  small  sanded  })arlor, 
a!ul  but  too  happy  to  take  a  very  unpre- 
tending place  at  my  host's  table.  I  seek 
out  solitary  spots  for  my  daily  walks — I 
select  the  very  cheapest  "'  Camistre "  for 
my  lonely  pipe — and,  in  a  word,  I  am  un- 
dergoing a  course  of  **  the  silent  system," 
accoiniianied  by  thoughts  of  tlie  p;ist,  pre- 
sent, and  the  future,  gloomy  as  ever  were 
inllicted  by  any  code  of  i)enitentiary  dis- 
cipline. 

I  know  not  if — seeing  the  bulk  of  this 
formidable  dispatch — you    will   have  ])a- 


tience  to  read  it  ;  I  have  my  doubts  that 
you  will  employ  somebody  to  "  note  the 
biief  "  for  you,  and  only  address  yourself 
to  the  strong  points  of  the  case.  He  this 
as  it  may,  it  is. a  relief  to  me  to  decant  mv 
sorrows  even  into  my  ink-bottle;  and  1 
come  back  to  my  desk  at  'night  with  a 
sense  of  consolation  that  shows  me  that, 
no  nnitter  how  lonely  and  desolate  a  man 
may  be  in  the  world,  there  is  a  great 
source  of  comfort  in  the  syni}>athy  he  has 
for  himself.  This  msiy  sound  like  u  bull, 
but  it  is  not  one,  as  I  am  quite  ready  to 
show.  But  my  poor  biains  are  not  in 
order  for  metai)hysics,  and  so,  with  your 
leave,  I'll  just  confine  myself  to  nan-ative 
for  the  present,  and  keep  all  the  philotOjhy 
of  my  argument  for  anothei*  occasion. 

Lest,  however,  you  should  only  throw 
your  eyes  carelessly  over  these  lines,  and 
not  adventui-e  far  into  the  details  of  my 
sorrows,  I  take  this  early  opportunity  of 
saying  that  I  am  living  here  on  credit — 
that  I  haven't  five  shillings  left  to. me — 
that  my  shoemaker  lies  in  wait  for  mc  in 
the  Juden-Gasse,  and  my  washerwoman 
watches  for  me  near  the  chui-ch.  iSchnaps, 
snuff,  and  cigars  have  encompassed  me 
round  about  wTth  small  duns,  and  I  live  in 
a  chiirmed  circle  of  petty  ])ersecutions, 
that  would  drive  a  less  good-temjiered  man 
half  crazy.  Not  that  I  am  ungrateful  to 
Providence  for  many  blessings:  I  acknow- 
ledge heartily  the  great  advant.ige  I  possess 
in  knowing  nothing  whatever  of  the  lan- 
guage, so  that  I  am  enabled  to  preserve 
my  equanimity  under,  what  very  probably 
may  be,  the  foulest  abuse  that  ever  was 
poured  out  upon  insolvent  humanity. 

My  wardrobe  is  dwindled  to  the  **  short- 
est span."  I  have  "  taken  out  "  my  great- 
coat in  Kirschwasser,  and  converted  my 
spare  small-clothes  into  cigars.  My  hat  has 
gone,  to  repair  my  shoes  ;  and.  as  my  ra- 
zors are  })ledged  for  pen,  ink,  and  jniper,  I 
have  grown  a  beard  that  would  make  the 
fortune  of  an  Italian  refugee,  or  of  a  mis- 
sionary speaker  at  Exeter  Hall  ! 

My  host  of  the  "Eue  Garland"  hasn't 
seen  a  piece  of  my  money  for  the  last  fort- 
night ;  and  now,  for  the  first  time  since  I 
came  abroad,  am  I  able  to  say  that  1  find 
the  continent  cheap  to  live  in.  Ay,  Tom, 
take  my  word  for  it,  the  wliole  secret  lies 
in  !his— "  Do  with  little,  and  pay  for  less." 
and  you'll  find  a  great  economy  in  coming 
abroad  to  live.  13nt  if  you  cannot  cheat 
yourself  as  well  as  your  creditctrs,  take  my 
advice  and  stay  at  lioine.  These,  however, 
are  only  spare  reflections  ;  ami  I'll  now  re- 
sume my  story  taking  up  the  tlwead  of  it 
where  I  left  off  in  mv  last. 
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It  IS  really  all  like  a  droam  to  me,  Tom  ; 
and  many  times  I  am  unable  to  convince 
myself  that  it  is  not  a  dream,  so  strange 
and  so  novel  are  all  the  incidents  that  iiave 
of  late  befallen  me,  so  unlike  every  former 
passage  of  my  life,  and  so  unsuited  am  I 
by  nature,  habit,  and  temperament  for  the 
curious  series  of  adventures  in  which  I 
have  been  involved. 

After  all,  I  suppose  it  is  downright  bal- 
derdash to  say  that  a  man  is  not  adapted 
for  this,  or  suited  to  that.  T  remember 
people  telling  me  that  public  life  wouldn't 
do  for  me  ;  that  I  wasn't  the  kind  of  man 
for  Parliament,  and  so  on  ;  but  I  see  the 
folly  of  it  all  now.  The  truth  is,  Tom, 
that  there  is  a  faculty  of  accommodation 
in  human  nature  ;  and  wherever  you  are 
placed,  under  whatever  circumstances  sit- 
hated,  you'll  discover  that  your  spirit,  like 
your  stomacii,  learns  to  digest  everything  ; 
though  I  won't  deny  that  it  may  now  and 
then  be  at  the  cost  of  a  heartburn  in  the 
one  case  as  well  as  the  other. 

AVhen  I  wrote  to  you  last  I  was  living  a 
kind  of  pastoral  life — aspecies  of  Meliboeus, 
without  sheep  !  If  I  remember  aright,  I 
left  off  when  we  were  just  setting  out  on 
an  excursion  into  the  forest^— one  of  those 
charming  rides  over  the  smooth  sward,  and 
under  the  trellised  shadow  of  tall  trees, 
now,  loitering  pensively  before  some  vista 
of  the  wood,  now,  cantering  along  with 
merry  laughter,  as  though  with  .  every 
bound  we  left  some  care  behind  never  to 
overtake  us.  Ah,  Tom,  it's  no  use  for  me 
to  argue  and  reason  with  myself  ;  1  always 
find  that  I  come  back  to  the  same  point, 
and  that  whatever  touches  my  feeHngs, 
whateves  makes  my  heart  vibrate  witli 
pleasant  emotion,  whatever  brings  back  to 
me  the  ardent,  confiding,  trustful  tone  of 
my  young  days,  docs  me  good,  and  that 
I'm  a  better  man  for  it,  even  though  "the 
situation,"  as  you  would  call  it,  was  rather 
equivocal.  Don't  mistake  me,  Tom  Pur- 
cell,  I  don't  want  to  go  wrong  ;  I  have  not 
the  slightest  inclination  to  break  my  neck. 
The  height  of  my  ambition  is,  only  to  look 
over  the  precipice.  Can't  you  understand 
that?  Try  and  ''realize"  that  to  your- 
self, as  the  Yankees  say,  and  you'll  at  once 
comprehend  the  whole  charni  and  fascina- 
tion of  my  late  life  here.  I  was  alwavs 
"looking  over  the  precipice,"  always  spec-- 
ulating  upon  the  terril^le  perils  of  the 
drop,  and  always  half  hugging  myself  in 
my  sense  of  security.  ]\Iaybe  this  is  meta- 
physics again  ;  if  it  is,  I'm" sorry  for  it,  but 
the  German  Diet  must  take  the  blame  of 
it — a  course  of  sauerkraut  would  nuike  any 
man  flighty. 


Well,  I'll  spare  you  all  description  of 
these  "forest  days,"  at  whatever  cost  to 
my  own  feelings  ;  and  it  is  not  every  man 
that  would  put  that  much  constraint  upon 
himself,  for  something  tells  me  that  the 
theme  would  make  me  "come  out  strong." 
That,  Avhat  with  my  descriptive  powers  as 
regards  scenery,  and  my  acute  analysis  on 
the  score  of  emotions,  I'd  astonish  you, 
and  you'd  be  forced  to  exclaim.  "Kenny 
is  a  very  remarkable  man.  Faith  !  I  never 
thought  he  had  this  in  him."  Nor  did  I 
know  it  myself,  Tom  Purcell  ;  nor  as 
much  as  suspect  it.  'I'lie  fact  is,  my  nat- 
ural powei's  never  had  fair  play.  Mrs.  I). 
kept  me  in  a  state  of  perpetual  conflict. 
"  Little  wars,"  as  the  Duke  used  to  say, 
"  destroy  a  state  ;  "  and  in  the  same  way 
it's  your  small  domesticities — to  coin  a 
word — that  ruin  a  man's  nature  and  fetter 
his  genius.  You  think,  pei'haps,  that  I'm 
employing  an  over-ambitious  phrase,  but  I 
am  not,  Mrs.  G.  H.  assured  me  that  I 
actually  did  ])Ossess  "genius,"  and  I  be- 
lieve in  my  heart  that  she  is  the  only  one 
who  ever  really  understood  me. 

No  man  understood  human  nature  bet- 
ter than  Byron,  and  he  says,  in  one  of  his 
letters,  "  tliat  none  of  us  ever  do  anything 
till  a  woman  takes  us  in  hand  ;"  by  which, 
of  course,  he  means  the  developing  of  our 
better  instir.cts — the  illustrating  our  latent 
capabilities,  and  so  on  ;  and  that,  let  me 
observe  to  you,  is  exactly  Avhat  our  wives 
never  do.  With  them,  it  is  everlastingly 
some  small  question  of  domestic  economy. 
They  "take  the  vote  on  the  supplies" 
every  morning  at  breakfast,  and  they  go 
to  bed  at  night  with  thoughts  of  the 
'"budget."  The  "woman,  therefore,  referred 
to  by  the  poet,  cannot  be,  what  we  should 
call  in  Ireland,  "  the  woman  that  owns 
you."  And  here,  again,  my  dear  fi'iend, 
is  another  illusti-ation  of  my  old  theory — 
how  hard  it  is  for  a  man  to  be  good  .and 
great  at  the  same  time.  Indeed,  I  am  dis- 
posed to  say  that  nature  never  intended  we 
siiould,  but  in  all  probability  meant  to 
typify,  by  the  separation,  the  great  manu- 
facturing axiom^"the  division  of  labor." 

Be  this  as  it  may,  Byron  is  right,  and 
if  there  be  an  infinitesimal  spark  of  the 
divine  essence  in  your  natui-e,  your  female 
friend  will  detect  it  with  the  same  uner- 
ring accuracy  that  a  French  chemist  hunts 
out  the  ten-thousandth  })art  of  a  grain  of 
arsenic  in  a  case  of  poison.  It  would 
amaze  you  were  I  to  tell  you  how  markedly 
1  perceived  the  changes  going  on  in  myself 
when  under  this  influence.  Tiiere  was.  so 
to  say,  a  great  revolution  going  on  within 
me,  that  embraced  all  my  previous  thoughts 
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and  o))iuion.s  on  men,  mauueivs,  uiul  iiiora).-^. 
I  felt  that  liithorto  I  hud  been  taking  a  kind 
of  Dutcli  view  of  life  from  the  mere  level  of 
surrounding  objects,  but  that  now  I  was 
elevated  to  a  high  and  comnuinding  jiosi- 
tion,  which  I  looked  down  with  calm  dig- 
nity. I  must  observe  to  you,  that  -Mrs,  (i. 
11.  was  not  only  in  the  highest  fashionable 
circles  of  London,  hut  that  slie  was  one 
who  took  a  very  active  i):u"t  in  political 
life.  This  will  douhtless  surprise  you, 
Tom,  as  it  did  myself,  for  we  know  really 
nothing  in  Ireland  of  the  springs  that  set 
great  events  in  motion.  Little  do  we  sus- 
])ect  the  real  influence  women  exercise — 
the  sway  and  control  they  practice  over 
those  who  rule  us.  I  wish  you  heard  Mrs. 
(i.  II.  talk,  how  she  made  Bustle  do  this, 
and  persuaded  Pnmistono  do  the  other. 
Foreign  affairs  are  lier  forte,  and,  indeed, 
she  owned  to  me  that  purely  Home  mut- 
ters were  too  mirrow  and  too  local  to  in- 
terest her.  What  she  likes  is  a  great  llus- 
sian  question,  with  the  Bos[)horus  and  the 
Danubian  Provinces,  and  the  IIosi)odar  of 
Wallacliia  to  deal  with  ;  or  Italy  and  the 
Austrians,  with  a  skirmishing  dash  at  the 
Pope  and  the  king  of  Naples.  She  is  a 
AVhig,  for  she  told  me  that  the  Tories  were 
a  set  of  rude  barbarians,  that  never  ad- 
mitted female  influence  ;  and  "  the  conse- 
(pience  is,"  says  she,  "they  never  know 
what  is  doing  at  foreign  courts.  Now  we 
knew  everything  :  there  was  the  Pj-incess 
Hleebolfsk}',  at  St.  Petcrsbui'g ;  and  the 
Countess  von  Schwarmerey,  at  lica-lin  ;  and 
Madame  de  la  1'our  de  Force,  at  Florence, 
all  ■  in  our  interest.  There  Avas  not  a 
single  imi)crtinent  allusion  made  to  Eng- 
land, in  all  the  privacy  of  royal  donicstic 
life,  that  we  hadn't  it  reported  to  us  ;  and 
we  knew,  besides^  all  the  little  '  tendresses  ' 
ol;  the  dilferent  statesmen  of  the  conti- 
nent, foi-,  in  our  age,  wo  bribe  with  beauty. 
whei'C  formerly  it  was  a  matter  of  bank- 
notes. The  'I'ories,  on  the  other  hand, 
lived  with  their  wives,  which  at  once  ac- 
counts for  the  narrowness  of  their  views, 
and  the  limited  range  of  tiieir  specula- 
tio]is." 

Ail  this  may  read  to  you  like  a  digi-es- 
sion,  my  dear  Tom,  but  it  is  not ;  for  it  en- 
ables me  to  exhibit  to  you  some  of  those 
traits  by  which  this  fascinating  creature 
charmed  and  engaged  me.  She  opened  so 
many  new  views  of  life  to  me — explained 
so  much  of  what  was  mystery  to  me  be- 
fore— reconnted  so  nuiny  amusing  stories 
of  great  people — gave  me  such  passing 
glimpses  of  that  wonderful  world  made  up 
of  kings,  and  kaisers,  and  ministers,  who 
are,  so  to  say,  the  great  pieces  of  the  chess- 


board, wiiereon  we  are  but  jiawns — that  I 
actually  felt  as  if  I  liad  been  a  child  till  I 
knew  her. 

Another  grand  result  of  this  kind  of  in- 
formation is,  that,  as  you  extend  your  ob- 
servation beyond  the  nairow  gpjiere  of 
home — whether  it  be  ])olitically  or  domes- 
tically— you  learn  at  last  to  think  so  little 
of  wiiat  you  once  regarded  as  your  own 
immediate  and  nnitcrial  interests,  that  you 
have  as  nniny — maybe  more — sympathies 
with  the  world  at  large  than  with  those 
actually  belonging  to  you.  Such  was  the 
l)rogress  I  made  in  this  enlightenmenr, 
that  I  felt  fur  more  anxious  about  the  Bos- 
phorus  than  ever  I  did  for  Brnff,  and 
would  rather  have  seen  the  Austrians  ex- 
pelled from  Lombardy  than  have  turned 
out  every  "squatter"  off  my  own  estate  at 
Dodsborough.  And  it  is  not  only  that  one 
acquires  grander  notions  this  way,  but 
there  are  a  variety  of  consolations  in  the 
system.  You  grumble  at  the  poor-rates, 
and  I  ])oint  to  the  population  of  Milan 
]iaying  ten  times  as  much  to  their  tyiants. 
i'ou  exclaim  against  extermination,  and  I 
reply,  "Look  at  Poland."  You  complain 
of  the  priests'  exactions,  and  1  say,  ''  Be 
thankful  that  you  haven't  the  Pope." 

jS'ow,  Tom,  come  back  from  all  these 
speculations,  and  bring  your  thoughts  to 
bear  ui)on  her  that  originated  them,  and 
don't  wonder  at  me  if  I  didn't  know  how 
the  dtiys  Avcre  slipping  past ;  nor  could 
only  give  a  mere  passing,  fugitive  reflec- 
tion to  the  fact  that  I  have  a  wife  and  three 
children  somewhere,  not  very  abundantly 
fui'nished  with  "sinews  of  war."  I  sup- 
pose, if  we  could  only  understand  it,  that 
we'd  discover  our  minds  were  like  our  bod- 
ies, and  that  we  sometimes  succumb  to  in- 
fluences we  could  resist  at  other  moments. 
Put  your  head  out  of  the  window  at  cer- 
tain periods,  and  you  are  certain  to  catch 
a  cold.  I  conclude  that  there  are  seasons 
the  heart  is  just  as  susceptible. 

I  cannot  give  you  a  stronger  illustration 
of  the  strange  delirium  of  my  faculties 
than  the  fact  that  I  actually  forgot  the 
l)rincess  whom  we  came  expressly  to  nuei, 
and  never  once  asked  about  lier.  It  was 
some  time  in  the  sixth  week  of  our  sojourn 
that  the  thought  shot  through  my  brain — 
"  AVasn't  there  a  princess  to  be  here? 
didn't  we  ex])ect  to  see  her  ?"  How  Mrs. 
G.  11.  laughed  when  I  asked  her  tlie 
question  !  She  really  couldn't  stoj)  hei- 
self  for  ten  minutes.  But  I  am  right-," 
cried  I — "  there  really  vas  a  princess  ? '' 

"To  be  sure  you  are,  my  dear  Mr. 
Dodd,"  said  she,  wiping  iier  eyes;  "but 
you  must  have  been  living  in  a  state  of 
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trance,  or  you  would  liave  remembered 
that  the  poor  dear  duchess  was  obliged  to 
accompany  the  emi)ress  to  Sicily,  and  that 
she  couldn't  possibly  count  on  being  here 
before  the  middle  of  September." 

"What  month  are  we  in  now  ?"  asked 
I,  timidly. 

''July,  of  course  !  "  said  she  laughing. 

''June,  July,  August,  September,"  said 
I,  counting  on  my  lingers  ;  ''tliatwill  be 
four  months  !  "  I 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  slie. 

''I    mean,"   said    I,    "it   will   be   fouri 
months  since  I  saw  Mrs.  D.  and  the  fam- 

iiy." 

She  pressed  her  handkerchief  to  her 
face,  and  I  thought  I  heard  her  sob ;  in- 
deed, I  am  certain  I  did.  Nothing  was 
further  from  my  thoughts  than  to  say  a 
rude  thing,  or  even  an  unfeeling  one,  and 
so  I  assured  her  over  and  over.  I  protested 
that  it  was  the  very  first  time  since  I 
came  away  that  I  ever  as  much  as  remem- 
bered one  belonging  to  me  ;  that  it  w^as 
impossible  for  a  man  to  feel  less  the  ties  of 
family  ;  that  I  looked  upon  myself — and, 
indeed,  I  lioped  she  also  looked  upon  me 
in  a  way — in  fact,  regarded  me  in  a  light 
— I'm  not  exactly  clear,  Tom,  what  light 
I  said  ;  of  course,  you  can  imagine  what  I 
intended  to  say,  if  I  didn't  say  it. 

"Is  this  really  true  ?"  said  she,  without 
uncovering  her  face,  while  she  extended 
her  other  hand  toward  me. 

"True  !"  reT)eated  I.  "If  it  were  not 
true,  why  am  I  here  ?  Why  have  I  left 
— "'  I  just  caught  myself  in  time,  Tom.  I 
was  nearly  "in  it"  again,  with  an  allusion 
to  Mrs.  I).  ;  but  I  changed  it,  and  said  : 
"  Why  am  I  your  slave — why  am  I  at  your 
feet — "  Just  as  I  said  that,  suiting  the 
action  to  the  words,  the  door  of  the  room 
was  jerked  violently  open,  and  a  tall  num, 
with  a  tremendous  bushy  pair  of  whiskers, 
poked  in  his  head. 

"Oh,  Heavens!"  cried  she;  "ruined 
and  undone  !"  and  fled  before  I  could  see 
her,  while  the  stranger,  fastening  the  door 
behind  him  with  the  key,  advanced  to- 
ward me  with  an  air  at  once  so  menacing 
and  warlike  that  I  seized  the  poker,  an 
instrument  about  four  feet  six  long,  and 
stood  on  the  defensive. 

"Mr.  Kenny  Dodd,  I  believe,"  said  he, 
solemnly. 

"  The  same  !  "  said  I. 

"And  not  Lord  Harvey  Bruce,  at  least 
on  this  occasion,"  said  he,  with  a  kind  of 
sneer. 

"  No,"  said  I ;  "  and  who  are  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  Lord  Ilarvey  Bruce,  sir,"  was  the 
answer. 


I  don't  think  I  said  anything  in  reply; 
indeed,  I  am  quite  sure  I  did  not  say  a 
syllable  ;  but  I  must  have  made  some  ex- 
pressive gesture,  or  suffered  some  excla- 
mation to  escape  me,  for  he  quickly 
rejoined  : 

"Yes,  sii-,  you  have,  indeed,  reason  to' 
be  thankful  :  forbad  it  been  my  wretched, 
miserable,  and  injured  friend  instead,  you 
would  now  be  Iving  weltering  in  your 
blood." 

"Might  I  make  bold  to  nsk  the  name  of 
the  wretched,  miserable,  and  injured  gen- 
tleman to  whom  I  was  about  to  be  so  much 
indebted  ?" 

"The  husband  of  your  unhappy  victim, 
sir,"  exclaimed  he,  and  wilh  such  an  en- 
ergy of  voice  that  I  brandished  the  poker 
to  show  I  was  ready  for  him. 

"  Yes,  sir,  Mr.  Gore  Hampton  is  now  in 
this  village — to  a  mere  accident,  yoii  owe 
it  that  he  is  not  in  this  hotel — ay,  in  this 
very  room." 

Ami  he  gave  a  shudder  at  the  words,  as 
though  the  thoughts  they  suggested  Avere 
enough  to  curdle  a  man's  blood. 

"I'll  toll  you  what,  my  lord,"  said  1, 
getting  the  table  between  us,  to  }u-event 
aiiv  sudden  attack  on  his  part,  "  all  your 
anger  and  high-flown  indignation  are  clean 
thrown  away.  There  is  no  victim  here  at 
all — there  is  no  villain  ;  and,  so  far  as  I 
am  concerned,  your  friend  is  not  either 
miserable  or  injured.  I'he  circumstances 
under  which  I  accompanied  that  lady  to 
this  ])lace  are  all  easy  of  explanation,  and 
such  as  rec(uire  a  very  difl'ei-eut  acknow- 
ledgment from  what  you  seem  disposed  to 
make  for  them." 

"If  you  think  you  are  dealing  with  a 
schoolboy,  sir,  you  are  somewhat  mistaken," 
broke  he  in.  "I  am  a  man  of  the  world, 
and  it  will  save  us  a  deal  of  time,  sii",  if 
you  will  please  to  bear  this  plain  fact  in 
your  memor}'." 

"  You  may  be  that,  or  anything  else  you 
like,  my  lord,"  said  I  ;'  '•  but  I'd  have  you 
to  know  that  I  am  a  man  well  respected  in 
the  Avorld,  the  father  of  a  grown-up  fam- 
ily. There  is  no  occasion  for  that  heavy 
groan  at  all,  my  lord  ;  the  case  is  not  what 
you  suspect.  I  came  here  purely  out  of 
friendship — " 

"Come,  come,  sir,  this  is  sheer  trifling, 
or  it  is  woi'se,  it  is  outrageous  insult.  The 
man  who  elopes  with  a  woman,  passes  un- 
der a  false  name,  retires  with  her  into  one 
of  the  most  remote  and  unvisited  towns  of 
(jermany,  is  discovered — as  1  lately  discov- 
ered you — only  insults  the  understanding 
of  him  who  listens  to  such  excuses.  W'e 
liave  trnclred  you,  sir — i^  is  but  fair  to  tell 
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you — from  the  liliiiie  to  tlii.s  vill.ige.  We 
ure  prepared,  when  the  pro])er  time  comes, 
XX)  bring  a  host  of  evidence  against  you. 
In  all  })robability  a  more  scandalons  case 
has  not  come  before  the  ])iiblic  tliese  last 
twenty  years.  Rest  assured,  then,  that 
ilenial,  no  matter  how  well  sustained,  will 
avail  you  little  ;  and  when  yon  have  once 
arrived  at  this  pal|)able  conviction,  it  will 
greatly  facililale  onr  j)rogre.ss  toward  the 
termin;ition  of  this  unhappy  business.'' 

*'  Well,  my  lord,  let  us  suppose,  for 
argument's  sake — 'without  prejudice,  how- 
ever,' as  the  attorneys  say — that  I  see 
everything  with  your  eyes,  what  is  the 
nature  of  the  termination  yon  allude  to  ?  " 

*'  From  a  gentleman  coming  from  your 
side  of  St.  George's  Channel,  the  question 
is  somewhat  singular,"  observed  he,  with  a 
sneer. 

'•Oh,  I  perceive,"  said  I;  "your  lord- 
ship means  a  duel."  He  bowed,  and  I 
went  on  :  "  Very  well  ;  I'm  quite  ready, 
wiienever  and  wherever  you  please  :  and  if 
your  friend  shouldn't  make  the  arrange- 
ment inconvenient,  it  would  be  a  great 
hi^nor  to  me  to  exchange  a  shot  with  your 
lordship  afterward,  I  have  no  friend  by 
me,  if  is  true  ;  but  maylje  the  landlord 
would  oblige  me  so  far.  and  I'm  sure  you'll 
not  refuse  me  a  pistol." 

•'  As  regards  your  polite  attemions  to 
myself,  sir,  I  have  but  to  say  I  accept 
them;  at  the  same  time,  I  fear  you  are 
only  paying  me  a  French  com|)limi'nt.  It 
is  not  a  case  for  a  formal  exchange  of 
shots  ;  so  long  as  Hampton  lives,  you  can 
never  leave  the  ground  alive  I  " 

"  Then  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is  to 
shoot  him,"  said  I  ;  and  whether  the 
speech  was  an  unfeeling  one,  or  the  way  I 
said  it  was  bloodthii'sty,  but  he  certainly 
looked  anything  but  easy  in  his  mind. 

"  The  sooner  we  settle *the  affair  the  bet- 
ter, sir,"  said  lie,  haughtily. 

"  I  think  so  too,  my  lord.'' 

"  With  whom  can  I  then  communicate 
on  your  })art  ?  " 

"  I'll  ask  the  landlord,  and  if  he  declines, 
I'll  try  the  little  barber  on  the  Platz." 

"'I  must  say,  sir,  it  is  the  lirst  time  in 
my  life  I  Ihul  myself  in  such  comi)any. 
Have  you  no  countryman  of  your  acquain- 
tance within  a  reasonaJjle  distance  ?  '' 

"If  Lord  George  I'iverton  were  here — " 

"If  he  were,  sir,  he  could  not  act  for 
you  — he  is  the  near  relative  of  my  friend." 

I  thought  of  everybody  I  could  I'emem- 
ber  :  but  what  was  the  use  of  it  ?  I  couldn't 
reach  any  of  them,  and  so  I  was  obliged  to 
own.  lie  seemed  to  ponder  over  this  for 
some  time,  and  then  said  : 


'  ''The  matter  rerpiires  some  considera- 
;tion,sir.  When  the  unhappy  result  gets 
I  abroad  in  the  world,  it  is  necessary  that 
inothirrg  should  attach  to  us  as  men  of 
i  honor  and  gentlemen.  Your  friends  will 
have  the  right  to  ask  if  you  were  properly 
;  seconded." 

{      '*By  the  uidui])py  result,  your  lordshij) 
j  delicately  insinuates  my  death  ?" 

He  gave  a  little  sigh,  adjusted  his  cravat, 
and  .smoothed  down  his  moustaches  at  the 
glass  over  the  chimney. 
I  '•  If  it  should  occur  as  your  lordshiji  sur- 
mises," said  I,  "  it  little  nuittei'S  who  oflic- 
iates  on  the  occasion;  indeed,"  added  I, 
stroking  my  beard,- "  the  barber  mightn't 
be  an  inappropriate  friend.  But  I've  been 
'out'  on  matters  of  this  kind  a  few  times, 
and,  somehow,  I  never  got  grazed  yet  :  and 
that's  more  than  the  man  oj)jjosite  me  was 
able  to  say." 

"You'll  stand  before  a  man  to-morrow, 
sir,  that  can  hit  a  napoleon  at  twenty 
paces.'' 

Faith,  Tom,  I  was  nigh  saying  I  wish  he 

couM  lind  orie  for  a  mark  about  me ;  but  I 

caught  myself  in  time,  and  only  observed. 

"  He  must.be  an  elegant  shot." 

'•'  The  best  ih  the  Blues,  sir  :  but  this  is 

beside  the  question.     The  dilhcnlty  is  now 

about  your  friend.      There  may  be  some 

retired    officer    here — some   one    who    has 

served  ;  if  you  will  institute  in(|uiry,  1*11 

wait  upon  you  this  evening,  and  conclude 

■  our  arrangements. " 

I  promised  I'd  do  all  in  my  power,  and 
bowed  him  out  of  the  room  and  down 
stairs  with  every  civility,  which,  I  an) 
bound  to  say,  he  also  returned,  and  we 
parted  on  excellent  terms. 

Now,  Tom,  you'll  maybe  think  it  sti'ange 
of  me,  with  a  thing  of  the  kind  on  hand, 
but  so  it  was,  the  moment  he  was  off,  I 
went  to  look  for  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton. 

"The  lady?"  cried  the  waiter;  •'she 
started    with    extra -post    half    an    hour 

'■  Started  I ''  exclaimed  I — "  which  way.'' 

"On  the  high  road  to  ^lunich." 

"She  left  no  letter — no  note  for  me  ?" 

'"No,  sir  '' 

"Poorthinir — overcome,  I  suj)pose.  She 
was  crying",  wasn't  she  ?'' 

'•Xo,  sir,  she  looked  very  much  as  usual, 
but  hurried,  perhaps  ;  for  she  nearly  for- 
got the  ham  sandwiches  she  had  ordered  lo 
be  got  ready  for  her." 

"The  ham  sandwiches  I"  exclaimed  I, 
and  they  nearly  choked  me.  "  I'm  going  to 
be  shot  for  a  woman  that,  in  the  very  ex- 
tremity of  her  ruin  has  the  heart  to  oi-der 
ham  sandwiches'."     That  was  the   letiec- 
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tioii  tluit  arose  to  my  mind,  and  can  you 
fancy  a  more  bitter  one  ? 

"Are  you  sure,"  asked  I,  "the  sand- 
wiches weren't  for  Madame  Virginie,  or 
the  little  dog?-' 

"They  might,  sir,  but  my  lady  desired 
ns  to  be  sure  and  put  plenty  of  mustard  on 
them." 

This  was  the  damning  circumstance, 
'I'om.  8he  was  fond  of  mustard — I  had 
often  remarkcul  it — and  just  see,  now,  on 
what  a  trivial  thing  a  man's  happiness  can 
hang.  For  I  own  to  you,  so  long  as  I  was 
strong  in  what  I  fancied  to  be  her  good 
graces,  I  could  have  fought  the  whole 
regiment  of  Blues;  but  when  I  thougiit 
to  myself,  "She  doesn't  care  a  brass  farth- 
ing for  you,  Kenny  Dodd  ;  she  may  be 
laughiug  at  you  this  minute  over  the  ham 
sandwiches" — I  felt  like  a  drowning  man 
that  had  nothing  to  grap])le  on.  Talk  of 
unhappy  and  injured  men,  indeed  I  Wasn't 
I  in  that  category  myself  ?  Not  even  a 
husband's  selfishness  could  dispute  the 
palm  of  misery  with  ?»e/  In  the  matter 
of  desertion  we  were  both  in  the  same  boat, 
and  for  the  life  of  me,  I  don't  see  what  we 
could  have  to  fight  about.  I  never  heard  of 
two  sailors  rescued  from  shipwreck  quar- 
reling as  to  who  it  was  lost  the  vessel  ! 

"The  best  thing  for  us  to  do,"  thought 
I,"  would  be  to  try  and  console  each  other, 
and  if  he  be  a  sensible,  good-hearted  fel- 
low, he'll  maybe  take  the  s.ame  view  of  it. 
I'll  ask  him  and  my  lord  to  dinner  ;  I'll 
make  the  landlord  give  us  some  of  that 
wonderful  old  Steinberger,  that  was  bottled 
three  hundred  years  ago  ;  I'll  treat  them 
to  a  regular  Saxon  dish  of  venison  with 
capers,  washed  down  with  Marcobrunner, 
and  ii  we're  not  brothers  before  morning, 
my  name  isn't  Kenny  Dodd." 

I  was  on  "these  hospitable  thoughts  in- 
tent," when  Lord  Harvey  liruce  was  again 
announced.  He  had  found  out  an  old  ser- 
geant-major of  artiller}',  who,  for  a  consid- 
eration, would  undertake  the  duties  of  my 
second— kindly  adding,  that  he  and  his 
family,  a  very  large  one,  would  also  attend 
my  obsequies. 

I  interrupted  his  lordship  to  remark  that 
an  event  had  just  occurred  to  modify  the 
circumstances  of  the  case,  and  mentioned 
Mrs.  Gore  Hampton's  departure. 

"  I  really  can't  perceive,  sir,"  replied  he. 
"that  this,  in  any  way,  affects  the  matter 
in  hand.  Is  my  friend  less  injured — is  his 
honor  less  tarnished,  because  this  unha]>)n' 
woman  has  at  last  awoke  to  a  sense  of  her 
degraded  and  pitiable  condition  ?" 

I  thought  of  the  sandwiches,  Tom,  but 
could  sav  nothing:. 


"  Are  you  less  his  greatest  enemy  on 
earth,  sir  ?''  cried  he,  passionately. 

"  JS'ow  listen  to  me  patiently,  my  lord."' 
said  1.  "I'll  be  as  brief  as  1  can  for  both 
our  sakes.  1  don't  value  it  one  rush 
whether  I  go  out  with  your  friend  or  not. 
If  you  want  a  proof  of  what  I  say,  step 
into  the  little  garden  here  and  I'll  give 
it  you.  I'm  neither  boasting,  nor  blood- 
thirsty, when  1  say  that  I  know  how  to 
stand  at  either  end  of  a  i)istol  ;  but  there's 
nothing  to  fight  about  between  us." 

"Oh,  if  you  renew  that  line  of  argu- 
ment," cried  he,  interrupting  me,  "it  is 
totally  impossible  I  can  listen." 

"And  why  not?"  said  I.  "Is  it  a 
greater  satisfaction  to  your  friend  to  be- 
lieve himself  injured' and  dishonored,  than 
to  know  that  he  is  neither  one  nor  the 
other?" 

"  Then  why  did  you  come  away  Avith 
her  ?  " 

"I  can't  tell,"  said  T,  for  my  head  was 
quite  confused  with  all  the  discussion. 

"  And  why  call  yourself  by  my  name  at 
Ems  ?  " 

"I  cannot  tell." 

"Nor  what  did  you  mean  by  the  atti- 
tude in  which  I  found  you  when  I  entered 
the  room  ?  " 

"  I  can't  tell  that  either,"  cried  I,  driven 
to  desperation  by  sheer  embarrassment. 
"  It's  no  use  asking  me  any  more.  I  have 
been  living  for  the  last  five  or  six  weeks 
like  one  under  a  spell  of  enchantment.  I 
can  no  moi'e  account  for  my  actions  than  a 
patient  in  Swift's  Hospital.  Fm  afraid  to 
commit  my  scattered  thoughts  to  paper, 
lest  they  might  convict  me  of  insanit}'.  I 
know  and  feel  that  I  am  a  responsible  be- 
ing, but  somehow  my  notions  of  right  and 
wrong  are  so  confused,  I  have  learned  to 
look  on  so  many  things  differently  from 
what  I  used,  tha£  I'd  cut  a  sony  figure 
under  cross-examination  on  any  matter  of 
morality.  There's  the  whole  truth  of  it 
now.  I'd  have  kept  it  to  myself  if  I  could; 
I'm  heartily  ashamed  at  owning  to  it — but 
1 1  can't  help  it — it  would  come  out.  There- 
I  fore  don't  bother  me  Avith,  'Why  did  you 
do  this?'  'What  made  you  do  that?' 
I  for  I  can  give  you  no  reasons  for  any- 
j  thing." 

I      '•  By  Jove  !  this  is  a  very  singular  af- 
ifair."  said   he,  leaning  over  the  back  of  a 
j  chair,   and   staring  me  steadfastly  in  the 
I  face.      ''Your  age — your  standing  in  so- 
ciety—  your    appearance    generally,    Mr. 
Dodd,  would,  I  feel  bound   to  say,  rather- 
— "     Here  he  hesitated  and  faltered  as  if 
the  right  word  was  not  forthcoming,  so  I 
i  continued  for  him  : 
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*' Just  so  ;  my  lord  would  rather  refiiro, 
than  fix  upon  mo.  such  an  im})utati()n.  I'm 
not  very  Hko  the  kind  of  man  that  figures 
usually  in  these  sort  of  cases." 

"As  to  ///r/Z/'said  he,  cantiously,  '*  tliere 
is  no  saying.  I  am  now  only  speaking  my 
own  jirivate  sentiments,  tlie  result  of  im- 
j)ressions  made  upon  myself  as  an  individ- 
ual. Courts  of  law  take  their  own  views 
of  these  things  ;  and  the  House  of  Isolds 
has  also  its  own  way  of  regarding  them." 

The  words  threw  me  into  a  cold  perspir- 
ation from  head  to  foot,  Tom  !  Courts  of 
law  !  an.d  the  House  of  Lords  !  wasn't  that 
a  pi-ett.y  })rospect  for  an  encumbered  Irish 
gentleman  ?  A  shot,  or  even  two,  at 
twelve  or  fourteen  paces,  cannot  be  a  very 
exiionsivc  thing,  in  a  pecuniary  point,  to 
any  man  ;  and  there's  an  awkwardness  in 
declining  it  if  others  are  anxious  to  have 
it,  so  that  you  appear  ungracious  and  dis- 
obliging. But  Westminster  Hall  and  St. 
Stejilien's,  Tom,  is  mighty  different.  I 
won't  speak  of  the  disgrace  that  attends 
such  a  i)roceeding  at  my  time  of  life,  nor 
the  hue-and-cry  that  the  press  sets  up  at 
you,  and  follows  you  with  to  your  own 
hearth  —  "the  ydace  from  whence  you 
came,"  and  where  now  your  wife  waits  for 
you — to  perform  the  last  sentence  of  the 
law.  I  won't  allude  to  Punch  and  the  J/- 
lusfratcd  News,  that  live  upon  you  for 
thi'ce  weeks  ;  but  Fil  just  take  the  thing 
in  its  simplest  form — financially.  Why, 
racing,  railroads,  contested  elections,  are 
nothing  to  it.  You  go  to  work  exactly  as 
Cobden  says  France  and  England  do  with 
their  armaments  :  Chatham  launches  a 
seventy-four,  and  out  comes  Clierbourg 
with  a  line-of-battle  ship — "  Injured  Hus- 
band "  secures  Sir  Fitzroy  Kelly  ;  "  Heart- 
less Seducer"  sends  his  brief  to  Cockburn. 
It's  a  game  of  Brag  from  that  moment ; 
and  there's  as  much  scheming  and  ])lot- 
ting  to  get  a  hold  of  Frank  ]\Inr[)liy,  as  if 
he  was  the  knave  of  spades  !  It  matters 
little  or  nothing  what  the  upshot  of  the 
case  may  be  :  you  may  sink  the  enemy,  or 
be  com[)elled  to  strike  your  own  flag  ;  it 
doesn't  signify  in  the  least  ;  the  damages 
of  the  action  are  fatal  to  you. 

Now,  Tom,  although  I  never  speculated 
in  all  my  life  as  to  figuringin  an  affair  like 
this,these  considerations  were  often  strong- 
ly im[»ressed  upon  me  by  reading  the  news- 
papers, and  I  had  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  a  nnm  should  never  think  of  defend- 
ing an  action  of  this  kind,  no  more  than 
he  would  a  ]ietition  against  his  election, 
and  for  the  same  reason.  Since,  although 
not  actually  guilty  in  the  one  case  or  the 
other,  you  are  certain  to  have  committed 


so  many  indiscretions — written,  maybe,  so 
many  ridiculous  letters — and.  in  fact,  ex- 
posed yourself  so  much,  that  if  you  cannot 
keej)  out  of  sight  altogether,  the  next  best 
thing  is,  let  the  judgment  go  by  default. 
I  say  this  to  show  you,  that  the  moment 
my  ioi'd  threw  out  the  hint  about  law,  I 
had  made  up  my  mind  from  that  instant. 

'•  1  sincerely  wish,"  said  he,  after  some 
deliberation,  "  that  I  could  hit  uj)on  any 
mode  of  airanging  this  affair  ;  for  although 
I  own  you  have  made  a  strongly  favoi'able 
impression  u))on  me,  '  Dodd  '  " — lie  called 
me  ])()dd  here,  (piite  like  an  old  friend — 
•'  we  caiiiini,  exjx'ct  that  Hampton  could 
concur  in  this  view.  The  fact  is,  the  whole 
thing  has  got  sf)  much  blazed  abroad — they 
are  so  well  known  in  the  fashionable  world 
both  home  and  foreign — she  is  so  very 
handsome,  so  much  admired,  and  he  such 
a  charming  fellow — the  case  has  created  a 
kind  of  Euro])ean  eclat.  Looking  at  tlie 
matter  candidly,  there  may  be  a  good  deal 
in  what  you  have  said,  but,  as  a  man  of  the 
world,  I  am  forced  to  say  that  Hampton 
must  shoot  you,  or  sue  for  a  divorce.  I 
am  well  aware  that  whichever  course  he 
adojits  many  will  condemn  him.  In  the 
clubs  there  will  be  always  two  pai'ties. 
There  may  spring  u})  even  a  kind  of  'juste 
milieu,'  who  will  say,  *  Now  that  poor 
Dodd  is  dead,  I  wonder  if  he  really  was 
guifty  ?" 

"i  protest  I  feel  very  grateful  to  them- 
my  lord,"  said  I.  But  he  paid  no  atten, 
tion  to  my  remark,  and  went  on  : 

"' If  vengeance  be  all  that  a  man  looks 
for,  probably  the  law  of  the  land  will  do 
as  much  for  him  as  the  law  of  honor.  Yon 
ruin  a  fellow,  irretrievably  ruin  him,  by  an 
action  of  this  kind.  You  probably  remem- 
ber Sir  Gaybrook  Foster,  that  ran  off  will; 
Lady  Mudford  ?  Well,  he  had  a  splendid 
estate,  didn't  owe  a  shilling  they  said  be- 
fore that  ;  they  tell  me  now  that  some  one 
saw  him  the  other  day  at  C.eelong,  crou- 
pier to  a  small  'hell."  Then  tlieie  was 
Lackington,  whom  we  used  to  call  the 
'  Cool  of  the  Evening.'  " 

"I  never  knew  one  of  them,  my  lord," 
said  I,  impatiently,  for  I  didn't  care  to 
hear  all  the  illustrations  of  his  theory. 

"Lackington  was  older  than  you  are," 
continued  he,  "  when  he  bolted  with  that 
city  man's  wife— what's  his  confounded 
name  ?  " 

"  I  am  shamefully  ill-read,  my  lord,  in 
this  kind  of  literature,"  said  I,  "  nor  has 
it  the  same  interest  for  me  that  it  .seems  to 
afford  your  lordship.  j\Iay  I  take  the  lib- 
erty of  recalling  your  attention  to  the  mat- 
ter before  us  'i  " 
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'•I  Mill  ^ivinj^  to  it,  sir,"  said  ho,  rrravely, 
"my  l)Ost  and  most  careful  consideration. 
I  am  endeavoring-,  by  the  aid  of  snch  infor- 
mation as  is  before  me,  to  weigh  the  diffi- 
culties that  I  attacii  to  either  course,  and 
to  decide  for  that  one  wliich  shall  secure 
to  my  friend  Hampton  the  largest  eharc  of 
the  world's  sym))athy  and  approval.  I 
have  seen  a  great  deal  of  life,  and  all  that 
I  know  of  it  teaches  the  one  lesson — dis- 
trust, rather  than  yield  to,  first  impres- 
sions. A  while  ago,  when  I  entered  this 
room,  I  would  have  said  to  Hampton, 
'Shoot  him'  like  a  dog,  sir.'  Now,  I  own 
to  you,  Dodd,  tliis  is  not  the  counsel  I 
should  give  liim.  Now,  understand  me 
Avell,  I  neither  acquit  nor 'condemn  you; 
circumstances  are  far  too  strong  against 
you  for  the  one,  and  I  have  not  the  heart 
to  do  the  other." 

"This  talking  is  dry  work,  my  lord," 
said  I.      "  Shall  wo  have  a  glass  of  wine  ?  " 

"  Willingly,"  said  he,  seating  himself, 
and  throwing  his  gloves  into  his  hat,  with 
the  air  of  a  man  quite  disposed  to  take  his 
ease  comfortably. 

Our  host  produced  a  flask  of  his  inimi- 
table Stcinberger,  and  another  of  a  native 
growth,  to  which  he  invited  our  attention, 
and  left  us  to  ourselves  once  more.  .  We 
filled,  touched  our  glasses,  German  fash- 
ion, drank,  and  resumed  our  converse.. 

"  If  any  man  could  have  told  me,  twen- 
ty-four hours  ago,  that  I  should  he  sitting 
where  I  now  find  myself,  and  with  you  for 
my  companion,  I'd  have  told  him  to  his 
face  he  was  a  calumniator  and  a  scoundrel  ! 
This  time  yesterday,  Dodd,  I'd  have  put  a 
bullet  through  you,  myself." 

'•You  don't  say  that,  my  lord  ?" 

"I  do  say,  and  repeat  it,  I  believed  you 
to  be  the  greatest  villain  the  universe  con- 
tained. I  thought  you  a  monster  of  the 
foulest  dei:)ravity." 

"AVell,  I'm  delighted  to  have  unde- 
ceived you,  my  lord." 

"  You  ]iave  undeceived  me  ! — I  own  to 
it.  I  believe,  if  I  know  anything,  it  is 
human  nature.  I  have  not  been  a  dee]") 
student  in  other  things,  but  in  the  heart 
of  man  I  have  read  deeply.  I  know  your 
whole  history  in  this  affair,  as  well  as  if  I 
was  present  at  the  events.  You  ncvei"  in- 
tended seduction  hero." 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind,  my  lord — never 
dreamed  of  it ! " 

'"'1  know  it,  I  know  it.  She  got  an 
influence  over  you — she  fascinated  you — 
she  held  you  captive,  Dodd.  She  mingled 
in  all  your  thoughts — she  became  part  of 
all  your  most  secret  cogitations.  With  that 
warm,  imj^ulsive  nature  of  your  country. 


you  made  no  resistance — you  could  make 
none.  You  fell  into  the  net  at  once — don't 
deny  it.  I  like  you  the  better  for  it — u])on 
my  life  I  do.  Don't  suppose  that  I'm 
Archbishoi)  of  Canterbury  or  Dean  of  Dur- 
ham, man." 

'*  I  don't  suspect  it  in  the  least,"  said  I. 

"  J'm  no  humbug  of  that  kind,"  said  he, 
resolutely.  "  I'm  a  man  of  the  world,  that 
just  takes  life  as  he  finds  it,  and  neither 
fancies  that  human  luiture  is  one  Jot  bet- 
ter or  worse  than  it  is.  Hampton  goes  and 
marries  a  girl  of  sixteen  ;  she  is  very  beau- 
tiful and  very  rich.  What  of  that  ?  She 
leaves  him — and  what  becomes  of  the 
wealth  and  beauty  ?  She  is  ruined — 
utterly  ruined  !  He  has  his  action  at  law, 
and  gets  swingeing  damages,  of  course. 
What's  the  use  of  that  ?  Will  twenty 
thousand — will  forty — .would  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds  serve  to  compensate  him 
for  a  lost  position  in  life,  and  the  affection 
of  that  charming  creature  ?  You  kiiovv  it 
Avould  not,  sir.  Don't  affect  hesitation  nor 
doubt  about  it.     You  knovv  it  would  not." 

"  That  wasn't  what  I  was  thinking  of  at 
all,  my  lord.  I  was  only  si)eculating  on 
the  mighty  small  chance  your  friend  would 
have  of  the  money." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,  that  the  jury 
wouldn't  give  it  ?  " 

"The  jitrii  might,  but  Kenny  Dodd 
wouldn't,"  said  I. 

"  The  Queen's  Bench,  sir,  or  the  Court 
of  Exchequer,  would  take  care  of  that. 
They'd  issue  a  '  Mandamus ' — the  sti'ong- 
est  weapon  of  our  law  ;  they'd  sell  to  the 
last  stick  of  your  properly  ;  they'd  take 
your  wife's  je»vels  —  the  coat  off  vou]- 
back—" 

"As  to  the  jewels  of  Mrs.  D."says  I, 
"and  my  ov/n  wardrobe,  Tm  afraid  they'd 
not  go  far  toward  the  liquidation." 

"  Thev'd  attach  every  acre  of  vour 
estate."  " 

"Much  good  it  would  do  them,"  said  I. 
"  We're  in  the  Encumbered  Court  already." 

"  Whatever  your  income  may  be  derived 
from,  Ihev're  sure  to  discover  it." 

"Faith!"  said  I,  ^'I'd  be  grateful  to 
them  for  the  information,  for  it's  two 
months  now  since  I  heard  from  Tom  Pur- 
cell,  and  I  don't  know  where  I'm  to  get  .a 
shilling  !  " 

"But  what  are  aamagcs,  after  all!" 
saitl  he  ;  "  nothing,  absolutely  nothing  !" 

"Nothing  indeed  !  "  said  L 

"And  look  at  the  misery  through 
which  a  man  must  wade  ere  he  attain  to 
them.  A  public  trial,  a  rule  to  show  cause, 
a  motion — three  or  four  huiulred  gone 
for  that.     The  case  heard  at- Westminster 
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Hull — forty-seven  witnesses  brought  over 
speciiil  from  ditferent  })iirts  of  tlie  <;onti- 
iKMit,  iit  from  iwo  guineas  to  ten  per  diem, 
and  traveling  expenses — what  money  eoulcl 
stand  it  ;  and  see  what  it  eomes  to  :  you 
ruin  soYne  ])oor  devil,  witiiout  beiifliting 
yourself.  That's  the  folly  of  it  !  Believe 
me,  Dodd,  the  only  people  that  get  any 
enjoyment  out  of  these  cases  are  the  law- 
yers ! " 

"I  can  believe  it  well,  my  Lord." 
"  I  know  it — I  know  it,  sir,"  said  he, 
fiercely.  "I  have  already  told  you  that 
I'm  110  humbug.  I  don't  want  to  ])i-etend 
to  any  nonsense  about  vii'tue,  and  all  that. 
I  was  once  in  my  life — I  was  young,  it  is 
true — in  the  same  predicament  you  now 
stand  in.  It  won't  do  to  s])eakof  the  parties, 
but  I  suspect  our  cases  were  very  similar. 
The  friend  who  acted  for  the  husband 
happened  to  be  one  who  knew  all  my 
family  and  connections.  He  came  frankly 
to  me,  and  said  : 

''  'Bruce,  this  affair  Avill  come  to  a  trial 
—  the  damages  will  belaid  at  ten  thoiisand 
— the  costs  Aviil  be  about  three  more.  Can 
you  meet  that  ?' 

''  'No,'  said  I,  '  I'm  a  younger  son — I've 
got  my  commission  in  the  Guards,  and 
eight  thousand  in  tlie  "'J'hree-and-a-IIalf  s" 
(o  live  on,  so  that  I  can't.' 

'■' '  What  can  you  pay  ?'  said  he. 
'•  '  I   can  stand    two   thousand,'   said  I, 
boldly. 

"■  '  Say  three,'  said  he — '  say  three.' 
'•  And  I  said,  '  Three  be  it,'  and  the  affair 
was  settled — an  exposure  escaped — a  repu- 
tation rescued — and  a  clear  saving  of  some- 
thing like  ten  thousand  pounds  :  and  this 
just  because  we  chanced  both  of  us  to  be 
'  men  of  the  world.'  For  look  at  the  thing 
calmly  ;  how  should  any  of  us  have  been 
bettered  by  a  three  days'  publicity  at  Nisi 
Prius — one's  little  tendernesses  ridiculed 
by  Thcsiger,  and  their  soft  speeches  slanged 
by  Serjeant  Wilkins.  Turn  it  over  in  your 
mind  how  you  may.  and  the  same  con- 
elusion  always  meets  you.  The  husband, 
it  is  true,  gets  less  money  ;  but  then  he 
has  no  oblofiuy.  The  wife  escapes  expos- 
ure ;  and  the  'other  party'  is  only  mulct 
to  one-fourth  of  his  liability,  and  at  the 
same  time  is  exempt  from  all  the  rulTianism 
of  the  long  robe  !  A  vulgarly-minded  fel- 
low might  have  said,  '  What's  the  woman's 
rejiutation  to  ?«f^?  m  defend  the  action 
— ril  prove  this,  that,  and  t'other.  1*11 
engage  the  first  counsel  at  the  bar,  and 
light  the  battle  out.  I  don't  care  a  jot 
about  being  blackguarded  before  a  jury, 
lampooned  in  the  papers  and  caricatured 
in  the  windows,  he  might  say  ;  'what  sig- 


nifies to  me  what  character  I  hold  before 
the  world — 1  have  neither  sons  nor  daugh- 
ters to  suffer  from  my  disgrace."  I  know 
that  all  these  and  similar  reasons  might 
j)roni))t  a  man  of  a  certain  stamj)  to  regret 
this  course,  and  say,  '  Be  it  so.  Let  there 
be  a  trial  I '  liut  neither  you  nor  1,  Hodd, 
could  see  the  matter  in  this  light.  There 
is  this  j)eculiarity  about  a  man  of  the  world, 
that  not  alone  ho  sees  rightly,  but  he  sees 
(juiekly  ;  he  judges  passing  events  with  a 
kind  of  instinctive  appreciation  of  what 
will  bo  the  tone  of  society  generally,  and 
he  says  to  himself,  '  There  are  doubtless 
elements  in  this  question  that  I  would  wish 
otherwise.  I  would,  perhaps,  say  iltis  is 
not  exactly  to  my  taste  ;  I  don't  like  tliaf ;  ' 
but  whoever  yet  found  that  he  broke  his 
leg  exactly  in' the  right  place  ?  Whatman 
ever  discovered  that  the  toothache  ever  at- 
tacked the  very  tooth  he  wanted  ?  I  take 
it,  Dodd,  that  you  are  a  man  who  has  seen 
a  good  deal  of  life  ;  now  did  your  heart 
ever  bound  with  delight  on  teeing  the  out- 
side of  a  bill  of  costs  ?  or  on  hearing  the 
well-known  knock  of  a  better  known  dun 
at  your  hall  door  ?  True  philosophy  con- 
sists in  diminishing,  so  far  as  may  be,  the 
inevitable  ills  of  life.  Don't  you  agree 
with  me  ?" 

*''  With  the  general  proposition  I  do,  my 
Lord  ;  the  question  here  is,  how  far  the 
present  case  may  be  considered  as  coming 
within  your  theory.  Sui)pose  now,  just 
for  argument's  sake,  I  was  to  observe  that 
there  was  no  similarity  between  our  situa- 
tions ;  that  while  you  openly  avow  culpa- 
bility, /,  as  distinctly,  deny  it." 

"You  prefer  to  die  innocent,  Dodd  ?" 
said  he,  puffing  his  cigar  coolly  as  he  spoke. 

'•  I  prefer,  my  lord,  to  maintain  the  van- 
tage ground  that  1  feel  under  my  feet.  Hail 
you  been  ])atient  enough  to  hear  me  out, 
I  could  have  explained  to  your  perfect  sat- 
isfaction how  1  came  here,  and  why.  I 
could  have  shown  you  a  reason  for  every- 
thing that  may  possibly  seem  strange  or 
mysterious — " 

"As  for  instance,  the  assumption  of  a 
name  and  title  that  did  not  belong  to  you 
— a  fortnight's  close  seclusion  to  avoid  dis- 
covery— the  sudtlen  deptirture  for  Ems, 
and  headlong  haste  of  your  journey  lierc 
— and,  finally,  the  attitude  of  more  than 
persuasive  eloquence  in  Avliieh  I  myself 
saw  you.  Of  course,  to  a  man  of  an  ingeni- 
ous and  inventive  turn,  all  these  things  are 
capal)le  of  at.  least  some  approach  to  ex- 
planation. Lawyers  do  tlie  thing  every 
day,  some,  with  "tears  in  their  eyes,  with 
'■  very  affecting  appeals  to  Heaven,  accord- 
iing  to  the  sums  marked  on  the  outside  of 
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the  briefs.  If  your  case  had  been  one 
of  murder,  I  could  liave  got  you  a  very 
clever  fellow  who  would  have  invoked  di- 
vine vengeance  on  his  own  head  in  open 
court  if  he  were  not  in  heart  and  soul  as- 
sured of  your  spotless  innocence  !  But 
now  please  to  bear  in  mind  that  we  are 
not  in  Westminster  Hall.  We  are  hero 
talking  frankly  and  honestly,  man  to  man 
— sophistry  and  special  ]ileadi ng  avail  noth- 
ing ;  and  here  I  candidly  tell  you,  that, 
turn  the  matter  how  you  will,  the  advice 
I  have  given  is  the  only  feasible  and  prac- 
ticable mode  of  escaping  from  this  diffi- 
culty." 

If  you  think  me  prolix,  my  dear  Purcell, 
in  narrating  so  circumstantially  every  part 
of  this  curious  interview,  just  remember 
that  I  am  naturally  anxious  to  bring  to 
bear  upon  your  mind  the  force  of  argu- 
ment to  which  mine  at  last  yielded.  It  is 
very  possible  I  may  not  be  able  to  present 
these  reasonings  with  all  the  strength  and 
vigor  with  which  they  appealed  to  myself, 
I  may — like  a  man  who  plays  chess  with 
himself — favor  one  side  a  little  more  than 
the  other,  or  it  is  possible  that  I  may  seem 
weaker  in  my  self-defense  than  I  ought  to 
have  been.  However  you  interpret  my 
conduct  on  this  trying  occasion,  give  me 
the  benefit  of  never  having  for  a  moment 
forgotten  the  fame  and  fortune  of  that 
lovely  creature  whose  fate  was  in  my 
hands,  and  whom  I  have  rescued  at  a 
heavy  price. 

I  do  not  wish  to  impose  upon  you  the 
wearisome  task  of  reading  all  that  passed 
between  my  lord  and  myself.  The  whole 
correspondence  would  fill  a  blue  book,  and 
be  about  as  amusing  as  such  folios  usually 
are.  I'll  spare  you,  therefore,  the  steps  of 
the  negotiation,  and  merely  give  you  the 
heads  of  the  treaty  : 

'*  Firstly,  Mr.  G.  II.,  by  reason,  and  in 
virtue  of  certain  compensations  to  be  here- 
after stated,  binds  himself  to  consider  Mrs. 
G.  H.  in  all  respects  as  before  her  meeting 
K.  I.  D.,  regarding  her  with  the  same 
feelings  of  esteem,  love,  and  affection  as 
before  that  event,  and  treating  her  with 
the  same  *  distinguished  consideration.' 

'*  Secondly,  K.  I.  D.,  on  his  part,  agrees 
to  give  acceptances  for  two  thousand 
pounds  sterling,  with  interest  at  the  rate 
of  five  per  cent,  per  annum  on  same  till 
the  time  of  payment.  The  dates  to  be  at 
the  convenience  of  K.  I.  I).,  always  pro- 
vided that  the  entire  payment  bo  completed 
within  the  term  of  five  years  from  the  pres- 
ent day. 

'•'  Thirdly,  K.  I.  D.  pledges  his  word  of 
honor,  never  to  dispute  or  contest  his  lia- 


bility to  the  above  debt,  by  any  unworthy 
subttjrfuge,  such  as  'no  value,'  'intimida- 
tion used,'  or  any  like  ai-tifice,  legal  or 
otherwise,  but  accepts  these  conditions  in 
all  the  frankness  of  a  gentleman." 

Here  follow  the  signatures  and  seals  of 

the  high  contracting  parties,  with  those  of 

a  host    of  witnesses  on  both  sides.     Brief 

as  the  articles  read,  they  occupied  several 

days  in   the    discussion    of    them,   during 

I  which  Hampton  retired  to  a  village  in  the 

i  neighborhood,  it  not  being  deemed  "eti- 

I  quette  "  for  us  to  inhabit  the  same  town 

!  until  the  terms  of  a  treaty  had  laid  down 

:  our  respective  ])ositions.     These  were  my 

I  lord's  ideas,  and  you  can  infer  from  them 

the  punctilious  character  of  the  whole  ne- 

igotiation.      Lord   Harvey  dined   and  su])- 

!  ped    with     me     every    day,    breakfasting 

;  at    Schweinstock    with    his   principal.      I 

;  thought,  indeed,  when   all  was  finally  set- 

I  tied  between   us,  that  G.  H.  and  I   might 

have  met  and  dined  together  as  friends  ; 

but  my  lord  negatived  the  notion  strongly. 

\  "  Come,  come,  Dodd,  you   mustn't  be  too 

I  hard  upon  poor  Gore  ;  it  is  not  generous." 

!  And  although,  Tom,  I  cannot  see  the  force 

I  of  the  observation,  I  felt  bound  to  yield  to 

I  it,  rather  than  appear  in  any  invidious   or 

;  unaniiable    light.     I,  consequently,  never 

i  met  him  during  his  stay  in  the  neighbor- 

i  hood. 

j      Lord  Harvey  left  this,  about  ten  days 
j  ago    for    Dresden.      We  parted  the  very 
'best  of  friends,  for  with  all  his  zeal  for 
G.  H.,  I  must  say  that  he  behaved  hand- 
somely   to   me    throughout  ;    and   in    the 
matter  of  the  bills,  he  at  once  yielded  to 
my  making   the    first  for  500/.,   at    nine 
'  months,  though  he  assured  me  it  would  be 
I  a  great  convenience  to  his  friend  if  I  could 
have  said  "six."     I  should   have  quitted 
ithis  to  join  the  family  on  the  same  day  ; 
I  but  Avhen  I  cams  to  pay  the  hotel  bill,  I 
found  that   the  dinners    and   champagne 
:  during  the  week  of  diplomacy  had  not  left 
me  five  dollars  remaining,  so  that  I  have 
been    detained    by    sheer    necessity,    and 
I  partly  by  my  own  will,  and  partly  by  my 
'host's  sense  of  caution,  my  daily  life  has 
I  been  gradually  despoiled  of  its  little  en- 
I  joyments,  till  I  find   myself  in  the  narrow 
i  circumstances   of  which  this  letter  makes 
mention  at  the  opening. 

From  beginning  to  end,  it  would  be  dif- 
ficult to  imagine  a  more  unlucky  incident; 
n,or  do  I  believe  that  any  man  ever  got  less 
,  for  two  thousand  pounds  since  the  world 
began.  You  cannot  say  a  severe  thing  to 
me  that  I  have  not  said  to  myself ;  you 
cannot  appeal  to  my  age,  and  my  lial)irs. 
i  with  a  more  sneering  insolence  -than  I  am 
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daily  in  the  habit  of  doiiii^  ;  your  very 
bitterest  vituperations  would  be  mild  in 
comparison  to  one  of  my  own  soliloquies, 
so  that,  as  a  matter  of  "surplusage,"  spai'e 
me  all  al>use,  and  rather  devote  your  loose 
ingenuities  to  assisting  me  out  of  my  great 
eml)arrassments. 

I  know  well,  tliat  if  we  don't  discover  a 
gold  mine  at  Dodsboi'ougli,  or  fall  upon  a 
coal  shaft  near  Brulf,  that  I  have  no  pos- 
sibki  prospect  to  i)ay  these  bills  ;  I)Ut  as 
the  first  of  them  is  nine  months  off,  there 
is  no  such  })ressiMg  emergency.  The  im- 
mediate necessity  is,  to  send  me  enough  to 
leave  this  ])lac'c,  and  join  Mrs  D.  and  the 
family.  Write  to  me  therefore,  at  once, 
with  a  remittance,  and  mention  where  they 
are — if  still  at  Bonn,  where  I  left  them. 

You  had  also  better  write  to  Mrs.  D. ; 
in  v/hat  strain,  and  to  what  purport,  I 
must  leave  to  your  own  ingenuity.  As  for 
myself,  I  know  no  more  how  to  meet  her, 
nor  what  mood  to  assume,  than  if  I  were 
about  to  enter  the  cage  of  one  of  V^an  Am- 
burgh's  lions.  Now,  I  fancy,  that  maybe 
a  contrite,  broken-hearted  look,  would  be 
best ;  and  how,  I  rather  lean  to  the  bold, 
courageous,  overbearing  tone  !  Heaven 
direct  me  to  what  is  best,  for  I  never  felt 
myself  so  much  in  want  of  guidance  ! 

When  you  write  to  me,  be  brief ;  don't 
worry  me  with  details  of  home,  and  inflict 
me  with  one  of  your  national  epistles 
about  famine,  and  fever,  and  faction 
fights.  I  have  no  pity  for  anybody  but 
myself  just  now,  and  1  care  no  more  for 
what's  doing  in  Tipperary  than  if  it  was 
Canton.  It  will  be  time  enough  when  I 
join  the  others  to  speculate  upon  whither 
we  shall  turn  our  steps,  but  my  present 
thoughts  tend  to  going  back  to  Dodsbor- 
ough.  I  wish  from  my  soul  wo  had  never 
left  it,  nor  embarked  in  tliis  infernal  cru- 
sade after  high  society,  education,  and 
grandeur — the  vain  pursuit  of  which  leaves 
me  to  write  myself,  as  I  now  do,  your  most 
miserable  and  melancholy  friend, 

"Kenny  Dodd. 

P.  S. — I  have  a  gold  watch,  made  by 
Gaskin  of  Dublin  about  fifty  years  back  ; 
but  it's  so  big  and  unwieldy  that  nobody 
would  buy  it,  exx'ept  for  a  town  clock. 
The  case  of  it  alone  wouldn't  make  a  bad- 
sized  covered  dish,  and  I'm  sure  the  works 
are  as  strong  as  a  French  steam-engine  ; 
but  what's  the  use  of  it  all  if  I  can't  find  a 
purchaser  ?  I  have  already  ])arted  with 
my  tortoise-shell  snuff-box,  that  my  grand- 
mother swore  belonged  to  Quinl us  Curtius  ; 
and  the  only  family  relic  remaining  to  me 
is   a  bamboo  sword-cane,  the    being   pos- 
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[sessed  of  which,  if  it  became  known,  would 
subject  me  to  three  months' imprisonment 
in  a  fortress,  with  hard  labor  !  If  I  were 
1  in  Austria  the  |)enalty  is  death — and  maybe 
I  that  same  would  be  a  mercy  in  my  misfor- 
!  tunes. 

j      The  only  walk  where  I  don't  meet  mv 

I  duns  is  down   l)y  a  canal — a  lonely  path, 

I  with    dwarf   willows   along   it.     I   almost 

think  I'd  have  juni])ed  in  yesterday,  if  it 

wasn't  for  the   bull-frogs — ^"the  noi.se  thev 

made  drove  me  away  from  the  i>lace.     De'- 

])end  upon   it,  Tom,  the   liunnino  society 

ought  to  get  the  breed  for  rhe  Serpentine. 

I  It's   only    a  most   "determined    suicide'' 

!  could  venture  into  their  company  I     The 

I  chorus  in    "  Robert  le  Diable"  is  a  love 

ditty  compared  to  them  ! 


LETTER   XXVI. 

MRS.  DODD  TO  MR.  PURCELL,  OF  THE  GRAXGE,  BRUFF. 

Baden-Baden. 

Dear  Mr.  Purcell, — Your  letter  is  now 
before  me,  and  if  I  didn't  know  the  mark 
of  your  hand  before,  I'd  scarce  believe  the 
sentiments  was  yours.  It  well  becomes 
you,  one  that  but  one  womaii  would  ever 
accept  of,  to  lecture  the  likes  of  me  on  the 
way  I  ought  to  treat  my  husliiind.  A 
stingy  old  creature  that  sits  croaking  over 
an  e.xtra  sod  of  tuif  on  the  fii'c,  and  counts 
out  the  potatoes  to  the  kitchen,  is  not  ex- 
iictly  the  kind  of  authority  to  dictate  laws 
to  the  respectable  head  of  a  family  !  I 
often  susjiccted  the  nature  of  the  advice 
you  gave  K.  I.,  but  I  didn't  think  yon'd 
have  the  hardihood  to  come  out  with  it 
yourself,  and  to  7iie !  How  much  you 
must  have  forgotten  both  of  us,  it's  mighty 
clear  ! 

Where  did  you  get  all  the  elegant  ex- 
pressions about  K.  I.'s  "unavoidedly  jiro- 
longed  absence  " — "  the  sacrifices  exacted 
from  friendship" — "the  generous  ardor 
of  a  chivalrous  nature,"  and  the  other  fine 
balderdasli  you  bestow  ujion  your  friend's 
disgraceful  behavior  ?  Do  you  know  what 
you  are  talking  about  ?  Have  you  a  no- 
tion about  the  affair  at  all  ?  Answer  me 
that.  Are  you  aware  that  he  is  now  two 
months  and  four  days  away  without  as 
much  as  a  letter,  except  a  bit  of  an  imper- 
tinent note,  once,  to  ask  are  we  alive  or 
dead,  not  a  sixpence  in  cash,  not  a  check, 
nor  even  a  bill  that  we  might  try  tt)  get 
])rotested,  or  whatever  they  call  it.  I 
don't  make  any  illusions  to  why  he  went, 
and  what  he  went   for.     I  wouldn't  dis- 
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grace  my  pen  witli  the  subject,  nor  myself 
l)y  noticing  it  ;  but.  except  yourself,  in 
the  brown  \vi<>  and  the  black  satin  small 
clothes,  1  don't  know  one  less  suited  to 
perform  the  "Lutherian."  You  are  a 
nice  pair,  and  I  expect  nothing  less  than 
to  liear  of  yourself  next  !  And  you  have 
the  impudence  to  tell  me  that  these  are 
some  of  the  ''innocent  freedoms  of  con- 
tinental life  !  "  What  do  you  know  about 
them,  I'd  beg  to  ask — iiou,  that  never  was 
nearer  the  continent  than  Malahide  ?  As 
to  the  innocent  freedoms  of  the  continent, 
there's  nobody  can  teach  me  anything  ;  I 
see  them  before  me  in  the  day  when  I 
drive  out,  at  the  table  d'hote  where  I  dine, 
and  at  every  ball  where  they  dance.  Sweet 
innocence  it  is,  indeed  !  and  particularly 
when  practiced  by  the  father  of  a  grown- 
up family — fifty-seven,  he  says,  in  June, 
l)ut  more  likely  sixty  odd,  for  I  know 
many  of  his  co-trumperies,  and  nice  young 
gentlemen  they  are,  too  ! 

You  assure  me  that  you  sympathize  sin- 
cerely with  K.  I.  I've  no  objections  to 
that  ;  he'll  need  all  the  comfort  it  can  give 
him  when  he  comes  home  again,  or  I'm 
much  mistaken.  With  the  help  of  the 
saints,  I'll  teach  him  the  differ  between 
going  off  with  a  lady  and  living  with  his 
lawful  wife«  If  he  didn't  know  the  dis- 
tinction before,  he  shall  now  !  And  then 
you  think  to  terrify  me  about  the  state  of 
his  health.  ItAvon'tdo,  Mr.  Tom  Purcell. 
He'll  live  to  disgrace  lis  this  many  a  year. 
I. know  well  what  his  constitution  can  bear, 
and  what  he  calls  the  gout  is  neither  more 
nor  less  than  the  outbreaks  of  his  violent 
and  furious  temper  !  Never  flatter  your- 
self, therefore,  that  you  can  make  any  of 
us  uneasy  on  that  score  ;  and  if  he  comes 
back  on  a  litter  it  won't  save  him. 

Your  ''sincere  regrets  that  we  ever  came 
abroad,"  are  very  elegantly  expressed,  and 
require  all  my  acknowledgments.  Isn't 
there  anything  else  you  are  sorry  for  ? 
Isn't  it  grief  to  you  that  Ave  never  caught 
the  small-pox,  or  that  James  wasn't  trans- 
ported for  forgery  ?  We  ought  to  have 
stayed  at  Brufl  ;  and,  judging  from  the 
charms  of  your  style,  I  have  no  doubt  that 
we  might  have  derived  great  benefit  from 
your  vicinity. 

You  are  eloquent,  too,  about  expense  ; 
and  add,  that  you  always  believed  that 
thei'e  was  no  economy  in  living  abroad. 
Perhaps  not,  sir,  if  one  unites  foreign  vices 
with  home  ones  ;  but  I  beg  to  say,  when 
we  left  Dodsborough,  I,  for  once,  never 
contemplated  the  cost  of  two  establish- 
ments— take  that,  Mr.  Tom  Purcell  ! 

I   wonder   at    myself    how    I   keep   my 


temper,  and  condescend  to  argue  with  you 
about  points  on  which  an  old  bachelor,  or 
widower  (for  it's  the  same),  must  neces- 
sarily be  ignorant.  Don't  you  jierceive, 
tliat  for  you  to  discourse  on  family  mat- 
ters, is  like  a  deaf  man  describing  music  ? 

And  yon  wind  up  about  the  privileges 
of  old  friendsliip,  and  so  on  !  It's  a  new 
notion  of  fi'iendship  tluit  makes  a  man  im- 
])udent  !  Where  did  you  ever  hear  that 
knowing  people  a  long  time  was  a  reason 
for  insulting  them?  As  to  your  kind  in- 
quiries for  the  girls,  I'd  have  liked  them 
as  well  if  not  coupled  with  those  ''  natural 
fears  "  for  the  consequences  of  foreign  con- 
tamination. Mary  Anne  and  myself  got  a 
hearty  laugh  out  of  your  terrors  ;  and  so  I 
forgive  your  mention  of  them. 

James  is  quite  well  ;  and  Avould,  he 
says,  be  better,  if  that  remittance  you 
spoke  of  had  arrived. 

You  tell  me  that  the  M'Carthv  legacy  is 
paid,  and  the  money  lodged  at  Latouche's. 
But  what's  the  use  of  that  ?  It's  here  I 
want  it.  Find  out  a  safe  hand,  if  you  can, 
and  send.it  over  to  me  ;  for  I'm  resolved  to 
have  nothing  to  do  Avith  bills  as  long  as  I 
live. 

And  noAv  I  believe  I  have  gone  through 
the  principal  matters  in  your  last,  and  I 
hope  given  you  my  ideas  as  clearly  as  your 
OAvn.  It  may  saA'e  you  some  time  and  sta- 
tionery if  I  say  that  my  mind  is  made  up 
about  K.  I.  ;  and  if  it  Avas  Queen  Victoria 
Avas  interceding  for  him,  I'd  not  alter  my 
sentiments.  It's  no  use  appealing  "  to  the 
goodness  of  my  heart,  and  the  feminine 
sAveetness  of  my  nature  ;  "  all  that  you  say 
on  that  head  is  only  a  warning  to  me  not 
to  let  my  Aveaknesses  get  the  upper  hand 
of  me  :  a  lesson  I  Avill  endeavor  to  profit 
by,  so  long  as  I  write  myself, 

Your  very  obedient  to  command, 

Jemima  Dodd, 


LETTER  XXVII. 

JIRS.  DODD  TC  MRS.  MARY  GALLAGHER,  HOUSEKEEPER, 
DODSBOROUGH. 

Dear  Molly. — I  send  you  herewith  a 
letter  for  Tom  Purcell,  Avhicli  you'll  take 
care  to  deliver  Avith  your  own  hands.  If 
you  are  by  Avhen  he  reads  it,  you'll,  maybe, 
perceive  that  it's  not  the  '"  compliments  of 
the  season  "  I  Avas  sending  him.  He  says  he 
likes  plain  speaking,  and  I  trust  he  is  sat- 
isfied now. 

You  are  already  aAvare  of  the  barbarous 
manner  K.  I.  has  behaved.     I've  told  you 
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how  he  deserted  me  and  tlio  family,  niul 
the  disgrace  that  lie  has  brought  (h)Wii  upon 
ns  in  the  face  of  Europe  ;  for  I  must  ob- 
serve to  you,  Molly,  that  whatever  is  talked 
of  here  goes  flying  over  the  whole  world, 
and  is  the  common  talk  of  every  court  on 
the  continent.  I  could  fill  chaptei-s  if  I 
was  to  describe  his  wickedness  and  inhu- 
manity. Well,  my  dear,  what  do  you 
think ^  but  in  the  face  of  all  this  Mr.  Tom 
Purcell  takes  the  opportunity  to  read  me 
a  long  lecture  on  my  **coiig(.-nial "  duties, 
and  to  instruct  mo  in  what  manner  I  am 
to  treat  K.  I,  on  his  return. 

Considering  what  he  knows  of  my  char- 
acter, Molly,  I  almost  su>!pcct  that  he 
might  have  spared  himself  this  trouble. 
Did  he.  or  any  one  else,  ever  see  me  posed 
by  a  difliculty  ?  When  did  any  event  take 
nie  unawares  ?  Am  I  by  nature  one  of 
those  terrified  creatures  that  get  flurried 
by  misfortune  ?  or  am  I,  by  the  blessing  of 
Providence,  gifted  in  a  remarkable  manner 
with  great  powers  of  judgment,  matured 
bv  a  deep  knowledge  of  life,  and  a  thorough 
acquaintance  with  the  wickedness  of  tlie 
human  heart  ?  That's  the  whole  question 
— which  am  I  ?  Is  it  after  t wen ty-si.K 
years  studying  his  disposition  and  ]iondcr- 
ing  over  all  his  badness-,  that  any  one  can 
come  and  teach  me  how  to  manage  him  ? 
I  know  K.  I.  as  I  know  my  old  slipper  ; 
and,  indeed,  one  is  worth  about  as  much 
as  the  other  !  I  haven't  the  patience — 
it  would  be  too  much  to  expect  from  any 
one — to  tell. you  how  beautifully  Mister 
'i'om  discourses  to  me  about  the  iunocent 
freedoms  of  the  continent,  and  the  harm- 
less fragilities  of  female  life  abroad  I  Does 
the  old  sinner  believe  in  his  heart  that 
bUu'k  is  white  abroad  ?  and  would  he  have 
me  think  that  what's  murder  in  Hruff  was 
only  a  justifiaide  hom'-a-side  at  Brussels  ? 
If  he  doesn't  mean  that,  what  does  he 
mean  ?  Maybe,  to  be  sure,  he's  one  of  the 
fashionable  set  that  make  out  that  the 
husband  is  always  driven  to  some  kind  of 
vice  or  other  by  his  wife's  condnct  !  For,. 
I  must  remark  to  you,  Molly,  there's  a  set 
of  people  now  in  the  world — they  call 
themselves  "The  Peace  Congress,"  I  think 
— tliat  say  there  must  be  no  more  wars,  no 
fighting,  domestically  or  nationally  I 

Their  notion  is  this  :  everybody  is  right, 
and  nobody  need  quarrel  with  his  neighbor, 
but  settle  any  trilling  disagreement  by 
means  of  arbitration.  Mister  Tom,  is,  i)er- 
haps,  an  arbitrator.  Well,  I  hope  he  likes 
the  oflUce  !  Since  I  knew  anything  of  life 
myself,  I  always  found  that,  if  there  was 
three  peojde  mixed  np  in  a  shindy,  there 
was  no  hope  of  settling  it,  on  any  terms. 


He  says  K.  I.  is  coming  home.  Let  him 
come,  says  I.  Let  liim  suirender  himself. 
Molly,  and  justice  will  take  its  course. 
That's  all  the  satisfaction  I'll  give  either 
of  them. 

"  Don't  he  vindictive,"  says  Mister  Tom. 
Isn't  that  pi'etty  language  to  use  to  me,  I 
ask?  Is  the  chief  justice  "vindictive," 
Molly,  when  he  says,  *'  Stand  forward,  and 
hear  your  sentence?"  Is  he  behaving 
"  unlike  a  Christian  "  when  he  says,  "Use 
the  little  time  that's  left  you  in  making 
your  peace  ?" 

I'he  old  creature  then  goes  on  to  quote 
scripture  to  me,  and  talks  about  the  ju'odi- 
gal  son.  "  Very  well,"  says  I,  "be  it  so. 
K.  I.  mav  be  that  if  lie  likes,  but  I'll  not 
be  the  fatted  calf— that's  all  !"  The  fact 
is,  Molly,  I'm  immutal)le  as  the  .Maids 
and  Prussians.  They  may  talk  till  they're 
black  in  the  face,  but  I'll  never  forgive 
him  ! 

Wouldn't  it  be  a  nice  example,  I  ask,  to 
the  girls,  if  I  was  to  overlook  K.  I.'s  con- 
duct, and  call  it  a  "  venal  '"  oflfense  ?  And 
this,  too,  when  the  eyes  of  all  Europe  is 
staring  at  us.  '  How  will  Mrs.  D.  take 
it  ?"  says  the  prince  of  this.  "  What  will 
Mrs.  D.  say  to  him  ?"  says  the  duke  of 
that.  "Docs  she'knovf  ii  yet  ?"  asks  the 
archduke  of  Moravia.  That's  the  way  they 
go  on  from  morning  till  night  ;  so  that,  in 
fact,  Molly — as  Lord  George  observes — 
-."  he  is  less  of  a  private  culprit  than  a  great 
public  malefactor." 

There's  the  way  I  am  forced  to  look  on 
the  case  ;  and  think  more  of  the  good  of 
society  than  of  my  family  feelings. 

Such  are  my  sentiments,  Molly,  after 
giving  to  the  case  a  most  patient  and  care- 
ful consideration  ;  and  it's  little  good  in 
Tom  Purcell's  trying  to  oppose  and  obstruct 
me. 

If  it  were  not  for  this  unhappy  event, 
I  must  own  to  you,  ilolly,  that  we  never 
enjoyed  ourselves  anywhere  more  than  wt! 
do  here.  It's  a  scene  of  pleasure  and  gay- 
ety  all  day — and,  indeed,  all  night  long  ; 
and  nothing  but  the  anticipation  of  K.  I.'s 
return  could  damp  the  ardor  of  our  happi- 
ness. However  it's  managed,  I  can't  tell  ; 
but  the  most  elegant  balls  and  entertain- 
ments are  given  here  free  and  for  nothing! 
Who  keep  up  the  rooms,  pays  for  the  light- 
ing, the  servants,  and  the  refreshments,  is 
more  than  I  can  say.  All  1  know  is,  that 
vour  humble  servant  never  contributed  a 
sixpence  to  one  of  tlu-m.  Lord  Geoi'go 
says  that  the  Grand-Duke  is  never  happy 
e.xcejit  when  the  place  is  crammed  ;  and 
that  he'd  spend  his  last  shilling  rather  than 
not  see   people   amuse   themselves.     And 
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there's  a  Frenclnnixn,  too — a  Mr.  Bcgasset, 
or  13cnasset,  or  somcthiiii^like  that — wlio 
is  so  wild  about  aiunsemcnt,  that  lie  goes 
to  any  expense  about  the  place,  and  even 
keeps  a  pack  of  hounds  for  the  pul)lic. 

Contrast  this,  my  dear  Molly,  with  one 
of  our  little  miserable  subscription  balls  at 
home,  where  Dan  Cassidy,  the  dancjng- 
master,  is  driving  about  the  country,  for 
maybe  three  Aveeks,  in  his  old  gig,  before 
he  can  scrape  together  a  matter  of  six  or 
seven  pounds,  to  pay  for  mutton  lights, 
two  fiddles,  and  a  dulcimer  ;  and,  after  all, 
it's  perhaps  over  the  BridcAvell  we'd  be 
dancing,  and  the  shouts  of  the  dirty  crea- 
tures below  Avould  be  coming  up  at  every 
pause  of  the  music.  Now,  here,  it's  like  a 
royal  palace — elegant  lusters,  with  two 
hundred  wax-liglits  in  each  of  them  ;  a 
floor  like  glass.  Ask  Mary  Anne  if  it  isn't 
as  slippery  !  The  dress  of  the  company  ac- 
tually magnificent  !  none  of  your  little 
shabby-colored  muslins,  or  Limerick  lace  ; 
none  of  your  gauze  petticoats,  worn  over 
glazed  calico,  to  look  like  satin,  but  every- 
thing real,  Molly — the  lace,  the  silk,  tlio 
satin,  the  jewels,  the  gold  trimmings,  the 
feathers — all  the  best  of  the  kind,  and  fi*esh 
as  they  came  out  of  the  shop.  You  don't 
see  the  white  satin  shoes  with  the  mark  of 
a  man's  foot  on  them,  nor  the  satin  body 
with  four  fingers  and  a  thumb  on  the  back 
of  it,  as  you  would  at  a  Patrick's  ball  in 
Dublin  !  Everything  is  new  for  each 
night. 

How  Mary  Anne  laughs  at  the  Irish  no- 
tions of  dress,  of  what  they  call  in  the 
Evejiing  Post  ''a  beautiful  lama  petticoat 
over  a  white  satin  sliii!"  or  "a  train  of 
elegant  figured  tabinet."  Why,  Molly  dar- 
ling, you  might  as  well  wear  a  mackintosh, 
or  go  out  in  a  suit  of  glazed  alp-.>,ca  cloth. 
Mary  Anne  says  that  the  ball  at  the  castle 
of  Dublin  is  like  a  tou)-nament,  where  all 
the  company  dance  in  armor  ;  and,  indeed, 
when  I  think  of  the  rattling  of  bead  brace- 
lets, false  pearls,  and  Berlin  necklaces,  it 
rather  reminds  me  of  a  hornpipe  in  fetters! 

I  must  confess  to  you,  Molly,  tliere's 
nothing  as  low  anywhere  as  Dublin,  and 
latterly,  when  anybody  asks  Mary  Anne  or 
me  if  it's  pleasant,  we  always  say  with  a 
strong  English  accent,  "Our  military 
friends  say  vastly,  but  we  really  don't  know 
ourselves."  Isn't  that  a  pretty  pass  to  be 
reduced  to  ?  But  I'm  told  that  all  the 
Irish,  of  any  distinction,  are  obliged  to  do 
the  same,  and  never  confess  to  have  seen 
more  of  Ireland  than  one  does  from  the 
Welsh  mountains.  It's  no  want  of  patriot- 
ism makes  me  say  this.  I  wish,  with  all  my 
heart,  that  Ireland  was  a  perfect  paradise  ; 


and  it's  no  fault  of  mine  that  Providence 
intended  otherwise. 

If  I  wasn't  writing  with  my  head  so  full 
of  Tom  Purcell  and  his  late  im])iidence, 
I'd  have  ])lenty  to  tell  you  about  the  girls 
and  James.  Mary  Anne  is  more  admired 
than  any  girl  here,  and  so  would  Cary,  if 
she'd  only  let  herself  be  so  :  but  slie  has 
got  a  short,  snubby,  tart  kind  of  way  with 
j)eople,  that  never  goes  down  aI)road, where 
as  Lord  G.  says,  ''every  cat  plays  with  his 
claws  covered." 

And  as  to  Lord  George  himself,  I  won- 
der is  it  Mary  Anne  or  Cary  that  he's  after. 
I  watch  him  day  by  da}^,  and  can  make 
nothing  of  it  ;  but  sure  and  certain  it  is  he 
means  one  of  the  two,  and  that  is  the  rea- 
son why  he  left  this  suddenly  the  other 
morning  for  England,  and  saying, 

"  There's  no  use  letter-writing  ;  I'll  just 
dash  over  and  have  a  talk  with  my  gover- 
nor." 

I  wouldn't  ask  him  about  Avhat,  but  I 
saw  the  way  the  girls  looked  doAvn  when 
he  spoke,  and  that  was  enough  to  show  me 
in  what  quarter  the  wind  Avas  blowing. 

I  wish  from  my  heart  aiul  soul  the  pro- 
posal would  come  before  K.  I.  came  back. 
I'd  like  to  have  to  show  the  superior  way  I 
have  always  managed  the  family  affairs  ; 
for  I  needn't  tell  yon,  Molly,  that  Zie never 
had  an  eye  to  the  peerage  for  one  of  his 
daughters  !  but  if  he  returns  before  it's 
settled,  he'll  say  that  he  had  his  share  in 
it  all  !  As  to  James,  he  is  everything  that 
a  fond  and  doting  mother  could  wish.  Six 
feet  two  and  a  half — he  grew  the  half  since 
he  came  here — with  dark  eyes,  and  a  pair 
of  whiskers  and  moustaches  that  there's 
not  the  like  here,  dressed  in  the  very  top 
of  the  fashion,  Avith  opal  and  diamond 
studs  to  his  shirt  and  Avaistcoat,  and  a 
black  velvet  ])aletot  Avith  turquoise  buttons 
for  evening  Avear.  The  Avhole  room  turns 
to  look  at  him  wherever  he  goes,  for  he 
walks  along  just  for  all  the  Avorld  as  if  he 
oAvned  the  place.  You  may  suppose,  my 
dear  Molly,  hoAv  little  he  resembles  K.  I.  ; 
and,  indeed,  I  have  heard  many  make  the 
same  remai'k  Avhen  Ave  Avere  at  Bonn. 

I  made  Mary  Anne  Avrite  me  down  a  list 
of  the  great  people  liere  Avho  have  all 
called  on  us  ;  but  Avhat's  the  use  of  send- 
ing it,  after  all  ?  You  couldn't  pronounce 
them  if  they  were  before  you  !  I  send 
you,  however,  a  bit  I  cut  out  of  Galig- 
nani's  Messenger,  where  you'll  see  that  Ave 
are  put  down  amongst  the  distinguished 
visitors  as  ''Madame  M'Carthy  Dodd, 
familv  and  suite  !  "  -James  still  thinks  if 
K.  I." would  call  himself  "The  O'Dodd," 
it  Avould  serve  us  greatly  ;  and  Mary  Anne 
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agrees  with  tlic  opinion  ;  and  perliajis 
now,  wlien  he  cornea  buck  under  a  cloud, 
as  one  nuiy  sa}-,  it  may  not  be  so  difficult 
to  make  him  give  in.  As  James  remarks, 
"  Print  it  on  your  curd,  call  out  and  shoot 
the  first  fellow  that  addresses  you  as  Mr. — 
make  it  no  huighiug  matter  for  anybody, 
before  your  face  at  least — and  the  thing  is 
done."  Maybe  we'll  live  to  see  this  yet, 
Moll}^  but  i  fear  it  won't  be  till  Provi- 
dence sends  for  K.  I. 

I  spoke  ratlier  siiurply  to  Waters  in  my 
last ;  and  I  find  now  that  the  le 
paid  into  Lutouche's.  Vv'ill  you 
Purcell,  that  to  be  of  any  use  to  mo,  the  j 
money  ought  to  be  here?  As  to  the  loan 
fund,  I  wonder  how  you  have  the  face  to 
ask  me  for  anything,  knowing  the  way  I'm 
in  for  ready  cash,  and  that  I'd  rather  bor- 
row than  lend  any  day.  Tell  Peter  Jielton, 
also,  that  I  stop  my  subscription  after  this 
year  to  the  Dispensary  ;  and  I  am  quite 
sure  the  old  system  of  physic  is  nothing 
but  legalized  poisoning.  Looking  to  the 
facilities  of  the  country,  and  the  natural 
habits  of  the  people,  I'm  convinced,  Molly, 
that  the  water-cure  is  what  you  want  in 
Ireland  ;  and  I've  half  a  mind  to  write  a 
letter  to  one  of  the  papers  about  it.  Cheap- 
ness is  the  first  requisite  in  a  poor  country  ; 
and  any  one  can  vouch  for  it,  water  isn't 
a  dear  commodity  with  you. 

Father  Maher's  remarks  upon  poor 
Jones  M'Carthy  is,  I  must  say,  very  un- 
feeling ;  and  I  don't  coincide  with  the  con- 
clusions he  draws  from  them  ;  for  if  he  was 
half  as  bad  as  he  says,  masses  will  do  him 
little  good  ;  and  for  a  few  thousand  years, 
more  or  less,  I  can't  afford  to  pay  fifty 
pounds  !  Ask  him,  besides,  is  it  reason- 
able, that  when  the  pi'ice  of  everything  is 
falling,  with  free-trade,  that  the  old  tariff 
of  purgatory  is  to  be  kept  up  still?  That 
would  be  downright  absurd  !  Priests,  my 
dear  Molly,  must  lower  their  rates,  as  the 
protectionists  do  their  rents  :  that's  "one 
of  the  demands  of  the  age,  and  can't  \Sq 
resisted."  As  Lord  George  says,  "The 
Church,  like  the  railroad  people,  fell  into 
the  mistake  of  lavish  expenditure  !  Pur- 
gatory was  like  a  station,  and  ought  never 
to  be  made  too  costly.  Xo  one  wants  to 
live  there  :  the  most  one  requires  is,  to  be 
decently  comfortable,  till  you  can  '  go  on.' 
What's  the  use  of  fine  furniture,  elegant 
cliairs  and  carpets  ?  they're  clean  tlirown 
n;\vay  in  such  a  place."  If  Father  ]\Iaher 
thinks  that  the  remarks  are  not  uttered  in 
a  respectable  spirit,  tell  him  he's  wrong  ; 
for  Lord  Gr.  and  all  his  family  are  great 
Whigs,  and  intend  to  do  more  mischief  to 
the   Established   Church  than  any  party 


that  ever  was  in  ))0\ver  ;  and  1  must  say,  I 
never  heard  Fatliei-  Maher  abuse  i'rotest- 
ants,  bigotry,  and  intolerance,  more  bit- 
terly than  Lord  G.  It  is  so  seldom  that 
one  ever  hears  really  liberal  sentiments,  or 
anything  like  justice  to  Ireland,  I  could 
listen  to  him  for  liours  when  he  begins. 
If  I'm  right  in  my  conjecture  about  the 
object  of  his  journey  to  London,  it  will 
be  the  making  of  James  ;  since,  once  that 
we  are  connected  with  the  aristocracy, 
Molly,  there's  nothing  we  cannot  have  ; 
for,  you  see,  the  way  is  this  :  if  you  belong 
to  the  middle  classes,  they  expect  that  you 
ought  to  have  some  kind  of  fitness  for  the 
occupation  vou  look  for  ;  and  thev  sav, 
"  This  wouldn't  suit  you  at  all ;  "  "  That's 
not  your  line  in  the  least  ; "  but  when  you 
are  one  of  the  "higher  orders,"  there's,  so 
to  say,  a  general  adaptiveness  about  you, 
and  you  can  do  anything  they  put  before 
you,  from  ranging  Windsor  Forest  to  keep- 
ing a  lighthouse  !  When  one  reflects  upon 
that,  it's  no  wonder  that  one  of  our  great 
poets  says:  "Oh,  bless,"  or  "preserve" 
— I  forget  Avhich — "our  old  nobility  !  " 

Go  into  any  of  the  great  public  offices — 
the  foreign  or  the  colonial,  for  instance — 
and  they  tell  me  that  such  a  set  of  incapable- 
looking  creatures  never  w^as  seen,  Avitli  spy- 
glasses stuck  in  their  eyes,  airing  them- 
selves before  a  big  fire,  and  reading  the 
Times  ;  and  yet,  Molly — confess  it  we  must 
— the  work  is  done  somehow,  by  some- 
body. It  reminds  me  of  a  paper-mill  I 
once  saw,  and  no  matter  how  dirty  and 
squalid  tlie  rags  that  went  in,  they  came 
out ''beautiful  fine  wove,"  or  "  Bath  ex- 
tra." 

■  As  to  the  questions  in  your  last,  I  can't 
answer  a  tithe  of  them.  You  go  on,  let- 
ter after  letter,  with  the  same  tii-esome 
demand — "Are  we  as  much  in  love  Avith 
the  continent  as  we  were  ?  Is  it  so  cheap  ? 
Is  the  climate  as  fine  as  they  say  ?  Is 
there  never  any  rain,  or  wind  at  all  ?  Is 
everybody  polite  and  agreeable  ?  Is  there 
no  such  thing  as  backbiting  or  slandering  ? 
Are  all  the  men  huiulsome  and  brave,  ami 
all  the  women  beautiful  and  virtuous  ^  "' 
This  is  but  a  specimen  taken  at  random 
out  of  your  late  inquiries,  and  I'd  like  to 
know,  that  if  even  you  gave  me  "notice  of 
a  (piestion,"  as  they  do  in  the  House,  how 
could  I  satisfy  you  on  these  points  ?  The 
most  I  can  do  is  to  say,  that  there  may  be 
some  slight  exaggeration  in  one  or  two  of 
these — the  rain,  for  instance,  and  the  vir- 
tue— but  that,  generally  speaking,  the  rest 
is  all  true.  I  can  be  more  explicit  in 
regard  to  Avhat  you  ask  in  your  last  post- 
script— "After  living  so  long  abroad,  can 
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we  ever  come  l)iick  to  reside  in  Ireland  ?  "' 
Never,  Molly,  never !  I  make  neither 
reserve  nor  qualification  in  my  answer. 
Iliat  would  be  clearly  impossible  !  for  it's 
not  only  that  Ireland  Avould  be  insupport- 
able to  us,  but,  as  Mary  Anne  remarks, 
'•'  we  would  be  insupportable  to  the  Irish." 
Our  walk,  our  dress,  our  looks,  our  accent, 
our  manner  with  men,  and  our  Avay  witli 
women  ;  the  homage  we're  used  to  ;  the 
respect  we  feel  our  due  ;  the  topics  we 
discuss  with  freedom,  and  the  range  of 
our  views  generally  over  life,  would  shock 
the  whole  population  from  Cape  Clear  to 
the  Causeway. 

It's  not  easy  for  me  to  exjilain  it  to  you, 
^lolly  ;  but,  somehow,  everything  abroad 
is  different  from  at  home.  Xot  only  the 
things  you  talk  of,  but  the  way  you  talk 
of  them,  is  quite  distinct  ;  and  the  Avhole 
Avorld  of  men,  morals,  and  manners,  have 
quite  another  standard  !  It  is  tlie  same 
with  one's  thoughts  as  with  their  diet  ; 
half  the  things  we  like  best  are  only  Avhat 
is  called  acquired  tastes.  Trouble  enough 
we  often  have  to  learn  them  ;  but  when 
once  we  do  so,  Avho'd  be  fool  enough  to  go 
back  upon  his  old  ignorance  again  ?  High 
society  and  genteel  manners,  ^lolly,  how- 
ever you  may  like  them  when  you  are 
used  to  them,  are  just  like  London  porter 
— mighty  bitter  when  you  first  taste  it.  I 
know  there  are  plenty  of  people  will  tell 
you  the  contrary,  and  that  they  took  to  it 
naturally  like  mother's  milk  ;  but  don't 
believe  them,  it's  quite  impossible  it  could 
be  true. 

Once  for  all,  I  beg  to  tell  you  that 
there's  no  earthly  use  in  tormenting  and 
teasing  us  about  the  state  the- house  is  in 
at  Dodsborough  ;  how  the  roof  is  broken 
here,  and  the  walls  giving  way  there.  I 
trust  sincerely  that  it  may  soon  become 
perfectly  uninhabitable,  for  I  never  Avish 
to  see  it  again  !  I  often  think  it  Ayouldn't 
be  a  bad  plan  for  K.  I.  to  go  back  and  re- 
side there.  I'm  sure  if  he  collected  his 
rents  himself,  instead  of  leaving  all  to  Tom 
Purcell,  it  Avould  be  "tolling  him  some- 
thing." You  say  that  the  country  is  get- 
ting disturbed  again,  and  that  they're 
likely  to  have  a  "sharp  winter  for  the 
landlords  ;"  but  if  it  Avas  the  Avill  of  Prov- 
idence anything  should  happen,  I  hope  I 
have  Christian  feelings  to  support  me  ! 
Indeed,  I'm  Avell  used  to  trials  now  !  It's 
a  mistake,  besides,  Molly,  to  suppose  that 
these — I  hate  to  call  them  "'  outrages,"  as 
the  ncAvspapers  do — these  little  outbreaks 
of  the  boys  have  any  deep  root  in  the  coun- 
try. The  Orangemen,  I  know,  Avould 
make  them  out  as  a  regular  system,  and 


say  that  it's  an  organized  society  ^or  mur- 
der ;  but  it's  no  such  thing.  Father 
Maher  himself  told  me  that  he  spoke 
against  it  from  the  altar,  and  said  :  "What 
a  pass  the  country  has  come  to,"  says  he, 
"that  the  poor  laboring  hard-working 
man  has  no  justice  to  right  him,  except 
his  own  stout  heart  and  strong  arm." 
AVhat  could  he  say  more  than  that,  Molly  ? 
but  even  these  beautiful  expi-essions  didn't 
save  him  from  the  Evening  Mail! 

The  English  are  always  boasting  about 
their  bravery  and  their  courage,  and  so 
on  ;  and  when  any  one  says,  "Why  don't 
you  buy  property  in  Ireland  ?"  tlie  ansAver 
is,  "We're  afraid."  T  have  heard  it  my- 
self, Molly,  Avith  my  oAvn  ears.  But  their 
ignorance  is  even  Avoi'se  than  their  cow- 
ardness, for  if  they  only  knew  the  people, 
they'd  see  there  Avas  nothing  to  be  fright- 
ened at.  Sure,  I  remember  myself,  Avhen 
Ave  liA'cd  at  Cloughmanus,  Sam  Gill  came 
up  to  the  house  one  morning,  to  say  that 
there  was  two  men  come  from  beloAv  La- 
hinch  to  shoot  K.  I. 

"They  have  the  pass  Avords,"  says  he, 
"and  all  the  tokens,  and  though  I'm  your 
honor's  man,  I  Avas  obliged  to  take  them 
into  my  house  and  feed  them." 

"It's  a  bad  business,  Sam,"  says  he. 
"  AVhat  are  they  to  get  for  it  ?  " 

"  Five  pound  between  them  sir,  if  it's 
done  complete." 

"Would  they  take  three,"  says  K.  I., 
"and  let  me  live  ?  " 

"I  don't  know  sir  ;  but,  if  you  like,  I'll 
ask  them." 

"I  would  like  it,  indeed,"  says  K.  I. 

And  down  Avent  Sam  to  the  gate-house, 
and  sjioke  to  them.  They  Avere  both  de 
cent,  reasonable  men,  and  agreed  at  once 
to  the  offer.  The  money  was  paid,  and 
the  two  came  up  and  ate  a  hearty  break- 
fast at  the  liouse,  and  K.  I.  walked  more 
than  a  mile  of  the  road  Avith  them  after- 
wards— talking  about  the  crops  and  the 
state  of  the  country,  down  AvestAvard — and 
shook  hands  Avith  them  cordially  at  parting. 

Xow,  ^lolly,  this  is  as  true  as  the  Bible, 
and  yet  there's  people  and  there's  neAvspa- 
pers  call  the  Irish  "  irreclainuible  savages." 
It  is  as  big  a  lie  as  ever  Avas  written  !  The 
real  truth  is,  they  don't  know  how,  if  they 
really  Avished,  to  reclaim  them  I  And, 
after  all,  how  little  reclaiming  they  need  ! 

To  liear  English  people  discuss  Ireland, 
you'd  suppose  that  it  was  the  worst  ])art 
of  Arabia  Felix  they  were  describing. 
But  I  haven't  patience  to  go  on  ;  I  fly 
out  the  moment  I  hear  them,  and,  faith, 
they're  not  proud  of  themselves  Avhen  I'm 
done. 
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"I  M-isli  you  were  in  the  House,  Mrs. 
Dockl,"  says  one  of  tliem  to  me  tlie  other 
night. 

"I  wisli  I  was,"  says  I  ;  "  if  I  wouldn't 
make  it  too  liot  for'Slowbuok,  my  name 
isn't  Jemima  !  for  he's  tiie  one  that  abuses 
us  most  of  all!"  Well,  I  must  say,  we 
are  well  repaid  for  all  the  cruel  treatment 
wc  receive  at  home,  by  the  kindness  and 
"consideration,"  as  they  call  it,  we  meet 
with  abroad  !  The  minute  a  foreigner 
hears  we're  Irish,  he  says,  '•  oh  dear,  how 
sorry  we  are  for  your  sufferings  ;  we  never 
cease  dei)loriiig  your  hard  lot  ;'  and  to  be 
sure,  .Molly,  "'wicked  Old  England,"  and 
the  "Ilariequin  Flag,"  as  Dan  called  it, 
come  in  for  their  share  of  abuse.  Besides 
these  advantages,  I  must  remark  that 
Catholics  is  greatly  thought  of  on  the  con- 
tinent ;  for  it  isn't  as  in  Ireland,  where  it's 
only  the  common  people  to  mass.  Here 
you  may  see  royalty  at  their  devotions. 
'They  sit  in  little  galleries  with  glass  win- 
dows, which  they  open  every  now  and 
then,  to  take  part  in  the  prayers  ;  and 
indeed,  whatever  rank  and  fashion  is  in 
the  place,  you're  sure  to  see  it  "at 
church  ;"  mind,  ^lolly,  at  church,  for  no 
educated  Catholic  ever  says  '•'  at  mass." 

You  want  to  hear  *' all  about  the  con- 
verts to  our  holy  faith,"  you  say,  but  this 
isn't  the  place  to  get  you  the  best  infor- 
mation ;  but  as  I  hope  we'll  pass  the  win- 
ter in  Italy,  I'll,  maybe,  be  able  to  give 
you  some  account  of  them.  Lord  George 
tells  me  that  the  Pope  makes  Rome  de- 
lightful to  strangers ;  but  whether  it's 
'*  dinners,"  or  ''receptions,"  I  don't  know. 
At  any  rate,  I  conclude  he  doesn't  give 
"balls." 

What  a  fuss  they're  making  all  over  the 
world  about  these  "  rapparecs,"  or  refugees, 
or  whatever  they  call  tlicm.  31y  notion  is, 
Molly,  that  wc  who  harljor  them  have  the 
worst  of  the  bargain  ;  and  as  to  our  fight- 
ing for  them,  it  would  be  almost  as  sensible 
as  to  take  up  arms  in  defense  of  a  flea  that 
got  into  your  bed  !  Considering  how 
plenty  blackguards,  are  at  liome,  I  think 
it's  nothing  but  greediness  in  us  to  want 
to  take  Ivussian  and  Austrian  ones  !  We 
have  our  own  villains  ;  and  any  one  of 
moderate  desires  might  be  satisfied  with 
them  !  These  are  Lord  G.'s  sentiments, 
but  I'm  sure  you  like  to  hear  the  o}>inions 
of  i\\c.  aristocrac}'  on  all  matters. 

What  you  say  about  Bony's  marriage 
was  the  very  thought  that  occurred  to  my- 
self, and  it  was  just  the  turn  of  a  pin 
whether  Mary  Anne  wasn'fat  this  moment 
empress  of  France  !  Well,  who  knows 
what's  coming,  Molly  !     There's   many  a 


one,  now  in  a  private  station,  and  mighty 
hard  up  for  means,  that  will,  maybe-,  turn 
out  a  king  or  a  grand-duke  before  long. 
At  any  rate,  no  elevation  to  rank  or  dig- 
nity Avill  ever  make  me  forget  my  old 
friends,  and  yourself,  the  first  of  them. 
And  with  thi.s,  I  subscribe  myself. 
Yours  ever  affectionately, 

•Jemima  Dodd  ^I'Cauthy. 

P.S. — ril  make  one  of  the  girls  write  to 
vou  next  week,  for  I  know  I'll  lie  so  much 
overcome  by  my  feelings  when  K.  I.  arrives, 
that  I'll  be  quite  incapable  to  take  up  my 
pen. 

I  sometimes  think  that  I'll  take  to  my 
bed,  and  be  "given  over,"  against  the  day 
of  his  coming  ;  for  you  see  there's  nothing 
give.:  such  solemnity  and  weight  to  one's 
reproaches,  as  they're  being  last  words. 
You  can  say  such  bitter  things,  Molly, 
when  you  are  supposed  to  be  too  weak  to 
bear  a  replv.  But  I've  done  this  once  or 
twice  before,  and  K.  .  I.  is  a  hardened 
creature. 

Lord  G.  says  :  "  Treat  him  as  if  it  were 
nothing  at  all — as  if  you  saw  him  yester- 
day :  don't  give  him  the  importance  of 
having  irritated  you.  Be  a  regular  woman 
of  fashion."  If  my  temper  would  i)ermit, 
perhaps  this  would  be^  best  of  all  ;  but 
liave  I  a  right  to  acquit  a  "great  public 
malefactor!"  That's  a  "case  of  con- 
science," Molly  that  perhaps  only  the 
church  could  resolve  !  The  saints  direct 
me  ! 


LETTER  XXYIII. 

JAMES    DODD    TO    ROBERT    DOOLAN,    ESQUIRE,  TRIXITT 
COLLEGE,  DUBLIN. 

My  dear  Bob, — It  is  quite  true,  I  am 
a  shameful  correspondent,  and  your  last 
three  letters  now  before  me,  unanswered, 
comprise  a  tremendous  indictment-against 
me  ;  but  reflect  for  a  moment,  and  you 
will  see  that  in  all  complaints  of  this  kind 
there  is  a  certain  amount  of  injustice,  since 
it  is  hardly  possible  ever  to  find  two  ])eoplo 
whose  tastes,  habits,  and  present  circum- 
stances i)lace  them  on  such  terms  of  per- 
fect equality  that  the  interchange  of  letters 
is  as  easy  for  one  as  the  other.  Think 
over  this"  for  a  moment,  and  you  will  per- 
ceive that  sitting  down  at  your  quiet  desk, 
in  "No.  3,  Old-square,"  is^l  different  i)ro- 
cess  from  snatching  a  hurried  moment 
amidst  the  din,  the  crash,  and  the  conflict 
of  life  at  Baden  ;  and  if  your  thoughts 
,  flow  on  calmly,  tinctured  with  the  solemn 
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influences  around  you,  mine  as  necessarily 
reflect  an  existence  clieckered  by  every 
rainbow  iiue  of  good  or  evil  fortune. 

Be  therefore  tolerant  of  my  silence  and 
indnlii-ent  to  my  stupidity,  since  to  traiismit 
one's  thoughts  requires  previously  that  you 
should  think  ;  and  who  can,  or  ever  could, 
in  a  place  like  this  ?  Imagine  a  winding 
valley,  with  wooded  hills  rising  in  some 
places  to  the  height  of  mountains,  in  the 
midst  of  which  stands  a  little  village — for 
it  is  no  more — nearly  every  house  of  which 
is  a  palace,  some  splendid  hotel  of  France, 
Russia,  or  England.  You  pass  from  these 
by  a  shady  alley  to  a  little  rustic  bridge, 
over  what  might  be,  and  very  possibly  is, 
an  excellent  trout-stream,  and  come  at 
once  in  front  of  a  magnificent  structure, 
frescoed  without  and  gilded  and  stuccoed 
within.  "The  Eooms,"  the  temple  of 
fortune,  the  ordeal  of  destiny.  Bob,  is  held 
here  ;  and  the  rake  of  the  croupier  is  the 
distaff  of  the  fate.  Hither  come  flocking 
the  representatives  of  every  nation  of  the 
world,  and  of  almost  every  class  in  each. 
Royalty,  princely  houses,  and  nobility  with 
twenty  quarterings,  are  jostled  in  the  in- 
discriminate crowd  with  houseless  adven- 
turers, beggared  spendthrifts,  and  ruined 
debauchees.  All  who  can  contribute  the 
clink  of  their  louis  d'or  to  the  music  are 
welcome  to  this  orchestra  !  And  women, 
too,  fair,  delicate,  and  lovely,  the  tenderest 
flowers  that  ever  were  nursed  within  do- 
mestic care,  mixed  up  with  others,  not  less 
handsome  ])erhaps,  but  whose  siren  beauty 
is  almost  diabolic  by  comparison.  What  a 
babel  of  tongues,  and  what  confusion  of 
characters  !  The  grandee  of  Spain,  the 
escaped  galley  slave,  the  Hungarian  mag- 
nate, tlie  London  *' swell,"  the  old  and 
hoary  gambler  with  snow-white  moustaches, 
and  the  unfledged  minor,  anticipating 
manhood  by  ruining  himself  in  his 
**  teens."  All  these  are  blended  and  com- 
mingled by  the  influence  of  play  ;  and, 
differing  as  they  do  in  birth,  in  blood,  in 
lineage,  and  condition,  3^et  are  they  mem- 
bers of  one  guild,  associates  of  one  society 
— the  gambling-table.  And  what  a  leveler 
is  play  !  He  who  whispers  in  the  ear  of 
the  crown  prince  yonder  is  a  branded  felon 
from  the  Bagnes  de  Brest ;  the  dark-whis- 
kered man  yonder,  who  leans  over  the 
lady's  chair,  is  an  escaped  forger ;  the 
Carlist  noble  is  asking  friendly  counsel  of 
a  Christino  spy  ;  the  London  pickpocket 
offers  his  jeweled  snuff-box  to  an  arch- 
duke of  Austria.  ''How  goes  the  game 
to-day  ?"  cries  a  Neapolitan  prince  of  the 
blood,  and  the  question  is  addressed  to  a 
red-bcardcd  Corsican,  whose  livelihood  is 


a  stiletto.  "  Is  that  the  beautiful  countess 
of  Ilapsburg?"  asks  a  fresh-looking  Ox- 
ford man  ;  and  his  friend  laughingly  an- 
swers :  "Not  exactly  ;  it  is  Mademoiselle 
Varenne,  of  the  Odeon."  The  fine-look- 
ing man  yonder  is  a  Mexican  general,  who 
carried  off  the  military  chest  from  Guana- 
guato  ;  the  pompous  little  fellow  beside 
him  is  a  Lucchese  count,  who  stole  part  of 
the  crown  jewels  of  his  sovereign  ;  the 
long-haired,  broad-foreheaded  man,  with 
open  shirt-collar,  so  violently  denouncing 
the  wrongs  of  injured  Italy,  is  a  Russian 
spy  ;  and  the  dark  Arab  behind  him  is  a 
Swiss  valet,  more  than  suspected  of  having 
murdered  his  master  in  the  Mediterranean. 
Our  English  contingent  embi'aces  lords  of 
the  bedchamber,  members  of  parliament, 
railroad  magnates,  money  lending  attor- 
neys, legs,  swells,  and  swindlers,  and  a 
small  sprinkling  of  university  men,  out  to 
read  and  be  ruined — the  fair  sex,  compris- 
ing women  of  a  certain  fast  set  in  London, 
divorced  countesses,  along  category  of  the 
widow  class,  some  with  daughters,  some 
without.  There  is  an  abundance  of  good 
looks,  splendid  dress,  and  money  without 
limit !  The  most  striking  feature  of  all, 
however,  is  the  reckless  helter-skelter  pace 
at  which  every  one  is  going,  whether  his 
pursuit  be  play,  love,  or  mere  extravagance. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  calculation — no 
counting  tlie  cost  of  anything.  Life  takes 
its  tone  from  the  tables,  and  where,  as 
wealth  and  beggary  succeed  each  other,  so 
does  every  2:)0ssible  extreme  of  joy  and 
misery,  people  Avager  their  passions  and 
their  emotions  exactly  as  they  do  their 
bank-notes  and  their  gold  pieces.  Chance, 
my  dear  Bob — chance  is  ten  times  a  more 
intoxicating  liquor  than  champagne,  and 
once  take  to  "dramming"  with  fortune, 
and  you  may  bid  a  long  adieu  to  sobriety  ! 
I  do  not  speak  liere  of  the  tei'rible  infatu- 
ation of  play,  and  the  almost  utter  impos- 
sibility of  resisting  it,  but  I  allude  to  what 
is  infinitely  worse,  the  certainty  of  your 
applying  play  theories  and  play  tactics  to 
every  event  and  circumstance  of  real  life. 

The  whole  world  becomes  to  you  but  one 
great  green  cloth,  and  everything  in  it  a 
question  of  luck  !  AVill  the  bad  run  con- 
tinue here  ?  Will  good  fortune  stand  much 
longer  to  you?  These  are  the  questions 
ever  rising  to  your  mind.  You  grow  to  re- 
gard yourself  as  utterly  powerless  and  im- 
passive ;  a  football  at  the  toe  of  destiny  ! 
I  think  I  see  your  eyebrows  upraised  in 
astonishment  at  these  profound  reflections 
of  mine.  You  never  suspected  me  of  mor- 
alizing, nor,  shall  I  own  it,  was  I  aware 
myself  that  I  had  any  genius  that  way. 


THE  DODD   FAMILY  ABROAD. 


137 


Shiill  I  tell  you  tlio  secret.  Bob — sluill  1 
unlock  the  mysterious  dniwer  of  ludden 
motives  for  you  ?  It  is  this,  then  ;  I  liuve 
been  a  tremendously  heavy  loser  at  rouge- 
et-noir  !  As  long  as  luck  lasted,  wliich  it 
did  for  three  weeks  or  more,  1  enjoyed  this 
place  with  a  zest  I  cannot  describe  to  you. 
The  moralists  tell  us  that  prosperity  hard- 
ens tiie  heart  ;  I  cannot  believe  it.  I 
Icnow,  at  least,  that  in  my  brief  experience 
I  never  felt  such  a  universal  tenderness 
for  everything  and  every l)ody.  I  seemed 
to  live  in  an  atmosphere  of  beauty,  luxury, 
and  s})lendor  ;  evcrv  one  was  courteous  ; 
all  were  amiable  I  It  was  not  alone  that 
fortune  favored  me,  but  I  appeared  to  have 
the  good  wishes  of  all  beholders  ;  words  of 
encouragement  murmured  around  me,  as  I 
won  ;  soft  bewitching  glances  beamed  over 
at  me.  as  I  raked  up  my  gold.  The  very 
banker  seemed  to  shovel  out  the  shining 
pieces  to  me  with  a  sense  of  satisfaction  ! 
Old  veterans  of  the  tables  peeped  over  me 
to  watch  my  game,  and  exclamations  of 
wonder  and  admiration  broke  forth  at  each 
new  moment  of  my  triumphs  !  I  don't  care 
what  it  may  be  tliat  constitutes  the  sub- 
ject of  display  :  a  great  speech  in  the 
House,  a  splendid  picture  at  the  Gallery,  a 
novel,  a  song,  a  spirited  lecture,  a  wonder- 
ful feat  of  strength  or  horsemanship  ;  but 
there  is  an  inward  sense  of  intoxication  in 
being  the  "cynosure  of  all  eyes" — the 
'^  one  in  a  thousand  " — that  comes  very 
nigh  to  madness  !  Many  a  time  have  I 
screwed  up  my  hunter  to  a  fence — a  regu- 
lar yawncr — that  I  knew  in  my  heart  was 
touch-and-go  with  both  of  us,  simply  be- 
cause some  one  in  the  crowd  said,  ''Look 
how  young  Dodd  will  do  it."  I  made 
some  smashing  ventures  at  the  '' tables," 
under  pretty  similar  promptings,  and,  I 
must  say,  with  splendid  success. 

"Are  you  always  so  fortunate  ?"  asked 
-a  royal  personage,  with  a  courteous  smile 
toward  me. 

"And  in  everything?"  sighs  a  gentle 
voice,  with  a  look  of  such  bewitching  soft- 
ness that  I  forget  to  take  up  my  stake,  and 
see  it  remain  on  the  board  to  double  itself 
the  next  deal. 

Besides  all  this,  there  is  a  grand  magni- 
ficence in  all  your  notions  under  the  access 
of  sudden  wealth.  You  give  orders  to  your 
Iradcspcople  with  a  Jove-like  omnipotence. 
You  revel  in  the  unbounded  realms  of  "I 
will."  What  signides  the  cost  of  anything 
— the  most  gorgeous  entertainment  ?  It 
is  only  adding  twenty  naps,  to  your  next 
bet !  That  rich  bracelet  of  rubies — pshaw! 
— it  is  to  be  had  for  the  turn  of  a  card  I 
lu  a  word.  Bob,  I  felt  that  I  had  fallen 


ui)on  the  "Bendigo  Diggins,"  without 
oven  the  trouble  of  tiie  soarch  I  I  wanted 
:  fifty  naps,  for  a  caprice,  and  strolled  in  to 
win  them,  as  coolly  as  though  1  were 
changing  a  check  at  my  tianker's  ! 

"Come,  Jim,  be  a  good  fellow,  and  back 
me  this  time  :  I'm  certain  to  win  if  you 
flo,"  whispers  a  young  lord,  with  fifteen 
thousand  a  year. 

''  Which  side  is  l)<jdd  on  ?"  asked  an 
old  peer,  with  his  ])urse  in  his  hand. 

"  How  I  should  like  to  Avin  eighty  louis, 
and  buy  that  roan  Arab,"  whispers  Lady 
Mary  to  her  sister. 

"  I'd  rather  spend  the  money  on  that 
opal  brooch,"  murmurs  the  other. 

"  Egad  !  if  I  win  this  time,  I'll  start  for 
my  regiment  to-night,"  mutters  a  pale- 
looking  sub,  w'ith  a  red  spot  in  one  cheek, 
and  eyes  lustrous  as  if  on  fire. 

Fancy  the  power  of  him  who  can  accom- 
plish these,  and  a  hundred  like  longings, 
without  a  particle  of  sacrifice  on  his  own 
part  !  Imagine,  my  dear  Bob,  the  con- 
scious rule  and  sway  thus  suggested,  and 
ask  yourself  what  ecstasy  ever  equaled  it! 
I  possessed  all  that  Peler  Schk-mihl  did, 
and  liadn't  to  give  even  my  "sh;idow"  in 
return.  During  these  three  glorious  wepks, 
I  gave  dinners,  concerts,  and  suppers,  com- 
manded plays,  bespoke  operas,  ])atronized 
humbugs  of  all  kinds,  and  headed  charities 
without  number.  As  to  presents  of  jewel- 
ry, I  almost  fancied  myself  a  kii;d  of  dis- 
tributing agent  for  Storr  and  Mortimer. 

The  hotel  stables  were  filled  with  ani- 
mals of  all  kinds  belonging  to  me— dogs, 
donkeys,  horses,  Spanish  mules,  and  a 
bear;  while  every  shape  and  description 
of  equipage  crammed  the  coach-houses 
and  the  court-yard.  One  of  these,  with  a 
single  wheel  in  front,  and  great  facilities 
for  upsetting  behind,  was  invented  l)y  a 
Baden  artist,  and  most  flatteringly  and 
felicitously  called  "  Le  Dod."  VVasn't 
that  fame  for  you,  my  boy  ?  Think  of  go- 
ing down  to  posterity  on  noiseless  wheels 
and  patent  axles  !  fancy  being  transmitted 
to  remote  ages  on  C  springs  and  elastic 
cushions  !  Such  was  the  rage  for  my  ]iat- 
ronage,that an  ingenious cntler  had  dubl)-,d 
a  newly-invented  forceps  by  my  name,  and 
I  was  introduced  into  the  world  of  surgery 
as  a  torture. 

Now  for  the  obverse  of  the  medal.  It 
was  on  that  unluckiest  of  all  days--a  Fri- 
dav— that  fortune  changed  with  me.  I  had 
lain  all  the  morning  a-bed,  after  being  up 
the  whole  night  previous,  and  only  w.mt 
down  to  the  rooms  in  the  evening.  As 
usual,  I  was  accompanied  by  my  train  of 
followers,  lords,  baronets,  M.  P.s,    foreign 
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counts  and  chevaliers — for  I  went  to  the 
field  like  a  general,  with  his  full  staff 
around  him  !  You'll  scarcely  believe  me 
when  I  tell  3-ou,  Bob,  but  I  say  it  in  all 
truth  and  seriousness,  that  so  long  as  my 
star  was  in  the  ascendant— so  long  as  my 
counsels  were  what  Homer  would  call 
"  wealth-bestowing  words,"  there  was  not 
an  opinion  of  mine  upon  any  subject,  no 
matter  how  great  my  ignorance  of  it  might 
have  been,  that  Avas  not  listened  to  with 
deference  and  repeated  Avith  approval. 
"  Dodd  said  so  yesterday  " — "  I  hear  Dodd 
thinks  highly  of  it" — '^Dodd's  opinion  is 
unfavorable ; "  and  so  on,  were  phrases 
that  rang  around  me  from  every  gi'oup  I 
passed,  and  from  thp  "odds on  the  Derby" 
to  the  "division  on  the  budget,"  there 
w^as  a  profound  impression  that  my  senti- 
ments were  worth  hearing. 

The  pleasantest  talkers  in  Europe,  the 
wittiest  conversers  that  ever  convulsed  a 
dinner-party  with  laughter,  would  have 
been  deserted  and  forsaken  to  hear  we  hold 
forth,  Avhether  the  theme  was  art,  litera- 
ture, law  and  politics,  or  the  drama,  or 
any  other  you  please  to  mention,  and  of 
which  my  ignorance  Avas  profound.  My 
luck  was  unfailing.  "  Dodd  never  loses," 
— "Dodd  has  only  to  back  it;"  these, 
were  the  gifts  which  all  could  acknowledge 
and  profit  by,  and  these,  no  man  under- 
valued or  denied. 

"  Benasset  " — this  was  the  proprietor  of 
the  tables — "  has  been  employing  his  time 
profitably,  Dodd,  during  your  absence. 
He  has  made  a  great  morning  of  it — 
cleared  out  the  old  elector,  and  sent  tiie 
Margraf  of  Ragatz  penniless  to  his  domin- 
ions." ThisAvas  the  speech  that  met  me 
as  I  entered  the  door,  and  a  general  all  hail 
folloAved  it. 

"  Now,  you'll  see  some  smart  play," 
Avhispered  one  to  his  ncAvly-come  friend. 
"Here's  young  Dodd  ;  avc  shall  have  some 
fun  presently."  Amid  these  and  similar 
murmurings  I  approached  the  tables,  at 
Avhich  a  place  for  me  Avas  speedily  made, 
for  my  coming  Avas  regarded  by  tlie  com- 
pany as  a  good  augury. 

I  could  dwell  long  upon  the  sensations 
that  then  thronged  my  brain  ;  tliey  Avere 
certainly  upon  the  Avhole  highly  pleasur- 
able, but  not  unmixed  Avith  some  sadness  ; 
for  I  already  was  beginning  to  feel  a  kind 
of  contempt  for  my  Avorshipers,  and  for 
myself  too,  as  the  unworthy  object  of  their 
dcA'otion.  This  scorn  had  not  much  lei- 
sure granted  for  its  indulgence,  for  the 
cards  Avere  now  presented  to  me  for  "  the 
cut,"  and  the  game  began. 

As  usual,  my  luck  Avas  unbroken.     If  I 


doubled  my  stiike.  or  by  caprice  Avithdrew 
it  altogether,  it  Avas  the  same.  Fortune 
seemed  to  Avait  upon  my  orders.  Eeveling 
in  a  kind  of  absolutism  over  fate,  I  played 
a  thousand  pranks  with  luck,  and  Avon-- 
won  on,  as  if  to  lose  Avas  an  impossibility. 
What  strange  fancies  crossed  my  mind  as 
I  sat  there  ;  vague  fears,  shadowy  terrors 
of  the  oddest  kind,  wild,  dreamy,  and  un- 
defined !  Visions  of  joy  and  misery  ;  or- 
gies, mad  and  furious  with  mirth,  and 
agonizing  sights  of  misery,  thoughts  of 
men  Avho  had  made  compacts  Avjth  the 
fiend,  and  the  terrors  that  beset  them  in 
the  midst  of  theirvoluptuousabandonment; 
Belshazzar  at  his  feast  ;  Faust  on  the 
Brocken,  rose  to  my  mind,  and  I  almost 
started  up  and  fled  from  the  table  at  one 
moment,  so  impressed  was  I  by  these 
images  !  Would  that  I  had  !  Would  that 
I  had  listened  to  that  Avarning  whisper  of 
my  good  genius  that  Avas  then  admonish- 
ing me  ! 

My  reverie  had  become  such  at  last,  that 
I  really  never  sa^AV  nor  heard  Avhat  Avent 
on  about  me.  You  can  picture  my  condi- 
tion to  yourself  Avhen  I  say,  that  1  was  only 
recalled  to  self-possession  by  loud  and  in- 
cessant laughter,  that  rang  out  on  every 
side  of  me.  "  What's  the  matter — what 
has  happened  ?"  cried  I,  in  amazement. 
"  Don't  you  perceiA'e,  sir,"  said  a  bystander, 
"that  you  have  broken  the  bank,  and  they 
are  Avaiting  for  a  remittance  to  continue 
the  play  ?  "  •  _ 

So  it  Avas,  Bob  ;  I  had  actually  won  their 
last  napoleon,  and  there  I  sat,  pushing 
my  stake  mechanically  into  the  middle  of 
the  table,  and  raking  it  up  again,  playing 
an  imaginary  game,  to  the  amusement  of 
that  motley  crowd,  Avho  looked  on  "at  me 
with  screams  of  laughter.  I  laughed  too, 
Avhen  I  came  to  myself.  It  Avas  such  a  re- 
I  lief  to  me  to  join,  even  for  a  moment,  in 
any  feeling  that  others  expei'ienced  ! 
I  The  inoney  came  at  last.  Tavo  strongly- 
clasped,  heavily-ironed  coffers  Avcre  borne 
into  the  room  by  four  poAverful  men.  I 
Avatched  them  Avith  interest  as  they  un- 
j  locked  and  poured  forth  their  shining 
!  stores  ;  for  in  imagination  they  were  al- 
'  ready  my  own.  I  believe  at  tliat  moment, 
if  any  one  iiad  offered  to  assure  me  the 
Avinning  of  them  "for  fifty  naps,"  that  I 
should  have  rejected  the  proposal  Avith  dis- 
dain, so  impossible  did  it  seem  to  me  that 
luck  could  desert  me  I  Do  you  knoAv, 
Bob,  that  what  most  interested  me  at  the 
time,  Avas  the  varied  expressions  displayed 
by  the  comi)any  at  sight  of  the  gorgeous 
treasure  before  them.  It  Avas  strange  to 
mark  hoAV  little  all   their  good  breeding 
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and  fine  manners  availed  to  repress  vul- 
garity of  tiiouffht  and  feeling,  for  there 
was  greed,  or  envy,  or  hatred,  or  some  in- 
ordinate .passion  or  other,  on  every  face 
around  ;  looks  of  mild  and  gentle  meaning 
became  daslu-d  with  a  half  ferocity  ;  ven- 
erable old  age  grew  fretful  and  imi)atient  ; 
youth  lost  its  frank  and  careless  l)earing  ; 
and,  in  fiict.  (iaiii,  and  the  lust  of  Gain, 
"Was  the  preilominant  and  overbearing 
thought  of  every  mind,  and  "wisli  of  every 
heart !  I  pledge  you  my  word,  there  was 
more  animal  savagery  in  the  expressions 
on  all  sides  than  ever  I  saw  on  a  pack  of 
yelping  fox-hounds  when  the  huntsman 
held  up  the  fox  in  the  midst  of  them.  It 
was  the  comparison  that  came  to  my  mind 
at  the  moment,  and  I  re]ieat  it.  with  the 
reservation  that  the  dogs  l)ehaved  best. 

There  was  an  old  careworn,  meanly- 
dressed  man,  with  a  faded  blue  ril)bon  in 
his  button-hole,  seated  in  the  place  I 
usually  occupied,  and  he  arose  to  give  it 
to  me  with  that  mingled  air  of  reluctance 
and  respect  which  it  is  so  hard  to  resist. 
His  manner  seemed  to  say,  **  I  am  too 
poor  and  too  humble  to  contest  the  matter, 
but  I'd  remain  here  if  I  could."  "  So  you 
shall,  then,"  said  I  to  myself,  and  pushed 
I'.im  gently  down  upon  the  seat  again. 

"By  Jove!  the  old  fellow  has  got  the 
lucky  place,"  cried  one  in  the  crowd  be- 
hind me." 

"  Hang  me,  if  Dodd  hasn't  given  up  his 
old  chair  !  "  said  another. 

"I'd  rather  liave  had  tlidt  seat,"  ex- 
claimed a  third,  "than  one  at  the  India 
Board." 

But  I  only  laughed  at  these  absurd  su- 
perstitions— as  though  it  were  the  spot, 
and  hot  myself,  that  Fortune  loved  to 
caress  !  As  if  to  resent  the  foolish  cred- 
ulity, I  threw  a  heavy  bet  on  the  table, 
and  lost  it  !  Again  and  again  I  did  the 
same,  with  the  like  result :  and  now  a 
murmur  ran  through  the  room  that  luck 
had  turned  with  me.  I  had  given  up  my 
winning  seat,  and  was  losing  at  every  turn 
of  tiie  cards. 

"Let  me  have  a  peep  at  him,"  I  heard 
one  whisper  to  his  friend  behind.  "I'd 
like  M  sec  how  he  bears  it  I " 

"He  loses  remarkably  well,"  muttered 
t^ie  other. 

"  Admirably  !  "  said  another.  "  He  seems 
neither  confident  nor  impatient.  I  like  the 
way  he  stands  it." 

"  Egad,  his  hand  trembles  though  !  He 
tore  that  baid<-note  in  trying  to  get  it  out 
of  his  fingers." 

"'  His  hand  is  hot  too — see  how  the  louis 
stick  to  it  1 " 


"They'll  not  do  so  vei-y  long,  depend 
on't,"  said  a  close-shaved,  well-whiskered 
fellow,  with  a  knowing  eye  ;  and  the  re- 
mark met  an  approving  smile  from  the  by- 
standers. 

"  I  have  just  added  up  his  last  fifteen 
bets,"  said  a  youiig  man  to  a  lady  on  his 
arm,  "and  what  do  you  think  he  has  lost  ? 
Forty-eight  thousand  francs  — close  on  two 
thousand  pounds  !" 

"Quite  enough  for  one  evening  I"  said 
I,  with  a  smile  toward  him,  which  made 
both  himself  and  his  friend  blush  deeply  at 
being  overheard  ;  and  with  this  I  shut  up 
my  pocket-book,  and  strolled  away  from 
the  tables  into  another  room,  where  there 
were  chess  and  whist-players.  I  took  a 
chair,  and  affected  to  watch  the  game  with 
interest,  my  heart  at  the  moment  throb- 
bing as  though  it  would  burst  through  my 
chest.  Don't  mistake.  Bob,  and  fancy  that 
it  was  the  accursed  thirst  for  gold  that  en- 
thralled me.  I  swear  to  you,  that  mere 
gain,  mere  Avealth,.  never  entered  into  my 
thought  at  the  moment.  It  was  the  gam- 
bler's lust — to  be  the  victor,  not  to  l)e  beat- 
en— that  was  the  terrible  passion  that  now 
struggled  and  stormed  within  me  !  I'd 
like  to  have  staked  a  limb — honor — luippi- 
ness — life  itself — on  the  issue  of  a  chance  ; 
for  I  felt  as  though  it  were  a  duel  with 
Destiny,  and  I  could  not  quit  the  ground 
till  one  of  us  should  succumb  I 

How  poor  and  unsatisfying  seemed  the 
slow  combinations  of  skill,  as  I  watchid 
the  chess-players  I  What  misei'able  mi- 
nuteness! what  petty  plottings  for  small  re- 
sults ! — nothing  grand,  great,  or  decisive  ! 
It  was  like  being  bled  to  death  from  some 
wretched  trickling  vessel,  instead  of  meet- 
ing one's  fate  gloriously,  amidst  the  roar 
of  artillery  and  the  crasli  of  squadrons  ! 

I  lounged  into  the  salons  where  they 
dance  ;  it  was  a  very  brilliant  and  a  very 
beautiful  assembly.  There  were  faces  and 
figures  there  that  might  have  proved  at- 
tractive to  eyes  more  critical  than  my  own. 
I  My  sudden  appearance  amongst  them,  too, 
was  rapturously  welcomed.  I  was  already 
a  celebrity  ;  an^d  I  felt  that  amidst  the  solt 
glances  and  beaming  smiles  arounil  nu',  I 
had  but  to  choose  out  her  whom  I  would 
distinguish  by  my  attentions.  My  mother 
jjind  the  girls'^came  to  me  with  pressing  en- 
treaties to  take  out  the  beautiful  Countess 
de  B.,  or  to  be  presented  to  the  charming 
Marchioness  of  X.  'J'here  was  a  Dowager 
Archduchess  who  vouchsafed  to  know  me. 
[Miss  Somebody,  with  I  forget  how  many 
I  millions  in  the" funds,  told  Mary  Anne  she 
might  introduoo  me.  Already  the  master 
I  of  the  ceremonies  came  to  know  if  I  pre- 
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forrctl  a  mazurka  or  a  waltz.  The  world 
was,  so  to  sa}',  at  my  feet ;  and,  as  is  usual 
at  such  moments,  I  kicked  it  for  being 
there.  In  plain  English,  Bob,  I  saw  notli- 
ing  in  all  that  bright  and  brilliant  crowd 
but  scheming  mammas  and  designing 
daughters — a  universal  distrust — an  utter 
disbelief  in  everything  and  everybody  had 
got  hold  of  me.  Whatever  I  couldn't  ex- 
plain, I  discredited.  The  ringlets  inight 
be  false  ;  the  carnation  miglit  be  rouge  ; 
the  gentle  timidity  of  manner  might  be  the 
cat-like  slyness  of  the  tiger;  the  artless 
gayety  of  heart,  the  practiced  coquetry  of 
a  flirt — ay,  the  very  symmetry  that  seemed 
perfection,  might  it  not  be  the  staymaker's ! 
Play  had  utterly  corrupted  me,  and  there 
was  not  one  healthy  feeling,  one  manly 
thought,  or  one  generous  impulse  left  with- 
in me!  I  left  the  room  a  few  minutes  after 
I  entered  it.  I  neither  danced  nor  got 
presented  to  any  one  ;  but  after  one  loung- 
ing stroll  through  the  salons,  I  quitted  the 
place,  as  though  there  was  not  one  to 
know,  not  one  to  speak  to !  I  liave  more 
than  once  witnessed  the  performance  of 
this  polite  process  by  another.  I  have 
watched  a  fellow  making  the  tour  of  a 
company,  with  a  glass  stuck  in  his  eye, 
and  his  hand  thrust  in  his  pocket.  I  have 
tracked  him  as  he  passed  on  from  group 
to  group,  examining  the  guests  with  the 
same  coolness  he  bestowed  on  the  china, 
and  smiling  his  little  sardonic  appreciation 
of  whatever  struck  him  as  droll  or  ridicu- 
lous ;  and  when  he  has  retired,  it  has  been 
all  I  could  do  not  to  follow  him  out,  and 
kick  him  down  the  stairs  at  his  departure. 
I  have  no  doubt  that  my  conduct  on  this 
occasion  must  have  inspired  similiar  senti- 
ments ;  nor  have  I  any  hesitation  in  avow- 
ing tliat  they  were  well  merited. 

When  I  reached  the  open  air,  I  felt  a 
delicious  sense  of  relief.  It  was  so  still,  so 
calm,  so  tranquil  !  a  bright  starlit  sum- 
mer's night,  with  here  and  there  a  mur- 
muring of  low  voices,  a  gentle  laugh,  heard 
anionst  the  trees,  and  the  rustling  sounds 
of  silk  di'apery  brushing  through  the 
alleys, — all  those  little  suggestive  tokens 
that  bring  up  one's  reminiscences  of 

Those  odorous  hours 

In  jasmine  bowers, 

Or  under  the  linden-tree  ! 

But  they  only  came  for  a  second,  Bob,  and 
they  left  not  a  trace  behind  them.  The 
monotonous  rubric  of  the  croupier  rang 
ever  through  my  brain — "  Faites  votre  Jeu, 
Messieurs!"  —  "Messieurs,  faites  votre 
jeu  !"  The  table,  the  lights,  the  glitter- 
ing gold,  the  clank  of  the  rake,  were  all 


before  me,  and  I  set  of?  at  full  speed  to  the 
hotel,  to  fetch  more  money,  and  resume 
my  play. 

I'll  not  weary  you  with  a  detail,  at  every 
step  of  which  I  know  that  your  condem- 
nation tracks  me.  I  re-entered  the  play- 
room, secretly  and  cautiously  ;  I  approached 
the  table  stealthily  ;  1  hoped  to  escape  all 
observation  —  at  least,  for  a  time;  and 
with  this  object  I  betted  small  sums,  and 
attracted  no  notice.  My  luck  varied  : 
now,  inclining  on  this  side;  now,  to  that. 
Fortune  seemed  as  though  in  a  half-capri- 
cious mood,  and,  as  it  were,  undetermined 
how  to  treat  me.  "  This  comes  of  my  own 
miserable  timidity,"  thought  I ;  "  when  I 
was  bold  and  courageous,  she  favored  me. 
It  is  the  same  in  everything.  To  win,  one 
must  venture." 

There  was  a  vacant  place  in  front  of  me  ; 
a  young  Hungarian  had  just  quitted  it, 
having  lost  his  last  "  louis."  I  immedi- 
ately took  it.  The  card  on  which  he  had 
been  marking  the  chances  of  the  game  still 
lay  there.  I  took  it  up,  and  saw  that  he 
had  been  playing  most  rashly  ;  that  no 
luck  could  possibly  have  carried  a  man 
safely  through  such  a  system  as  he  had 
followed. 

I  must  let  you  into  a  little  secret  of  this 
game.  Bob,  and  do  not  be  incredulous  of 
my  theory,  because  my  own  case  is  a  sorry 
illustration  of  it.  Wliere  all  men  fail  at 
rouge-et-noir,  is  from  temper.  The  loser 
makes  tremendous  efforts  to  repair  liis 
losses ;  the  winner  grows  cautious  with 
success,  and  diminishes  his  stake.  Now 
the  wise  course  is,  to  play  low,  when  you 
see  fate  against  you,  and  back  your  luck  to 
the  very  limit  of  the  bank.  You  ask,  per- 
haps, "  How  are  you  to  ascertain  either 
of  these  facts  ?  What  evidence  have  you 
that  fortune  is  with  or  against  you  ?  "  As 
you  are  not  a  gambler,  I  cannot  exjdain 
this  to  you.  It  is  part  of  the  masonry  of 
the  play-table,  and  every  one  who  risks 
heavily  on  a  chance  knows  well  what  are 
the  instincts  that  guide  him. 

I  own  to  you,  that  though  well  aware  of 
these  facts,  and  thoroughly  convinced  that 
they  form  the  only  rules  of  jihiy,  I  soon 
forgot  them  in  the  excitement  of  the  game, 
and  betted  on,  as  caprice,  or  rather  as  pas- 
sion dictated.  We  Irisii  are  bad  stuff  for 
gamblers.  We  have  the  bull-dog  resist- 
ance of  the  Englishman — his  stern  resolve 
not  to  be  beaten — but  we  have  none  of  his 
caution  nor  reserve.  AVe  are  as  impas- 
sioned as  the  men  of  the  South,  but  avo 
are  destitute  of  that  intense  selfishness 
that  never  suffers  an  Italian  to  peril  his 
all.     In  fact,  as  an  old  Belgian  said  to  me 
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one  night,  we  make  bad  winners  and  worse 
losers  ;  too  Javish  in  one  cise,  too  reckless 
in  the  otiier. 

I  am  not  scckini^  cxcnses  for  my  failure 
in  my  nationality.  I  accept  the  whole 
l)lame  on  my  own  shoulders.  With  com- 
mon prudence  I  might  have  arisen  that 
niglit  a  large  winner  ;  so  it  was,  I  left  the 
table  with  a  loss  of  nigli  three  thousand 
jiounds.  Just  fancy  it,  ]>olj — live  thou- 
sand pounds  ])oorer  than  when  I  strolled 
out  after  luncheon.  A  sum  sufficient  to 
have  started  me  splendidly  in  some  career 
- — the  army,  for  instance — gone  without 
enjoyment,  even  without  credit  ;  for  al- 
ready the  critics  were  busily  employed  in 
analyzing  my  "play,"  which  tlujy  unani- 
mously pronounced  ''badly  reasoned  and 
contemptible."  There  remained  to  me 
still — at  liome  in  the  hotel,  fortunately — 
about  eight  hundred  jiounds  of  my  former 
winnings,  and  I  passed  the  night  canvass- 
ing witli  myself  what  I  should  do  with 
these.  Three  or  four  weeks  back  I  had 
never  given  a  second  thought  to  the  mat- 
ter ;  indeed,  it  would  never  have  entered  my 
head  to  risk  such  a  sum  at  play  ;  but  now, 
the  habit  of  winning  and  losing  heavy 
wagers,  the  alternations  of  affluence  and 
want,  had  totally  mastered  all  the  calmer 
properties  of  reason,  and  I  could  entertain 
the  notion  without  an  effort.  I'll  not  tire 
you  Avith  my  reasonings  on  this  subject. 
Probal)]y  you  would  scarcely  dignify  them 
with  the  name.  They  all  resolved  them- 
selves into  this  :  ''If  I  did  not  play,  I'd 
never  win  back  what  I  lost ;  if  I  did,  I 
might."  My  mind  once  made  np  to  this, 
I  began  to  plot  how  I  should  proceed  to 
execute  it.  I  resolved  to  enter  the  room 
next  day  just  as  the  table  opened,  at 
twelve  o'clock.  Tlic  players  who  fre- 
quented the  room  at  that  hour  were  a 
few  straggling,  poor-looking  people,  who 
usually  coml)ined  together  to  make  up  the 
solitary  crown-piece  they  wished  to  ven- 
ture. Of  course  I  had  no  acquaintances 
amongst  them,  and,  therefore,  should  be 
free  from  all  the  embarrassing  restraints 
of  observation  by  my  intimates.  My  judg- 
ment Avould  be  calmer,  my  head  cooler, 
and,  in  fact,  I  could  devote  myself  to  the 
game  with  all  my  energies  nncramped  and 
unimpeded. 

Sharp  to  tiio  moment  of  the  clock  strik- 
ing twelve,  I  entered  the  room.  One  of 
the  croupiers  was  talking  to  a  peasant-girl 
at  the  window.  The  other,  seated  on  a 
table  was  reading  the  newspaper.  They 
both  looked  astonished  at  seeing  me,  but 
bowed  respectfully,  not,  however,  making 
any  motion   to   assume   their  accustomed 


places,  since  it  never  occurred  to  them 
that  I  could  have  come  to  play  at  such  an 
hour  of  the  morning.  A  little  grou}),  of 
the  very  "seediest"  exterior,  was  waiting 
respectfully  for  when  it  might  1)e  the  crou- 
piers' pleasure  to  begin,  but  the  function- 
aries never  deigned  to  notice  them. 

"At  what  hour  are  the  tables  opened?" 
asked  I,  as  if  for  information. 

"At  noon,  Monsieur  le  Comte,"said  one 
of  the  croupiers,  folding  up  his  i)aper,  and 
producing  the  keys  of  the  strong-box  ; 
"  but,  except  these  wortliy  people  " — this 
he  said  with  a  most  contemjttuous  air  of 
compassion — "  we  have  no  i)layers  till  four, 
or  even  five,  of  the  afternoon." 

"  Come,  then,"  said  I,  taking  a  seat, 
'•I'll  set  the  virtuous  fasliion  of  early 
hours.  There  go  twenty  naps,  for  a  be- 
ginning." 

The  dealer  shuffled  the  cards.  I  cut 
them,  and  we  began.  We,  I  say  ;  because 
I  was  the  only  player,  the  little  knot  of 
humble  folk  gathering  around  me  in  mute 
astonishment,  and  wondering  what  mil- 
lionaire they  had  before  them.  If  I  had 
not  been  too  deeply  engaged  in  the  inter- 
est of  the  game,  I  should  have  experienced 
the  very  highest  degree  of  entertainment 
from  the  remarks  and  comments  of  the 
by-standers,  who  all  sympathized  with  me. 
and  made  common  cause  against  the  bank. 

Some  of  them  were  peasants,  some  were 
small  sho})kee])ers  from  distant  towns — the 
police  regulations  exclude  all  mitives  of 
Baden,  it  being  the  grand-ducal  i)olicy  only 
to  pillage  the  foreigner — and  one.  a  half- 
starved,  <lecrcpit  old  fellow,  had  been  a 
professor  of  something  somewhere,  and 
turned  out  of  his  uniTersity  to  starve  for 
having  broached  some  libenil  doctrines  in 
a  lecture.  He  it  was  who  watched  me  with 
most  eager  intensity,  following  every  alter- 
nation of  my  game  with  a  card  and  a  pin. 
At  the  end  of  about  an  hour  I  was  winner 
of  something  more  than  two  -hundred 
pounds,  and  1  sat  betting  on,  my  haliitual 
stake  of  five,  or  sometimes  ten,  "  naps." 
each  time. 

"  Get  up  and  go  away  now,"  whispered 
the  old  man  in  my  ear.  *'  You  have  done 
enough  for  once — gained  more  in  this  brief 
hour  than  ever  I  did  in  any  two  years  of 
iuird  labor." 

'•  At  what  trade  did  you  work  ?"  asked 
I,  without  raising  my  head  from  my  game. 

"  ]\Iy  faculty  Avas'^  the  '  Pandects,'"  re- 
plied lie,  gravely  ;  *'  but  I  lectured  in  pri- 
vate on  histol-v,  ])hiloIoirv.  and  chemis- 
try." "  •     "■ 

Shocked  at  the  rudeness  of  my  question 
to  one  in  his  station,  I  muttered  some  half 
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intelligible  excuse  ;  but  ho  did  not  seem  to 
suspect  any  occasion  for  apology — never 
recognizing  that  he  ^\\\o  labored  with  liead 
could  arrogate  over  liim  who  toiled  witli 
his  hands. 

"There,  I  told  you  so,"  broke  he  in, 
suddenly.  "  You  will  lose  all  back  again. 
You  play  rashly.  The  runs  of  the  game 
have  been  '  triplets,'  and  you  bet  on  to  the 
fourth  time  of  passing." 

"So,  then,  you  understand  it  !"  said  T, 
smiling,  and  still  making  my  stake  as  be- 
fore. 

•''Let  the  deal  pass— ^don't  bet  now," 
whispered  he,  eagerly. 

*' ilcrr  Ephraim,  1  have  warned  you  al- 
ready," cried  tlie  croupier,  ''  that  if  you 
persist  in  disturbing  the  gentlemen  Avho 
DJay  here,  you  will  be  removed  by  the  po- 
lice." 

The  woi'd  police — so  dreadful  to  all  Ger- 
man ears — made  the  old  man  t  remble  from 
iiead  to  foot  ;  and  he  bowed  twice  or  thrice 
in  hurried  submission,  and  protested  that 
he  would  be  more  cautious  in  future. 

'^  You  certainly  do  not  exhibit  such 
signs  of  good  fortune  on  your  own  per- 
son," said  the  croupier,  "  tliat  should  enti- 
tle you  to  advise  and  counsel  otiiers." 

'* Quite  true,  Herr  Croupier,"  iissented 
he,  with  an  attempt  to  smile. 

''Besides  that,  if  you  reckon  upon  the 
count's  good-nature  to  give  you  a  trifle 
Avhen  the  game  is  over,  you'll  certainly 
merit  it  l)eoter  by  silence  and  respect  now." 

The  old  man's  face  became  deep  scarlet, 
and  then  as  suddenly  pale.  He  made  an 
effort  to  say  something,  but  though  his 
hands  gesticulated,  and  his  lips  moved,  no 
sounds  were  audible,  and  with  a  faint  sigh 
he  tottered  back  and  leaned  against  the 
wall.  I  sprang  up  and  placed  him  in  a 
chair,  and,  seeing  that  he  was  overcome  by 
weakness,  I  called  for  Avine,  and  hastily 
poured  a  glassful  down  his  throat.  I  could 
not  induee  him  to  take  a  second,  and  he 
seemed,  while  expressing  his  gratitude,  to 
be  impatient  to  get  away  and  leave  the 
place. 

"  Shall  I  see  you  home,  Herr  Ephraim  ?  " 
said  I  ;  "will  you  allow  me  to  accompany 
you  ?  " 

"  On  no  account,  Herr  Graf,"  said  he, 
giving  me  the  title  he  had  heard  the  crou- 
pier address  me  by.  '•  I  can  go  alone  ;  I 
am  quite  able,  and — I  prefer  it." 

"But  you  are  too  weak,  far  too  weak  to 
venture  by  yourself — is  he  not  so?"  said 
I.  turning  to  the  croupier  to  corroborate 
my  words.  A  strahgely  significant  rais- 
ing of  the  eyebrow,  a  sort  of — I  know 
not    what — meaning,    was    all    the    reply 


he  made  mo  ;  and  lialf  ashamed  of  the  pos- 
sibility of  being  made  the  dupe  of  some 
])racticed  impostor,  I  drew  nigh  the  table 
for  an  explanation. 

"What  is  it?  what  do  you  mean?" 
asked  I,  eagerly. 

A  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  and  a  look  of 
pity,  was  his  answer. 

"  Is  he  a  hyi^ocrite  ? — is  he  a  cheat  ?  " 
asked  I. 

"Perhaps  not  exactly  that,''  said  he, 
shuffling  the  cards. 

"A  drunkard — does  he  drink,  then?" 
asked  I. 

"  I  have  never  heard  so,"  said  he. 

"Then  what  has  he  done? — what  is 
he?"  cried  I,  impatiently. 

He  made  a  sign  for  me  to  come  close, 
and  then  whispered  in  my  ear  what  I  have 
just  told  you,  only  with  a  voice  full  of 
holy  horror  at  the  crime  of  a  man  who  had 
dared  to  have  an  opinion  not  in  accord- 
ance with  that  of  a  police  prefect !  That 
he — a  man  of  hard  study  and  deep  reading 
— should  venture  to  draw  other  lessons 
from  history  than  those  taught  at  drum- 
heads by  corporals  and  pettv  officers  I 

"Is  that  all  ?— is  that  all?"  asked  I. 
indignantly. 

"All!  all!"  exclaimed  he;  "do  you 
want  more  ?  " 

"  Why,  these  things  may  i)ossibly  inter- 
est police  spies,  but  they  have  no  imagina- 
ble concern  for  me." 

"That  is  precisely  what  they  have  sir," 
said  he,  hastily,  and  in  a  still  more  cau- 
tious tone.  "  You  could  not  shoAV  that 
miserable  man  a  kindness  without  its  at- 
tracting the  attention  of  the  authorities. 
They  never  could  be  brought  to  believe 
mere  humanity  was  the  motive,  and  they 
would  seek  for  some  explanation  more 
akin  to  their  daily  habits.  As  an  English- 
man, I  know  your  custom  is  to  treat  these 
things  haughtily,  and  make  every  personal 
insult  of  this  kind  a  national  question  ; 
but  the  inconvenience  of  this  course  will 
track  you  over  the  whole  continent.  Your 
passport  Avill  be  demanded,  here — permis- 
sion refused  you  to  remain,  there.  At  one 
town  your  luggage  will  be  scrutinized — at 
another,  your  letters  opened.  I  conclude 
you  come  abroad  to  enjoy  yourself.  Is  this 
"the  way  to  do  it  ?  At  all  events  he  is  gone 
now,"  added  he,  looking  down  the  room, 
"and  let's  think  no  more  of  him.  Mes- 
sieurs, faites  votre  jeu,"  and  once  more 
rang  out  the  burden  of  that  monotonous 
injunction  to  ruin  and  beggary  I 

I  wasn't  exactly  in  the  mood  for  high 
play  at  the  moment :  on  the  contrary,  my 
thoughts  were  with  poor  Ephraim  and  his 
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sorrows  ;  but,  for  very  ])ride'3  sake,  I  was 
obliged  to  seem  indifferent  and  at  ease. 
For  1  must  tell  you,  Woh,  this  cold,  im- 
passive bearing  is  tlie  high  breeding  of  the 
play-table,  and  to  transgress  it,  even  for 
an  instant,  is  a  gross  breach  of  good  man- 
ners. 1  have  told  you  my  mind  was  pre- 
occupied ;  the  results  were  soon  manifest 
in  my  phiy.  Every  "coup"'  was  ill-timed. 
I  was  always  on  the  wrong  color,  and  lost 
without  intermission. 

"'L'his  is  not  your  'beau  moment,'  Mon- 
sieur le  comte,"  said  the  croupier  to  me, 
as  he  raked  in  a  stake  I  had  suffered  to 
quadruple  itself  by  remaining.  "  1  should 
almost  say,  wait  for  another  time  ! " 

'Mlad  you  said  so  half  an  hour  ago," 
replied  I,  bitterly,  ''the  counsel  might 
have  been  Avorth  heeding.  There  go'es  the 
last  of  twenty  thousand  francs."  And 
there  it  did  go.  Bob  !  swept  in  by  the  same 
remorseless  hand  that  gathered  all  I  pos- 
sessed. 

I  lingered  for  a  few  moments,  half 
stunned.  I  felt  like  one  that  requires 
some  seconds  to  recover  from  the  effects 
of  a  severe  blow,  but  wlio  feels  conscious 
that  with  time  he  shall  rally  and  be  him- 
self again.  After  that  I  strolled  out  into 
the  open  air,  lighted  my  cigar,  and  turned 
off  into  a  steep  path  that  led  up  the  moun- 
tain side,  under  the  cover  of  a  dense  pine 
forest.  I  w;ilked  for  hours,  without  no- 
ticing the  way  at  either  side  of  me,  and  it 
was  only  when,  overcome  with  thirst  I 
stooped  to  drink  at  a  little  fountain,  that 
1  perceived  I  had  crossed  over  the  crest  of 
the  mountain,  and  gained  a  little  glen  at 
its  foot,  watered  by  what  I  guessed,  must 
be  a  capital  fishing  stream.  Indeed,  I 
had  not  long  to  speculate  on  this  point, 
for,  a  few  hundred  yards  off,  I  beheld  a 
man  standing  knee-deep  in  the  water,  over 
which  he  threw  his  line,  with  that  easy 
motion  of  the  wrist  that  bespeaks  the  an- 
gler. 

I  must  toll  you  that  the  sight  of  a  fly- 
fisher  is  so  far  interesting  abroad,  that  it 
is  only  practiced  by  the  English  ;  ami  al- 
thougJK  Heaven  knows,  there  is  no  scarci- 
ty of  them  in  town  and  cities,  the  moment 
you  wander  in  the  least  out  of  the  beaten, 
frequented  track  of  travel,  you  rejoice  to 
see  your  countryman.  1  m:ide  toward 
him,  therefore,  at  once,  to  ask.  what  sport 
ho  had,  aiui  came  u[)  just  as  he  had  landed 
a  good-sized  fish. 

'*I  see,  sir,"  said  I,  "  that  the  fish  are 
not  so  strong  as  in  our  waters.  You'd 
have  given  that  fellow  twenty  minutes 
more  play,  had  he  been  in  a  Highland 
tarn." 


i  "Grin  that  brisk  little  river  at  Dods- 
boi-ough,"  r('j)lied  he,  laughing  ;  and  turn- 
ing I'ound  at  the  same  tiine  to  salute  me, 
I  perceived  that  it  was  Captain  Morris. 
You  may  remember  him  being  quartered 
at  liruff,  about  two  years  ago,  and  having 
had  some  altercation  with  my  governor  on 
some  magisterial  topics,  xle  was  never 
much  to  my  taste.  I  thought  him  some- 
what of  a  military  prig,  very  stiff  and  staiid 
off,  but  whether  it  was  the  shooting-jacket 
vice  the  red  coat,  or  change  of  ])lace  and 
scene,  I  know  not,  but  now,  he  seemed  far 
more  companionable  than  I  could  liave 
thought  him.  He  was  a  ca])ital  angler  too, 
and  spoke  of  shooting  and  deer-stalking 
like  one  passionately  fond  of  them.  I  felt 
half  ashamed  at  first,  when  he  asked  me 
my  opinion  of  the  trout  streams  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  it  was  only  as  we 
warmed  up,  that  I  owned  to  the  kind  of 
life  I  had  been  leading  at  Baden,  and  the 
consequences  it  had  entailed. 

"Fortunately  for  me,  in  one  sense," 
said  ho,  laughing,  "\  have  always  been  too 
poor  a  man  to  play  at  anything  ;  and  chess, 
which  excludes  all  idea  of  money,  is  the 
only  giime  I  know.  ]iut  of  this  J  am  quite 
sure,  that  the  worst  of  gambling  is  neither 
the  time  nor  the  money  lost  upon  it ;  it  is 
the  sim]ile  fact  that,  if  you  ever  win,  from 
that  moment  forth  you  are  unfitted  to  the 
])ursuits  by  which  men  earn  their  liveli- 
hood. The  slow,  careworn  paths  of  daily 
industry  become  insufferable  to  him  who 
can  compass  a  year's  labor  by  the  turn  of 
a  die.  Enrich  yourself  but  once — only 
once— at  the  i)lay-tal)le,  and  try  then  what 
it  is  to  follow  any  career  of  ])atient  toil." 

He  had  seen,  he  said,  many  e.ximiples  of 
tliis  in  his  own  i-egiment  ;  some  of  the  very 
finest  fellows  had  been  ruined  by  phi}',  for, 
as  he  remarked,  "it  is  strange  enough, 
there  are  few  vices  so  debasing,  and  yet 
the  natures  and  temperaments  most  open 
to  the  seduction  of  the  gaming-table  are 
very  far  from  being  those  originally  de- 
graded." I  suppose  that  his  tone  of  con- 
versation chimed  in  Avell  with  my  thoughts 
at  that  moment,  for  I  listeni'd  fo  all  he  said 
with  deep  interest,  and  willingly  accepted 
his  invitation  to  eat  some  of  his  morning's 
s])ort  at  a  little  cottage,  where  he  lived, 
hard  by.  He  had  taken  it  for  the  season, 
and  was  staying  there  with  his  mother,  a 
cliarming  old  lady,  who  welcomed  me  with 
great  cordiality. 

I  dined  and  passed  the  evening  with 
them.  I  don't  remember  when  I  spent  one 
so  much  to  my  satisfaction,  for  there  was 
something  more  than  courtesy — something 
beyond  mere   politeness  in   their  manner 
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toward  me  ;  and  I  could  observe  in  any 
chance  allusion  to  the  girls,  there  was  a 
degree  of  real  interest  that  almost  savored 
of  friendship.  There  was  but  one  point  on 
which  i  did  not  tlioroughly  go  with  Morris, 
and  that  was  about  Tiverton.  On  tiiat  I 
found  him  full  of  the  commonest  and  most 
vulgar  prejudices,  lie  owned  that  there  was 
no  ac(piaintanceship  between  tiiem,  and 
therefore  I  was  able  to  attribute  much,  if 
not  all,  of  his  im|)ressions  to  erroneous  in- 
formation. Now  I  knowGeoi'ge  intimate- 
ly— nobody  can  know  him  l)etter.  He  is 
what  they  call  in  the  world  "  a  loose  fish." 
He's  not  overburdened  with  strict  notions, 
or  rigid  principles  ;  he'd  tell  you  himself, 
that  to  be  encumbered  Avitli  either  would 
be  like  entering  for  a  rowing-match  in  a 
strnit  waistcoat ;  but  he  is  a  fellow  to  share 
his  last  shilling  with  a  friend — thcoughly 
generous  and  free-hearted.  These  are  qual- 
ities, however,  that  men  like  Morris  liold 
cheap.  They  seem  to  argue  that  nobody 
stands  in  need  of  such  attributes.  1  differ 
with  them  there,  totally.  My  notion  is, 
that  shipwreck  is  so  common  a  thing  in 
life,  it  is  always  pleasant  to  think  that  a 
friend  can  throw  you  a  spare  hencoop  when 
you're  sinking. 

We  cluitted  till  the  night  closed  in,  and 
then,  as  the  moon  got  up,  Morris  strolled 
with  me  to  within  a  mile  of  Baden.. 

"  There  !  "  said  he,  pointing  to  the  little 
village,  now  all  spangled  with  its  starry 
lights — ''there  lies  the  fatal  spot  that  has 
blighted  many  a  hope,  and  made  many  a 
heart  a  ruin  !  I  wish  you  were  miles  away 
from  it  !  " 

"It  cannot  injure  me  much  now,"  said 
I,  laughing  ;  ''I  am  as  regularly  'cleaned 
out '  as  a  poor  old  professor  I  met  there 
this  morning,  Herr  Ephraim. " 

"Not  Ephraim  Gauss  ?  "  asked  he. 
'•'  Did  you  meet  liimV 

'•  If  that  bo  his  name,  a  small,  mean- 
looking  man,  with  a  Avliite  beard — " 

"  One  of  the  first  men  in  Germany — the 
greatest  civilian — the  most  learned  orien- 
talist— and  a  man  of  almost  universal  at- 
tainment in  science — tell  me  of  him.*' 

I  told  him  the  little  incident  I  have  al- 
ready related  to  you,  and  mentioned  the 
caution  given  to  me  by  the  croupier. 

'■'  Whicli  is  not  the  less  valuable,"  broke 
he  in,  "  because  he  who  gave  it  is  himself 
a  paid  spy  of  the  police." 

I  started,  and  he  went  on, 

"Yes,  it  is  perfectly  true  ;  and  the  ad- 
vice he  gave  you  was  both  good  and  well 
intended.  These  men  who  act  as  the 
croupiers  are  always  in  the  pay  of  the  po- 
lice.    Their  position  affords  them  the  very 


best  and  safest  means  of  obtaining  infor- 
nuition  ;  they  see  everybody,  and  they  hear 
an  immensity  of  gossip.  Still,  it  is  not 
their  interest  that  the  English,  who  form 
the  great  majority  of  play-victims,  should 
be  excluded  from  places  of  gambling  re- 
sort. With  them,  they  would  lose  a  great 
part  of  their  income  ;  for  this  reason  he 
gave  you  that  warning,  and  it  is  by  no 
means  to  be  despised  or  undervalued." 

Atlength  we  parted,  he  to  return  over  the 
mountain  to  his  cottage,  and  I,  to  continue 
my  way  to  the  hotel. 

"At  least  ])romise  me  one  thing"  said 
he,  as  he -shook  my  hand:  "you'll  not 
venture  down  yonder  to-night  ;  "  and  he 
pointed  to  the  great  building  where  the 
play  wenr  forward,  now  brilliant  in  all  its 
illumination. 

"That's  easily  done,"  said  I,  laughing, 
"if  you  mean  as  regards  ]'»lay. " 

"it  is  as  regards  play,  I  say  it,"  replied 
he  ;  '•  for  the  rest,  I  suppose  you'll  not  in- 
cur much  hazard." 

"I  say  that  the  pledge  costs  little  sacri- 
fice ;  I  have  no  money  to  Avager." 

"All  the  better,  at  least  for  the  present. 
My  advice  to  you  would  be,  take  your  rod, 
or,  if  you  haven't  one,  take  one  of  mine, 
and  set  out  for  a  week  or  ten  days  up  the 
valley  of  the  'Moorg.'  You'll  have  plenty 
of  fishing,  pretty  scenery,  and,  above  all, 
quiet  and ,  tranquility  to  compose  your 
mind  and  recover  your  faculties  after  all 
this  fevered  excitement." 

He  continued  to  urge  this  plan  upon  me 
with  considerable  show  of  reason,  and  such 
success,  that  as  I  shook  his  hand  for  the 
last  time  it  was  in  a  promise  to  carry  out 
the  scheme.  He'd  have  gone  with  me 
himself,  he  said,  but  that  he  could  not 
leave  his  mother,  even  for  a  few  days  ;  and. 
indeed,  this  I  scarcely  regretted,  because, 
to  own  the  honest  fact,  my  dear  Boh,  I  felt 
that  there  was  a  terrible  gulf  between  us 
in  fifty  matters  of  thought  and  opinion  ; 
and,  what  was  worse,  I  saw  that  he  was 
more  often  in  the  right  than  myself.  Now, 
wise  notions  of  life,  prudent  resolves,  and 
sage  aphorisms,  are  certain  to  come  some 
time  or  other  to  everybody  ;  but  I'd  as 
soon  think  of  "getting  uji"  wrinkles  and 
crows'  feet  as  of  assuming  them,  at  one- 
and-twenty.  I  know  at  least  that's  Tiver- 
ton's theory,  and  he,  it  can't  be  denied, 
does  understand  the  world  as  well  as  most 
men.  Not  that  I  do  not  like  Morris  ;  on 
the  contrary,  I  am  sure  he  is  an  excellent 
fellow,  and  worthy  of  all  respect,  but  some- 
how he  doesn't  "go  along,"  Bob  ;  he's — as 
we  used  to  say  of  a  clumsy  horse  in  heavy 
ground — "he's  sticky."     But  I'm  not  go- 
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ing  to  abuse  him,  and  parLicuhirly  at  the 
mornout  when  I  um  indebted  to  his  friend- 
ship. 

When  I  reached  the  liotel  I  was  so  full 
of  my  plan  that  I  sent  for  the  landlord, 
and  asked  him  to  convert  all  my  goods  and 
chattels,  live  and  dead,  into  ready  cash. 
After  a  brief  and  rather  hot  discussion  the 
scoundrel  agreed  to  give  me  two  hundred 
'*  naps."  for  what  woi.Id  have  been  cheap 
at  twelve.  No  matter,  thought  I,  I'll  make 
an  end  of  liaden,  and  if  ever  I  set  foot  in 
it  again — 

"Come,  out  with  the  cash,  ^faster  Mid- 
ler," cried  1,  impatient  to  be  off,  "I'm 
sick  of  this  ])lacc,  and  hope  never  to  set 
eyes  on't  more  !  " 

"Ah,  the  '  Ilerr  Graf  is  going  away 
then?"  said  he,  in  some  surprise.  "And 
the  ladies,  are  they,  too,  about  to  leave  ?" 

"I  know  notiiing  about  their  intentions, 
nor  have  you  any  business  to  make  the  in- 
fjuiry,"  replied  I  ;  *' pay  this  money,  and 
make  an  end  of  it." 

He  muttered  something  about  doing  the 
thing  regularly,  not  having  "so  much 
gold  by  him,"  and  so  on,  ending  with  a 
promise  that  in  half  an  hour  I  should  have 
the  cash  sent  to  my  room. 

I  accordingly  hurried  npstairs  to  put 
away  my  traps.  My  mother  and  the  girls 
had  already  gone  out  for  the  evening,  so 
that  I  wrote  a  few  lines  to  say  that  I  was 
off  for  a  week's  fishing,  but  would  be  back 
by  Wednesday.  I  had  just  finished  my 
short  dispatcli,  when  the  landlord  entered 
with  a  slip  of  paper  in  one  hand  and  a  can- 
vas bag  of  money  in  the  other. 

"This  is  the  inventory  of  the  goods, 
Herr  Graf,  which  you  will  please  assign 
over  to  me,  by  affixing  your  signatui-e." 

I  wrote  it  at  once. 

"  This  is  my  little  account  for  your  ex- 
•  penses  at  the  hotel,"  said  he,  presenting  a 
hateful-looking  strip  of  a  foot  and  a  half 
long. 

"Another  time — no  leisure  for  looking 
over  that  now  !"  said  I,  angrily. 

"Whenever  you  please,  Ilerr  Graf," 
said  he,  with  the  same  imperturbable  man- 
ner. "You  will  find  it  all  correct,  I'm 
sure.  This  is  the  balance!"  And  oi)en- 
ing  the  bag  he  poured  forth  some  gold  and 
silver,  which,  when  counted,  made  up 
twent3^-seven  napoleons,  fourteen  francs. 

"And  what's  this?"  cried  I,  almost 
boiling  over  with  rage. 

"  Your  balance,  Herr  Graf.  All  that  is 
commg  to  you.  If  you  Avill  please  to  look 
here — " 

"  Give  me  up  that  inventory — that  bill  of 
sale,"  cried  I,  perfectly  wild  with  passion. 
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He  only  gave  a  grim  smile,  while,  by  a 
significant  gesture,  he  showed  that  the 
paper  in  fjnestion  was  in  his  breeches- 
pocket.  For  a  second.  Bob,  I  was  so  thor- 
oughly beside  myself  with  passion,  that  I 
determined  to  regain  the  possession  of  it 
by  force.  To  this  end  I  went  to  the  door, 
and  locked  it  ;  but  by  the  time  I  returned 
to  him,  I  found  that  he  had  thrown  up  the 
window  and  addressed  some  words  to  the 
people  in  the  court-yard.  This  brought 
me  to  my  senses,  so  I  counted  over  my 
twenty-seven  naps.,  ])laced  the  bill  on  the 
chimney-piece,  unlocked  the  door,  and 
told  him  to  go  ;  an  injunction  which,  I  as- 
sure you,  he  obeyed  with  such  alacrity, 
that  had  I  been  disposed  to  assist  his  exit 
I  could  not  have  been  in  time  to  do  it. 

For  both  our  sakes  I'll  not  recall  the 
state  of  mind  in  which  this  scene  left  me. 
As  to  going  an  excursion  with  such  a  sum, 
or  rather  with  what  would  have  remained 
of  it,  after  paying  waiters,  portei-s,  and 
sueh-likc,  it  was  too  absurd  to  think  of, 
so  that  I  coolly  put  it  in  my  pocket,  walked 
over  to  the  Rooms,  threw  it  on  the  green 
cloth  of  the  gaming-table — and — lost  it  I 
There  ends  the  episode  of  my  last  fort- 
night's existence — as  dreary  and  disrepu- 
table a  one  as  need  be.  As  to  how  I  liave 
past  the  last  four  days  I'm  not  quite  so 
clear  !  I  have  walked  some  twenty-five  or 
thirty  miles  in  each,  dining  at  little  way- 
side inns,  and  returning  late  at  night  to 
Baden. 

Passing  through  picturcs(pie  glens,  and 
along  mountain  ridges  of  boldest  outline, 
I  have  marked  little.  I  remember  still 
less..  Still,  the  play-fever  is  abating.  I 
can  sleep  without  dreaming  of  the  crou- 
pier's chant,  and  I  awake  Avithout  starting 
at  any  imaginary  loss!  I  feel  as  though 
great  bodily  exertion  and  fatigue  would 
ultimately  antagonize  the  excessive  tension 
.j  of  nerves  too  long  and  too  painfully  on  the 
stretch,  and  I  am  steadily  pursuing  this 
system  for  a  cure. 

When  I  come  home — after  midnight — I 
add  some  pages  to  this  long  epistle,  which 
I  sometimes  doubt  if  I  shall  ever  have 
courage  to  send  you  !  for  there  is  this  poig- 
nant misery  about  one's  play  misfortunes, 
you  never  can  expect  a  friend's  sympathy, 
no  matter  how  severe  your  sufferings  be. 
The  losses  at  play  are  thoroughly  selfish 
ills — they  appeal  to  nothing  for  consola- 
tion ! 

You  will  have  remarked  how  I  have 
avoided  all  mention  of  the  family  in  this 
epistle.  The  truth  is,  I  scarcely  ever  see 
my  mother  or  3Iary  Anne.  Caroline  oc- 
casionally comes  to  me  befoi-e  I'm  up  of  a 
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morning;  but  it  is  to  sorrow  over  do- 
mestic griefs  of  one  kind  or  other.  My 
father  is  still  away,  and  strangely  too,  we 
do  not  hear  from  him  ;  and,  in  fact,  we 
are  a  most  ill-ordered,  brokcn-np  house- 
hold, each  going  his  own  road,  and  that 
being — in  almost  every  case,  I  fear — a  bad 
one  ! 

This  recital — if  it  be  ever  destined  to 
come  to  hand — may  possibly  tend  to  i-econ- 
cile  you  to  homo  life,  and  the  want  of 
those  advantages  which  you  are  so  thor- 
oughly convinced  pertain  to  foreign  travel. 
I  know  that  in  my  present  mood  I  am  very 
far  from  being  an  impartial  witness,  and  I 
am  also  aware  that  1  am  o]ien  to  the  re- 
proach of  not  having  cultivated  those  arts 
which  give  to  continental  residence  its 
peculiar  vakie  ;  but  let  me  tell  you.  Bob, 
tiie  ignorance  with  which  I  left  home — tlie 
utter  neglect  of  education  in  youth — left 
me  unable  to  derive  profit  from  what  lay 
so  seemingly  accessible.  You  do  not  plate 
over  cast-iron,  and  the  thin  lacker  of 
.gold  or  silver  would  never  even  hide  the 
base  metal  beneath.  I  haven't  courage  to 
go  over  and  see  Mori-is  ;  and  here  I  live, 
perfectly  isolated  and  coinpanionless. 

Tiverton  writes  me  word  that  he'll  be 
back  in  a  few  days.  He  went  over  to  speak 
on  the  Jew  bill.  He  says  that  his  liberal 
speech  on  that  measure  "stood  to  him" 
very  handsomely  in  Lombard-street.  He 
has  forwarded  the  report  of  his  oration, 
but  I  haven't  read  it.  His  chief  argument 
in  favor  of  admitting  them  into  parliament 
is,  **  There  are  so  few  of  them."  It's  very 
like  the  lady's  plea — of  the  child  being  a 
little  one.  However,  I  don't  think  it  sig- 
nifies much  one  way  or  t'other  ;  biit  it 
seems  strange  to  exclude  men  from  legis- 
lation who  claim  for  their  ancestor  the 
first  lawgiver. 

I  shall  be  all  eagerness  to  hear  what  suc- 
cess you  have  had  for  the  scholarship. 
You  are  a  happy  fellow  to  have  heart  and 
energy  for  an  honorable  ambition  ;  and 
that  you  may  have  'Muck" — for  that  is 
requisite,  too — is  the  sincere  wish  of  your 
attached  friend, 

James  Dodd. 


LETTEE  XXIX. 

CAROLINE  DODD  TO  MISS  COX,  AT   MISS   MIXCIXG's  ACA- 
DEMY,   BLACK   ROCK,    IRELAND. 

The  Moorg  Thai, 

My  dear  Miss  Cox,  —  How  hapjoy 
would  you  be  if  only  seated  in  the  spot 
where  I  now  jvrite  these  lines  !     I  am  at 


an  open  window,  the  sill  of  which  is  a  great 
rock,  all  covered  with  red-brown  moss,  and 
beneath  again,  at  some  thirty  feet  lower, 
runs  the  clear  stream  of  the  Moorg  River, 
Two  gigantic  mountains,  clad  in  pine 
forests  to  the  summits,  inclose  the  valley, 
the  view  of  whicli,  however,  e.xtends  to 
full  two  miles,  showing  little  peeps  of  farm- 
houses and  mills  along  the  river's  bank, 
and  high  upon  a  great  l)old  crag,  the  ducal 
castle  of  Eberstein.  The  day  is  hot  but 
not  sultry,  for  a  light  sun'imer  breeze  is 
playing  over  the  watci',  aiul,  high  up,  the 
clouds  move  slowly  on.  now  casting  broad 
masses  of  mellow  shadow  over  the  deep- 
tinted  forest. 

The  stream  here  falls  over  some  masses 
of  rock  with  a  pleasant  gushing  music, 
that  harmonizes  well  with  the  songs  of 
the  peasant  girls,  who  are  what  we  should 
in  Ireland  call  "  beetling"  their  clothes  in 
the  water.  On  the  opposite  bank  some 
mowers  are  seated  at  their  dinner,  under 
the  shadow  of  a  leafy  horse-chestnut  tree, 
and,  far  away  in  the  distance,  a  wagon  of 
the  newly-cut  hay  is  traversing  the  river  ; 
the  horses  stop  to  drink,  and  the  merry 
children  are  screaming  their  laughter  from 
the  top  of  the  load.  I  hear  them  even 
here. 

That  you  may  learn  where  I  am,  and  how 
I  have  come  hither,  let  me  tell  you  that 
I  am  on  a  visit  with  Mrs.  Morris,  the  mo- 
ther of  Captain  M.,  at  a  little  cottage  they 
have  taken  for  the 'season,  about  twelve 
miles  from  Baden,  in  a  valley  called  the 
Moorg  Thai.  If  its  situation  be  the  very  per- 
fection of  picturesque  choice,  it  c-ontains 
within  quite  enough  of  accommodation  for 
those  who  occupy  it.  The  furniture,  too, 
most  simple  though  it  be,  is  of  that  nice 
old  walnut-wood,  so  bright  and  mellow- 
looking  ;  and  our  little  drawing-room  is 
even  handsomely  ornamented  by  a  richly, 
carved  cabinet  and  a  centre  table,  the 
support  of  which  is  a  grotesque  dwarf 
with  four  heads.  Then  we  have  a  piano, 
a  reasonably  well-filled  book-shelf,  and  a 
painter's  easel,  to  which  I  turn  at  intervals, 
as  I  write,  to  give  a  passing  touch  of  light 
to  those  trees  now  waving  in  the  summer's 
wind,  and  which  I  destine,  when  finished, 
for  my  dear,  dear  governess.  All  the  e.Y- 
ternals  of  rural  life  in  Germany  are  highly 
picturesque — I  might  almost  call  them 
poetic.  The  cottages,  the  costume,  the 
little  phrases  in  use  amongst  the  people, 
their  devotional  offices,  and,  above  all, 
their  music,  make  up  an  ideal  of  country 
life  such  as  I  scarcely  conceived  possible 
to  exist. 

There  is,  too,  I  am  told — for  my  imper- 
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feet  knowledge  of  tlic  language  does  not 
permit  me  to  state  tlie  fact  of  myself — 
an  amount  of  infoi-mation  amongst  the 
peo))le  seldom  found  in  a  similar  class 
throughout  the  rest  of  Europe.  1  do  not 
nu'aii  the  peasantry  here,  but  the  dwellers 
in  the  small  villages— those,  for  instance, 
who  follow  handicrafts  and  small  trades, 
and  who  are  usually  great  readers  and  vei-y 
acute  thinkers.  Denied  almost  entirely 
all  access  to  that  daily  literature  of  ncws- 
l)apors  on  which  our  peojile  feed,  they  fall 
back  upon  a  very  different  class  of  writing, 
and  are  conversant  with  the  works  of  their 
great  prose  and  verse  writers.  Their 
thoughts  arc  thus  idealized  to  a  degree  ; 
they  themselves  become  assuredly  less 
work-a-day  and  practical,  but  their  hopes, 
their  aspirations,  and  their  ambitions,  take 
a  higher  flight  than  we  could  ever  think 

i)ossihle  from  such  humble  resting-places. 
^Irs.  Morris,  who  knew  Germany  many 
years  ago,  tells  me  that  those  fatal  years  of 
'48  and  '49  have  done  them  great  injury. 
Suddenly  called  upon  to  act,  in  events  and 
contingencies  of  which  they  derived  all 
their  knowledge  from  some  parallels  in  re- 
mote history,  they  rushed  into  tlie  excesses 
of  a  mediaeval  period,  as  the  natural  con- 
sequences of  th.e  position  ;  and  all  the 
atrocities  of  bygone  centuries  were  re-en- 
acted by  a  people  who  are  unquestionably 
the  most  docile  and  law-obeying  of  the 
whole  continent.  They  are  now  calming 
down  again,  and  there  is  every  reason  to 
tliink  that,  if  unshaken  by  tronbles  from 
without  or  within,  Germany  will  again  be 
the  happy  land  it  used  to  be. 

Forgive  me,  my  dear  Miss  Cox,  if  I 
grow  tiresome  to  you,  by  a  theme  wdiich 
now  fills  all  my  thoughts,  and  occupies  so 
•much  of  our  daily  talking.  Captain  M. 
has  gone  to  England  on  some  important 
matter  of  business,  and  the  old  lady  is  my 
only  companion. 

Oh,  how  you  would  like  her  !  and  how 
capable  you  would  be  of  appreciating  traits 
and  features  of  her  mind,  of  which  I,  in 
my  insutlicicncy,  can  but  dimly  catch  the 
meaning.  She  is  within  a  year  or  two  of 
eighty,  and  yet  AvitI;  a  freshness  of  heart 
and  a  brightness  of  intellect  tliat  would 
shame  one  of  my  age. 

The  mellow  gayety  of  heart  that,  sur- 
viving all  the  trials  of  life,  lives  on  to 
remote  age,  hopeful  in  the  midst  of  disap- 
pointments, trusting  even  wlien  betrayed, 
is  the  most  caj)tivating  trait  that  can  adorn 
our  poor  nature.  The  spirit  that  can  extract 
its  pleasant  memories  from  the  past,  for- 
getting all  their  bitterness,  is  truly  a 
happy  one.     This  she  seems  to  do,  in  all 


gratitude  for  what  blessings  remain  to  her, 
after  a  life  not  devoid  of  misfortune.  Slie 
is  devotedly  attached  to  her  son,  who,  in 
return,  adores  her.  Probably  no  picture 
of  domestic  affection  is  more  touching 
than  that  subsisting  between  a  man  nli-eady 
j)ast  youth  and  his  aged  and  widoweil 
mother.  'I'he  little  tender  attentions — 
the  watchful  kindnesses  on  both  sides — 
those  gi'aceful  concessions  which  each  knows 
how  and  when  to  make  of  their  ortii  com- 
fort— and,  above  all,  that  blending  of  tastes 
by  which  at  last  each  learns  to  adopt  some 
of  the  other's  likings,  and  even  in  preju- 
dices, to  become  more  companionable. 

To  me,  the  happiness  of  my  present  life 
is  greater  than  I  can  describe  to  you.     The 
peaceful  quietude  of  an  existence  on  which 
no  shocks  obtrude  is  unspeakably  delight- 
ful.    If  the  weather  forbid  us  to  venture 
abroad,  ■which  on  fine  days  we  do  for  hours 
together,  our   home  resoui'ccs  are  numer- 
ous,    'i'he    little    cares    of    a   household, 
amusing   as    they   are,  associated   with  so 
many  little  peculiar  traits  of  nationality, 
help  the  morning  to  pass  ;  after  "whi'ch    I 
draw,   or   write,  or  play,  or  read    aloud, 
mostly  German,  to  the  old  lady.     Whatever 
my  occupaiion,  be  it  at  the  easel,  the  desk, 
or  the  pianoforte,  her  criticisms  are  always 
good   and  just  ;  for,  strange   to  say,  even 
on  subjects  of  which  she  i)rofesses  to  know 
nothing,   there   is   an    instinctive  appreci- 
ation of  the  right  ;  and    this  would  seem 
to  result  from  an   intense  study,  and  deep 
love  of  nature.     She  herself  was  the  first 
to  show  me,  that  this  was  a  charm  which 
the  Bible  possessed  in    the  most  remark- 
able   manner,  and   which    even,  as   litei'a- 
ture,  gave  it  the  most  uncommon  value  in 
the  eyes  of  the  humblest  classes,  who  are 
from  the  very  accidents  of  fortune  the  deep 
students  of  nature.     The  language  whose 
j  illustrations  arc    taken   from    objects  and 
[incidents  that  every  ])easant  can  confirm, 
I  has  a  direct  appeal  to  a  lowh'  heart  ;  and 
j  there  is  a  species  of  flattery  to  his  intelli- 
I  gence  in   the  fact,  that  inspiration   could 
I  not;  typify    more    strongly   its    conception 
j  than  by  analogies  oj^en  to  the  lowliest  son 
\  of  labor. 

j      After  this,  she  ]-)laces  Shakspeare,  whose 

actual  knowledge  is  miraculous,  and  whose 

j  immortality  is  based  upon  that  very  fact. 

since  the  true  will  be  true  to  all  ages  ami 

people  ;  and,   however  men's  minds  may 

jdifPer  about  the  forms  of  expression,  the 

;fact  will  remaiii  imperishable.     According 

j  to    her    theory,     Shakspeare     understood 

human  nature'as  learned  men  do  an  exact; 

!  science — where   certain   results   must  fol- 

i  low    certain    premises    and   combinations 
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inevitably  and  of  necessity.  How  otlier- 
"vvise  explain  that  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  habits  and  modes  of  thought  of 
classes  of  which  lie  never  made  one  ?  How 
account  for  the  delineation  of  kingly  feel- 
ings by  him  who  scarcely  saw  tlie  steps 
of  a  throne  ?  "And  yet,"  said  Mrs.  M., 
-'  Louis  Philip])C  himself  told  me,  th:it 
Shakspeare's  kings  were  as  true  as  his 
lovers.  His  majesty  once  amused  me 
much/'  said  she,  *'by  alluding  to  a  pas- 
sage in  'Hamlet/  which  assuredly  would 
never  have  occurred  to  me  to  notice.  It  is 
where  the  king  and  queen  are  dismissing 
their  attendants  from  further  waiting. 
His  majesty  says,  '  Thanks,  Rozenkrantz, 
and  gentle  Gruildenstern  ;'  on  which  the 
queen  adds,  '  Thanks,  Guildenstern,  and 
gentle  Rosenkrantz.'  '  j^ow,'  said  Louis 
Philippe,  '  one  almost  should  have  been  a 
queen  to  know  that  it  was  needful  to  bal- 
ance the  seeming  preference  of  the  royal 
epithet,  by  inverting  the  phrase.'" 

While  1  ramble  on  thus,  I  may  seem  to 
be  forgetting  the  subjects  on  which  more 
properly  I  onght  to  dwell — home  and  fam- 
ily. Our  pursuit  of  greatness  still  contin- 
ues, my  dear  Miss  Cox.  We  are  deter- 
mined to  be  fine  people  ;  and,  I  suppose, 
after  all,  that  our  short-comings- and  dis- 
appointments are  not  greater  than  usually 
fall  to  the  lot  of  those  who  aspire  to  what 
is  beyond  or  above  them.  In  England  the 
gradations  of  rank  are  as  fixed  as  the 
degrees  of  a  service  ;  and  we,  being  who 
and  what  we  are,  could  no  more  pretend 
to  something  else  than  could  a  subaltern 
pass  off  for  a  colonel  to  his  own  regiment. 
Here,  however,  there  is  a  general  scramble 
for  position,  and  each  seems  to  have  the 
same  privilege  to  call  himself  what  he 
likes,  that  he  exercises  over  the  mere  spell- 
ing of  his  name..  I  judge  this  to  be  tlic 
case  from  the  anecdotes  I  have  heard  in 
society  about  the  count  this,  and  the  baron 
that.  Since  papa's  absence  in  the  interior 
of  Germany,  whither  he  accompanied  Mrs. 
Gore  Hampton,  to  visit,  I  believe,  some 
crowned  head  of  her  acquaintance,  mam- 
ma has  pursued  a  kind  of  royal  progress 
toward  greatness.  Our  style  of  living  has 
been  most  exj)ensive — I  might  almost  call 
it  splendid.  AVe  have  servants,  horses, 
equipage — everything,  in  fact,  that  apper- 
tains to  a  certain  station,  but  one,  and 
that  one  thing  unfortunately  is  the  grand 
requisite  of  all — the  air  that  belongs  to  it. 
The  truth  is,  Miss  Cox,  as  the  old  lawyer 
one  day  said  at  dinner  to  papa,  ''  You 
prove  too  much,  Mr.  Dodd."  That  is 
exactly  what  mamma  is  doing.  She  dresses 
magnificently  for    small    occasions  ;    she 


insists  too  eagerly  upon  what  she  deems 
her  due  ;  and  she  is  far  too  exclusive  with 
respect  to  those  who  seek  her  acquaintance- 
ship. Would  you  believe  it,  that  though 
I  am  permitted  to  accept  the  kind  hospi- 
tality which  I  at  this  moment  enjoy,  it  is 
upon  the  condition  that  neither  mamma 
nor  Mary  Anne  are  to  ''be  dragged  into 
the  mire  of  low  intimacies  ;  "  that  Mrs. 
Morris  is  to  be  "  Gary's  friend."  Proud  am 
I,  indeed,  if  she  will  deign  to  consider  me 
such  ! 

I  must  acknowledge  that  mamma's 
"  Wednesdays  "  collected  all  that  was  high 
and  distinguished  at  Baden.  AVe  had  the 
old  kurfiirst  of  something,  with  a  long 
white  moustache,  and  thirty  orders ;  an 
archduchess  v;ith  a  humpback,  and  a 
mediatized  prince  with  one  eye.  There 
were  generals,  marshals,  ministers,  envoys, 
and  plenipos  without  end — ''your  high- 
ness "  and  "  your  excellency  "  were  house- 
hold words  round  our  tea-table.  But  I 
often  asked  myself.  ''  Are  not  these  great 
folk  playing  off  in  falsehood  the  imposition 
we  are  practicing  upon  them  ?  Ayq  they 
not  laughing  at  the  'Dodds,'  and  their 
thousand  solecisms  in  good  breeding?" 
These  Avould  be  very  nuAvorthy  suspicions 
of  mine  if  I  did  not  feel  convinced  that 
they  were  Avell  founded  ;  but  more  than 
once  have  I  overheard  chance  words  and 
phrases  that  have  suffused  my  cheeks  with 
"  shame-red,"  as  the  Germans  call  it,  for  an 
hour  after.  Is  it  not  an  indignity  to  ac- 
cept hospitality  and  requite  it  by  ridicule  ? 
Is  it  not  base  to  receive  attentions,  and  re- 
]>ay  them  in  scorn  ? 

Whether  it  is  from  feeling  as  I  do  on 
the  subject  or  not,  I  cannot  say,  but  James 
rarely  or  never  appears  at  mamma's  recep- 
tions. He  is  among  what  is  called  "  a  fast. 
set;"  but  I  always  incline  to  think  that 
his  nature  is  not  corrupted,  though  doubt- 
less sullied,  by  the  tone  of  society  around 
us. 

You  ask  me  about  Mary  Anne's  appear- 
ance, and  here  I  can  speak  without  reserve 
or  qualification.  She  is,  indeed,  the  hand- 
somest girl  I  ever  saw  ;  tall  and  well-pro- 
portioned, and  with  a  carriage  and  a  style 
about  her  that  might  grace  a  princess.  A 
critic,  inclined  to  severity,  might  say  there 
was  perhaps  a  slight  tendency  to  haughti- 
ness in  the  expression  of  the  features,  es- 
pecially the  mouth  ;  the  head,  too,  is  a 
little,  a  very  little,  too  much  thrown  back  ; 
but  somehow  these  might  be  defects  in 
another,  and  yet,  in  her,  they  seem  to  give 
a  peculiar  stamp  and  character  to  her 
beauty.  All  her  gestures  are  grace  itself, 
and  her  curtsey,  save  that  it  is  a  little  too 
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low.  perfect.  She  speaks  French,  and 
German  fluently,  and  knows  the  ijreci.se 
title  of  some  hundred  acquaintances,  every 
one  of  whom  would  be  distracted  if  de- 
frauded in  the  smallest  coin  of  his  rank. 
I  need  not  say  how  snjjerior  all  these  gifts 
make  her  to  your  humble  and  unlettered 
correspondent.  Yes,  my  dear  Miss  Cox, 
the  French  '■  irregulars  "  are  the  same  puz- 
zle to  me  they  used  to  be,  and  my  mind 
will  no  more  carry  me  on  to  the  verb  at 
the  end  of  the  German  sentence  than  will 
my  ft'ct  bear  me  over  fifty  miles  a  day.  I 
am  the  stupid  Caroline  of  long  ago,  and 
what  renders  the  case  so  hopeless  is,  with 
the  best  of  di.spositions  to  do  otherwise. 

I  am,  however,  improved  in  my  paint- 
ing, particularly  in  my  use  of  color.  I  bcr 
gin  at  last  to  recognize  the  merits  of  har- 
mony in  tint,  and  see  how  nature  herself 
always  contrives  to  be  correct.  I  hope  you 
will  like  the  little  sketch  that  accompanies 
this  ;  the  rock  in  the  foreground  is  the 
spot  on  which  I  sit  at  ever}'  sunset.  Would 
that  I  had  you  beside  me  tnere,  to  counsel, 
to  guide,  and  to  correct  me  ! 

VVhen  Captain  ]\Iorris  returns,  I  shall 
leave  this,  as  Mrs.  M.  will  not  require  my 
companionshi])  any  longer,  although  she 
is  already  planning  twenty  things  we  are 
to  do  then. 

Pray,  therefore,  write  to  me,  as  before, 
to  Baden  ;  and  with  my  most  affectionate 
regards  to  all  who  may  remember  me,  and 
my  dcare.?t  love  to  yourself. 

Believe  me,  yours  ever, 

Caroline  Dodd. 


LETTER  XXX. 

MISS   MARY   AXN'E  DODD    TO   MISS   DOOLAX,  OF    BALLY- 
DOOLAN. 

Baden. 

My  dearest  Kitty, — It  was  our  name 
you  saw  in  the  Morning  Post!  We  are 
"The  Dodd  M'Caithys."  It  was  no  use 
deferring  the  decision  for  papa's  return  ; 
and,  as  I  observed  to  mamma,  circumstances 
are  often  stronger  than  our^iolves  ;  for,  in 
all  likelihood,  Louis  Napoleon  would  not 
have  dec-lared  the  empire  so  soon  if  it  were 
not  for  the  "  rouges,"  or  the  Orleanists,  or 
the  others.  Events,  in  fact,  pressed  as 
from  behind — go  forward  we  must  ;  and 
so,  like  the  distinguished  authority  I  have 
mentioned,  we  accepted  greatness,  in  the 
shape  of  our  present  designation. 

'We  took  the  great  step  on  ^londay  even- 
inglast,  and  issued  one  hundred  and  thirty- 


eight  cards  for  our  Wednesday  at  liome, 
as  Madame  Dodd  M"C::rthy.  (Jf  course,  I 
conclude  the  new  title  was  amply  discussed 
and  criticised  ;  but,  as  Jann-s  remarked, 
the  ''couj)  d'etat"  succeeded  perfectly. 
He  sent  me  three  different  bulletins  during 
the  day  from  "  the  rooms,"  where  he  was 
engaged  at  play.  The  first  was  biiefly 
—  ''great  excitement,  and  much  curiosity 
as  to  the  reasons.  Causes  assigned — vague, 
various,  and  contradictory.  Strict  silence 
on  mil  part."  The  second  ran — '"funds 
rising  rapidly — confiilence  i-estored."  The 
third  was — "victory — opposition  crushed, 
annihilated — dynasty  secure.  Send  a  card 
at  once  to  the  crown  prince  of  Dalmatia,  at 
the  *  lion.'     He  is  just  come." 

Mamma's  nervous  tremors  during  tliis 
eventful  day  were  dreadful.  Xothing  sus- 
tained her  but  a  high  consciousness,  and 
some  excellent  cura9oa.  Every  cry  in  the 
street,  every  chance  commotion,  the  slight- 
est assemblage  beneath  our  windows — she 
took  for  popular  demonstrations.  You 
know,  my  dearest  Kitty,  we  live  in  really 
eventful  times,  and  nobody  can  answer  for 
how  the  mere  ]io})ulace  will  receive  any  at- 
tempts to  recover  ancient  feudal  i)rivileges. 
I  own  to  you  frankly  the  attempt  was  a 
bold  one.  We,  so  to  say,  stemmed  the 
foamy  torrent  of  democracy  at  its  highest 
flood  ;  but  the  moment  was  also  propitious. 
Xow  or  never  was  the  time  for  nobility  to 
raise  its  head  again  ;  and  wc,  I  am  proud 
to  say,  have  given  the  initiative  to  aston- 
ished Europe. 

From  the  hour  that  we  took  the  great 
step,  Kitty,  I  felt  my  heart  rise  with  the 
occasion.  My  spirit  seemed  to  say,  "Swell 
to  the  magnitude  of  those  grand  propor- 
tions around  you  ;  "  and  I  leally  felt  my- 
self, as  it  were,  disenthralled  from  the  nar- 
row limits  of  a  mere  Dodd,  and  expanding 
to  the  wide  realms  of  a  ^FCarthy  !  If  you 
only  knew  the  sufferings  and  heart-biirn- 
ings  that  plebeian  appellation  has  cost  us  ! 
The  hateful  monosyllable  seemed  to  drop 
down  like  a  shell  in  the  midst  of  a  com- 
pany ;  and  often  has  it  needed  a  fortnight's 
dinners  and  evening  jiarties.  in  a  new 
place,  to  overcome  tlie  horiid  impression 
caused  by  the  name  of  Dodd  ! 

Now,  as  it  stands  at  i)rcsent,  it  serves  to 
give  vigor  and  energy  to  the  name.  Dodd 
M'Carthy  is  like  Gorman  0\Moore,  (irogan 
O'D  wyer,  or  any  other  of  the  great  patrony- 
mics of  ancient  Ireland. 

From  the  deep  interest  causicd   by  this 

decisive  step,  I  was  obliged  at  once  to  turn 

to  the  details  of  our  great  reception  to  be 

held    on   the  Wednesday   following,  for  it 

I  was  necessary  that  in  si)lendor  anddistiuc- 
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tion  it  slioiild  eclipse  ull  tluit  had  preceded 
it.  H:i])pily  for  us,  dearest,  CiU'oJine  was 
absent  as  well  as  papa  ;  she  had  gone  to 
spend  a  week  with  a.  tiresome  old  lady  some 
miles  away,  and  we  were  therefore  relieved 
from  the  annoyance  of  that  vexatious  re- 
straint imposed  by  the  mere  presence  of 
those  whose  thouj^lits  and  ideas  are  never 
vours.  I  have  already  told  you  that  she 
lias  taken  up  a  completely  mistaken  line, 
and  utterly  destroyed  any  natnral  advan- 
tages she  possessed.  I  told  her  so  myself 
over  and  over  ;  I  reasoned  and  argued  the 
question  deliberately.  "  I  see,"  said  I, 
"  your  tastes  are  not  those  of  high  and 
fashionable  society.  You  do  not  feel  the 
instinctive  fascination  that  comes  of  being 
admired  by  the  distinguished  classes.  Your 
aml)itions  do  not  soar  to  those  aristocratic 
regions  whose  atmosphere  breathes  of  roy- 
alty. Be  it  so  :  there  is  another  path  open 
to  you — the  sentimental  and  the  romantic. 
Your  hair  suits  it,  your  complexion,  your 
figure,  your  style  generallv,  will  easily 
adapt  themselves  to  the  character.  If  not 
a  part  that  attracts  g(}neral  admiration,  it 
is  one  which  never  fails,  in  every  society, 
to  secure  some  favorable  notice  ;  and  elder 
sons,  educated  either  'at  home  or  in  clergy- 
men's families,'  are  constantly  captured  by 
its  fascination."  This,  I  must  remark  to 
you,  Kitty,  is  perfectly  true,  and  it  is  of 
great  consequence  frequently  to  have  a 
woman  that  suits  shy  men,  and  saves  them 
the  much-dreaded  exhibition  of  themselves 
by  talking  aloud.  I  told  her  all  this,  and 
I  even  condescended  to  use  arguments  de- 
rived from  her  own  narrow  views  of  life, 
by  showing  that  it  is  a  style  requiring  little 
expense  in  the  way  of  dress  ;  ringlets  and  a 
white  muslin  '/peignoir"  of  a  morning,  a 
broad-leaved  straw  hat  for  the  promenade, 
something,  in  short,  of  the  very  simplest 
kind,  and  no  ornaments.  No  !  my  dearest 
Kitty,  it  was  of  no  use  !  She  is  one  of 
those  self-opinionated  girls  that  reason 
never  appeals  to.  She  coolly  replied  to  me, 
that  all  this  would  be  unreal  and  unnatural 
— "a  mere  piece  of  acting,"  as  she  said, 
and  consequently  unworthy  of  her,  and 
unbecoming.  I  repeat  the  very  words  of 
her  reply,  to  show  you  the  great  benefits 
she  has  derived  from  foreign  travel !  Why, 
dearest  Kitty,  nobody  is  real — nobody  pre- 
tends to  be  real,  abroad  ;  if  they  were  to 
do  so,  they'd  be  shunned  like  wild  beasts. 
What  is  it,  I  ask,  that  constitutes  the  very 
essence  of  high  breeding  ?  Conventional 
usages,  forms  of  expression,  courtesies,  at- 
tentions, flatteries,  and  observances — all 
simulated,  all  put  on,  to  please  and  capti- 
vate.    Eeject  this  theory,  and  instead  of 


society,  you  have  a  mob  ;  instead  of  a 
salon,  you  have  a  wild  beast  "  menagerie." 
Caroline  says  she  is  Irish  ;  she  might  as 
well  say  she  was  Cochin-Chinese.  IMobody 
can  recognize  any  trait  in  that  nationality 
but  its  uniform  "savagery,"  for  I  must 
tell  you,  Kitty,  that  Ireland  itself — though 
politically  deplored,  i)itied,  and  wept  over, 
abroad  —  is  encumbei'cd  by  geographical 
doubts  and  difficulties  like  the  North-west 
passage.  Many  suppose  it  to  be  a  town  in . 
the  West  of  England  ;  others  fancy  it  a 
barren  tract  along  the  coast  ;  and  a  few, 
whose  sympathies  are  more  acute  for  suf- 
fering nations,  fancy  it  to  be  a  sj)ecies  of 
penal  settlement  in  an  unknown  latitude. 

If  Caroline  even  developed  the  character 
' — if  she  had,  as  the  French  say,  cree  le  role 
of  an  Irish  girl,  what  with  eccentricities  of 
dress,  manner,  and  iMoore's  melodies,  some- 
thing might  be  made  of  it.  It  admits  of 
all  those  extravagances  that  are  occasional- 
ly admired,  and  any  amount  of  liberty  with 
the  male  sex.  Cary's  reading  of  the  part 
was  very  different  ;  it  Avas  neither  poetic 
nor  pictorial  ;  in  fact,  it  Avas  a  mere  vulgar 
piece  of  commonplace  devotion  to  home 
and  its  tiresome  associations,  and  a  cling- 
ing attachment  to  whatever  recalled  mem- 
ories of  our  former  obscurity — these  "  na- 
tional traits"  being  eked  out  with  a  most 
insolent  contempt  for  the  foreigner,  and  a 
compassionate  sorrow  for  the  patience  with 
which  we  endure  him. 

Pardon  me,  my  dearest  friend,  if  I  weary 
you  with  this  unpleasant  theme,  but  I  wish 
to  satisfy  your  mind,  that  if  my  sisterly  af- 
fection be  strong,  it  still  does  not  tyrannize 
over  my  reason,  and  that  increased  powers 
of  judgment,  if  they  elevate  the  under- 
standing, are  frequently  exercised  at  the 
cost  of  our  tenderest  feelings. 

To  come  back  to  the  point  whence  I 
started,  "our  Wednesday'' — and  this  by 
the  Avay,  enables  me  to  answer  some  of  the 
questions  in  your  last.  You  ask  about  my 
admirers ;  you  shall  have  the  catalogue 
as  lately  revised  and  corrected,  though  I 
scarcely  flatter  myself  that  the  names  will 
admit  of  vocal  repetition.  First,  then, 
there  is  the  Neapolitan  Prince  Sierra 
d'Aquila  Nero,  whom  I  already  mentioned 
to  you  in  one  of  my  letters  from  Brussels. 
In  my  then  innocence  of  the  continent  I 
thought  him  charming,  so  impassioned,  so 
poetical,  and  so  perfumed.  Nou',  Kitty, 
I  find  him  an  intolerable  old  bore  ;  he  is 
upwards  of  seventy,  but  so  painted,  patched, 
and  plastered,  as  to  pass  off  panoramically 
for  five-and-forty.  lie  affects  all  the  habits 
and  even  the  vices  of  young  men.  He 
keeps  saddle-horses  that  lie  dare  not  ride. 
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and  hires  a  "  clia.s.so,"  tlioiigli  he  never  fires 
a  gun  ;  and  lastly,  issues  from  liis  hair- 
dresser's sho})  at  int(!r\'als  with  a  wijy  of 
shortened  proportions,  coolly  alleiring  that 
he  has  just  had  his  hair  cut  I  Wlien  he 
drives  out  of  an  evening  the  whole  Allee 
reeks  of  "  bcrgamob,"  and  the  flutter  of  his 
hamlkerchief  is  a  tornado  in  the  Spice 
Islands.  Need  I  say  that  hifi  chance  is  at 
ijero  ?  Count  Rastuchewitsky,  a  Russian 
Pole,  comes  next — at  least  in  order  of  se- 
niority ;  a  short,  stern-looking  man,  of 
about  fifty,  with  a  snow-white  beard  and 
moustache,  with  abrupt  manners,  and  an 
unph^asant  voice.  I  believe  that  he  only 
pays  me  any  attention  because  he  sees  the 
prince  do  so,  for  he  hates  all  Italians,  and 
tries  to  thwart  them  in  everything.  The 
count's  great  claim  to  distinction  rests 
npon  his  father,  or  mother,  I  forget  which, 
having  helped  to  assassinate  the  Emperor 
Paul — a  piece  of  chivalry  that  he  dwells  on 
unceasingly. 

The  Chevalier  de  Courcelles  makes  '*  Xo. 
Three,"  and  thirty  years  ago  he  might 
have  Ijeen  very  presentable,  but  he  belongs 
to  a  school  even  older  than  his  time.  He 
is  of  the  Richelieu  order,  and  seems  to  be 
always  in  a  terrible  fright  about  the  effect 
of  his  own  powers  of  fascination  ;  his  con- 
stant effort  being  to  show  you  that  he 
really  is  not  fond  of  making  victims. 
There  is  a  German  Graf  von  Herrenshau- 
sen,  a  large,  yellow-bearded,  blear-eyed 
monster,  with  a  frogged  coat  and  a  huge 
l)ipe  stick  projecting  from  the  hind  pocket, 
who  kisses  my  hand  Avhenever  we  meet, 
and  leers  at  me  from  the  whist-table — for, 
happily,  he  is  past  dancing — like  a  ghoul 
in  an  Eastern  tale.  There  are  a  vast  num- 
ber of  others,  one  or  two  of  whom  I  re- 
serve for  favorable  mention  hereafter  ;  but 
these  arc  the  tiaie  "  pretendants,"  of  which 
numb(!r,  I  believe,  I  might  select  the  one 
which  pleases  me  best. 

Amongst  *'hotne  productions,"  as  you 
term  them,  1  may  mention  the  Honorable 
Sackville  Cavendish — a  thin,  pale,  white- 
eyebrowed  babe  of  diplomacy,  that  small- 
est of  foreign  odice  infants  yclept  an  ''  un- 
paid attache."  He  has  just  emerged  from 
the  "  Nursery"  at  Downing  Street,  and  is 
really  not  strong  enough  to  go  alone.  1 
have  sui)ported  him  in  an  occasional  polka, 
and  '•  hustled  him,''  as  James  called  it, 
through  a  waltz,  and  have  in  turn  received 
the  meed  of  his  admiration  as  expressed  in 
the  most  lackluster  eyes  that  ever  glittered 
out  of  a  doll's  head  ;  and,  lastly,  there  is 
Mister  Milo  Blake  O'Dwyer,  who  formerly 
—  O'Connell  regnante  —  represented  the 
town  of   Tralee   in  Parliament,  and  who  i 


now,  with  altered  fortun.es,  performs  the 
duty  of  foreign  correspondent  to  that  great 
newsi)aper,  "The  Sledge  Hammer  of 
Fkkei^om." 

Perluips  I'm  not  strictly  correct  in  en- 
rolling him  amongst  the  number  of  my 
worshipers  ;  with  more  rigid  justice,  I  be- 
lieve he  belongs  to  mamma  ;  at  least  he's 
in  constant  attendance  upon  her,  and  con- 
tinually assures  me,  with  uj)turned  eyes 
and  a  smack  of  the  lip,  that  she  is  a  "gor- 
geous woman,"  and  "wonderfully  pre- 
served I"  This  worthv  individual  is  really 
a  curiosity  ;  since  being  in  manner,  exte 
rior,  knowledge,  and  fortune  totally  defi- 
cient of  all  those  aids  which  achieve  suc- 
cess in  society,  he  has  actually  C(»ntrived, 
by  the  bare  force  of  impudence,  to  move 
with,  and  be  received  by,  persons  in  the 
very  first  ranks.  Foreigners,  I  must  tell 
you,  Kitty,  conceive  the  most  ridiculous 
notions  of  England  ;  one  of  the  most  pop- 
ular of  which  is,  that  more  than  one  half 
of  our  government  is  carried  on  by  news- 
paper writings,  the  minister  contributing 
his  sentiments,  one  day,  some  individual 
of  the  public  replying,  the  next.  Now, 
the  illustrious  Milo  takes  every  opportu- 
nity of  prop])ing  up  this  fallacy,  while  he 
represents  himself  as  the  very  bone  and 
sinew  of  all  English  opinion  on  the  conti- 
nent. To  believe  him,  no  foreign  prince 
or  potentate  could  raise  a  sixpence  on  loan 
till  he  subscribes  the  scheme.  How  many 
an  appropriation  of  territory  have  his 
warnings  arrested  I  From  what  cruelties 
has  he  saved  the  Poles  !  What  a  crisis  did 
his  pen  achieve  in  the  fortunes  of  Hun- 
gary I  And  then  the  Inishels  of  ditimond 
snuffboxes  that  he  has  thrown  from  hini 
with  disgust,  the  "  heaps  of  orders  that  he 
has  rejected  with  ])roud  scorn!"  Ashe 
says  himself,  "  Haven't  I  more  power  than 
them  all  ?  When  I  send  off  \\\\  article  to 
the  Sledge,  don't  I  see  them  trembling  and 
shaking  for  what's  coming  ?  Ay,"  says  I 
to  myself,  "  haughty  enough  you  look  to- 
day, but  won't  I  exj)ose  your  majesty, 
won't  I  lay  bare  the  cruelties  of  your  pris- 
ons and  the  infamy  of  your  s])ies  ?  And 
your  eminence,  too,  how  silky  you  are  ; 
but  T  know  you  well,  and  I've  a  copy  of 
the  last  rescript  you  sent  over  to  Ireland  ! 
Don't  be  afraid,  iny  little  darling;  never 
mind  the  puppies  that  hissed  you  at  Parma, 
I'll  make  your  fortune  in  London.  A  word 
from  me  t"o  Lumley,  and  it's  as  good  as  five 
thousand  pounds  in  the  bank  !" 

It  really  gives  me  a  great  notion  of  the 
glut  of  genius  that  we  possess  in  England, 
when  you  see  a  man  whose  qualifications 
are  great  in  war  and  peace  ;  whose  knowl- 
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edgo  ranges  over  the  world  of  politics, 
religion,  literature,  fine  arts,  and  the  dra- 
ma ;  who  knows  mankind  to  perfection, 
and  understands  statecraft  to  a  miracle, 
Avith  no  higher  nor  prouder  position  tlian 
that  of  writing  for  the  Sledge.  It  is  hut 
fair  to  own  that  he  has  been  of  great  ser- 
vice to  us,  hero.  The  luirdest  thing'  to 
find  in  the  world  is  some  person  of  push- 
ing liabits  and  impudent  addrcss',  who  will 
speak  of  you  at  all  times  and  in  all  com- 
panies, doing  for  you,  socially,  what,  in 
the  Avorld  of  trade,  is  accomplished  by 
huge  advertisements  and  red-lettered  plac- 
ards. Now,  one  really  cannot  stick  up 
on  the  walls  great  announcements  of  "  un- 
rivaled attraction,"  the  "positively  last 
night  but  one"  of  Mrs.  Dodd's  great  soirees, 
and  so  on,  but  you  can  come  pretty  nigh 
the  same  result  by  a  little  tact  and  man- 
agement. A  few  insignificant  commis- 
sions about  camellias,  a  change  of  arrange- 
ment about  the  fiddles,  intrusted  to  him, 
and  Milo  was  prepared  to  go  forth,  trum- 
pet in  hand,  for  us,  from  day  to  dark. 
AVoe  to  the  luckless  wight  that  hadn't  got 
a  card  for  our  "evening  !"  the  obligation 
Milo  would  place  him  under  was  a  bond 
debt  for  life.  Then  he  contrived  to  know 
everybody,  and  though  he  made  sad  hash 
of  their  names,  they  only  smiled  at  his 
blunders. 

I  have  heard  that  a  great  English  minis- 
ter one  day  confessed  that  the  only  exac- 
tion of  office  he  never  could  thoroughly  re- 
concile himself  to,  was  the  nature  of  those 
persons  he  was  occasionally  obliged  to  em- 
ploy as  subordinates.  I  suppose  that  with- 
out being  leader  of  a  cabinet,  everybody 
must  have  experienced  something  or  other 
of  this  kind  in  life. 

I  think  I  hear  you  ask,  "  AVhere  is  the 
Ritter  von  Wolfenshilfcr  all  this  time  ? 
What  has  become  of  liim  ?"  you  sa3^  You 
really  are  very  tiresome,  dearest  Kitty, 
with  your  little  poisonous  allusions  to  "  old 
loves,"  former  attachments,  and  so  on. 
As  to  the  Ritter,  however,  I  heard  from 
him  yestei'day  ;  he  cannot,  it  seems,  come 
to  Baden  ;  his  father  is  not  on  terms  with 
the  Grand-Duke,  and  he  strictly  charges 
me  not  to  mention  their  names  to  any  one. 
His  letter  repeats  the  invitation  to  us  all 
to  spend  some  weeks  at  the  "Schloss" — 
an  arrangement  which  might,  very  possi- 
bly, suit  our  plans  well,  since,  when  the 
season  ends  here,  it  is  still  too  early  to  go 
into  winter  quarters  ;  and  one  is  sorely 
puzzled  what  to  do  with  the  late  autumn, 
which  is  as  wearisome  as  the  time  one  pass- 
es in  the  drawing-room  before  dinner.  Of 
course  we  must  await  pa's  return,  to  reply 


to  this  invitation  ;  and  I  incline  to  say  we 
shall  accept  it.  .Why  will  you  be  so  silly 
as  to  remind  me  of  the  follies  of  my  child- 
hood ?  Arc  there  no  naughtinesses  of  the 
nursery  you  can  rake  up  to  record  ?  You 
know  as  well,  if  not  better  than  myself, 
that  the  attentions  you  allude  to  could 
never  have  been  seriously  meant !  nor 
could  Dr.  B.  believe  them  such,  if  not  to- 
tally deficient  in  those  qualities  of  good 
sense  and  judgment  for  which  1  always 
have  given  him  credit.  I  will  not  say, 
that  in  the  artless  gayety  of  infancy,  I  have 
not  amused  myself  with  the  mock  devotion 
he  proffered  ;  but  you  might  as  well  re- 
proach me  with  fickleness  for  not  taking  a 
child's  interest  any  longer  in  the  nursery 
games  that  once  delighted  me,  as  for  not 
sustaining  my  share  in  this  absurd  illu- 
sion I 

1  plainly  perceive  one  thing,  Kitty — the 
gentleman  in  question  has  very  little  pride; 
but  even  tliat,  in  your  eyes,  may  be  an  ex- 
cellence, for  you  have  discovered  innumer- 
able merits  in  his  character  under  circum- 
stances which,  I  am  constrained  to  own, 
have  failed  to  impress  me  with  a  suitable 
degree  of  interest.  The  subject  is  so  very 
unpleasant,  however,  that  I  must  beg  it 
may  never  be  reopened  between  us  ;  and  if 
you  really  feel  for  him  so  acutely  as  you 
say,  I  can  only  suggest  that  you  should  hit 
upon  some  plan  of  consolation  perfectly 
independent  of  any  aid  from  your  attached 
friend, 

Mary  Anne. 


LETTER  XXXI. 


MARY  ANNE  DODD  TO  MISS  DOOLAN,  OF  BALLY- 
DOOLAN. 


My  DEAREST  Kitty, — Another  delay,and 
more  "  last  words  !  "  I  had  thought  that 
my  poor  epistle  was  already  miles  on  the 
way  towaid  you,  wafted  by  the  sighs  of  my 
beating  heart,  but  I  now  discover  that  Mr. 
Cavendish  will  not  send  off  his  bag  to 
the  Foreign  Office  before  Saturday,  as  the 
Grand-Duke  wants  to  send  over  some 
guinea-pigs  to  the  royal  children,  so  that  I 
shall  detain  this  till  that  day,  and  perhaps 
be  able  to  tell  you  of  a  great  "  picnic"  we 
are  planning  to  the  Castle  of  Ebci'stein  for 
Thursday  next.  It  is  one  of  the  things 
everybody  does  here,  and  of  course  we  must 
not  omit"^it.  James  talks  of  the  expense  as 
terrific,  which  really  comes  with  an  ill  grace 
from  one  who  vvag'^ers  fifty,  or  even  sixt)-, 
napoleons  on  a  card  I  Besides,  a  "  picnic  " 
is  an  association,  and  the  whole  cost  can- 
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not  fall  tij  the  .share  oi  an  iiidividiial.  'V\\v 
Great  Miiu  heg.s  that  wo  will  leave  every- 
thing to  him,  and  I  feel  assured  it  is  the 
wisest  course  we  can  ado])t,  not  to  sjjeak  of 
the  advantage  of  seeing  the  whole  festivity 
glowingly  described  in  the  columns  of  the 
Slcdyc.  The  Princess  SlobolTsky  has  just 
driven  to  the  door,  so  I  must  conclude  for 
the  present. 

I  come  buck  to  say  that  the  picnic  is 
fixed  for  Thursday,  the  number  to  be,  by 
special  request  of  the  princess,  limited  to 
forty — the  list  to  be  made  out  this  even- 
ing. ''Mammas"  to  go  in  open  carriages 
— young  ladies  horse-back  or  ass-back — 
men  indiscrimiiuitely  ;  no  more  at  present 
decided  on.  I  am  wild  with  delight  at  the 
pleasure  before  us.  Would  you  were  one 
of  us,  dearest  Kitty  ! 

Thursday  morning. 

Oh,  Kitty,  what  a  day  !  It  might  be 
December  in  London.  The  rain  is  swoop- 
ing down  the  mountainsides,  aiul  the  wind 
howling  fearfully,  It  is  now  seven  o'clock, 
and  my  maid,  Augustine,  has  called  me  to 
get  up  and  dress.  Mamma  has  had  two 
notes  already,  which,  being  in  French,  she 
is  waiting  for  me  to  read  and  reply  to.  I'll 
hasten  to  see  what  they  mean. 

One  of  the  ''billets"  is  from  the  Du- 
chesse  de  Sargance,  merely  asking  the 
question,  "Que  faire?"  The  other  is 
from  the  Princess  Sloboffsky,  who,  in  con- 
sideration ''for  all  the  trouble  mamma 
has  been  put  to,"  deems  it  better  to  go  at 
all  events,  and  that  we  can  dine  at  the 
grand-ducal  schloss,  instead  of  on  the 
grass.  This  reads  ominously  in  one  sense, 
Kitty,  and  seems  to  imply  that  we  are  giv- 
ing the  entertainment  ourselves  ;  ,but  I 
must  keep  this  susjncion  to  myself,  or  we 
should  have  a  terrible  exposure.  W  hen  an 
evil  becomes  inevitable,  ])atient  submission 
is  the  true  [)liil<)S()[)hy. 

Ten  o'clock. 
What  an  animated,  I  might  almost  call 
it  a  stormy,  debate  we  have  just  had  in  the 
drawing-room.  The  assembled  lieges  have 
been  all  discussing  the  proposed  excursion; 
if  that  can  be  called  discussion,  where 
everybody  screamed  out  his  own  opinion, 
and  nobody  listened  to  his  neighbor.  The 
two  parties  for  and  against  going  divided 
themselves  into  the  two  sexes — the  men, 
being  for  staying  where  we  are,  the  ladies 
as  clamorously  declaring  for  the  road.  Of 
course  the  "ayes"  had  it,  and  we  are  now 
putting  the  wliole  house  in  requisition  for 
cloaks,  mantles,  and  mackintoshes.  The 
half-dozen  men  for  whom  no  place  can  be 


made  in  coach  or  "caleche"  are  uirious  at 
having  to  ride.  I  half  suspect  that  some 
attachments,  whose  fidelity  has  hitherto 
defied  time  and  years,  will  yield,  to-day, 
befoix'  the  influence  of  mere  water.  The 
truth  is,  Kitty,  foreigners  dread  it  in  everv 
shape.  They  mix  a  little  of  it,  now  and 
then,  with  their  wine,  and  they  rather  like 
to  see  it  in  fountains  and  "jets  d'eau,"  but 
there  ends  all  the  accpiaintance  they  ever 
desire  to  maintain  with  the  pure  element. 

I  must  confess  that  lIic  aspect  of  the 
"outsiders"  is  suggestive  of  anything 
rather  than  amusement.  They  stand  to 
be  muffled  and  watei"proofed  like  men  who, 
having  resigned  themselves  to  an  inevitable 
fate,  liave  lost  all  interest  in  the  prelimi- 
naries that  conduct  to  it.  I'hey  are,  as  it 
were,  bound  for  the  scaffold,  and  they  have 
no  care  for  the  sliape  of  the  "  hurdle  "  that 
is  to  draw  them  thither.  The  others,  who 
have  secured  inside  places,  are  overwhelm- 
ingly civil,  and  profuse  in  all  the  little  at- 
tentions that  cost  nothing,  nor  exact  any 
sacrifice.  I  have  seen  no  small  share  of 
national  character  this  morning,  and  if  I 
had  time  could  let  you  into  some  secrets 
about  it. 

The  arrangement  of  the  company,  that 
is,  who  is  to  go  with  whom,  is  our  next 
difficulty.  There  are  such  intricacies  of 
family  history,  such  subtle  questions  of 
propriety  to  be  solved,  we'd  not  get  away 
under  a  year  were  we  to  enter  upon  half  of 
them.  As  a  general  rule,  however,  ladies 
ought  not  to  be  packed  up  in  the  same 
coach  with  the  husbands  from  whom  they 
have  been  for  years  separated,  nor  ])eople 
Avith  deadly  feuds  between  them  to  be 
])laced  vis-a-vis.  As  to  the  attractive  prin- 
ciples, the  cohesionary  elements,  Kitty, 
are  more  puzzling  still,  since  nojie  but  the 
parties  themselves  know  where  the  bonds 
are  simulated  and  where  real. 

Milo  has  taken  a  great  part  of  this  ar- 
rangement upon  his  own  liands,  and  from 
what  I  can  sec,  with  his  accustomed  want 
of  success  in  all  matters  of  tact  and  deli- 
cacy. Of  this,  however,  he  is  most  beauti- 
fully unconscious,  and  goes  about  in  the 
midst  of  muttered  execrations  with  the 
im])licit  belief  of  being  a  benefactor  of  the 
human  race.  I  wish  you  could  see  the 
self-satisfied  chuckle  of  his  greasy  laugh, 
or  couhl  hear  his  mumbled  "maybe  I 
don't  know  what  ye'r  after,  my  old  lady. 
Haven't  I  put  the  little  count  with  the 
green  spectacles  next  you  :  don't  I  under- 
stand the  cross  looks  ye'r  giving  me  ?  Ah, 
mademoiselle,  never  fear  me,  I  liave  in  my 
eye  for  you  — a  wink  is  enough  for  Milo 
lilake   any   day.      Yes,    my   darling,    I'm 
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!'ookiii^-  for  him  this  minute."  These  and 
such-like  inutterino-s  will  show  you  the 
spirit  of  his  ministering,  und  when  1  repeat 
that  he  makes  nothing  but  blunders,  you 
may  picture  to  yourself  the  man.  He  has 
appointed  himself  on  mamma's  staff,  and 
as  I  go  with  the  princess  and  the  count 
Boldourouki,  I  shall  see  no  more  of  him 
for  a  while. 

It  is  quite  clear,  Kitty,  that  we  are  the 
entertainers,  though  how  it  came  to  be 
so,  I  cannot  even  guess.  Some  blunder, 
I  suspect,  of  this  detestable  Milo ;  and 
James  will  do  nothing  whatever.  He  is 
still  in  bed,  and,  to  all  my  entreaties  to  get 
up,  merely  says  that  he'll  be  with  us  at 
dinner.  The  hampers  of  proggery  will  fill 
two  carriages,  and  a  charette  with  the 
champagne  in  ice  is  already  sent  forward. 
Three  cooks — for  such,  I  am  tohl,  are 
three  gentlemen  in  black  coats  and  white 
neck-cloths — are  to  accompany  us  ;  and 
the  whole  preparations  are  evidently  got 
up  in  the  "very  first  style,"  and  "totally 
regardless  of  expense." 

Twelve  o'clock, 

Another  dilemma.  There  is  only  one 
"bus"  in  the  town  ;  and  as  none  of  the 
band  will  sit  outside  in  this  terrible  wea- 
ther, what  is  to  be  done  ?  Milo  proposes 
billeting  them,  singly,  here  and  there, 
through  the  carriages  ;  but  the  bare  men- 
tion has  excited  a  rebellion  amongst  the 
equestrians,  Avho  will  not  consent  to  be 
treated  worse  than  the  fiddlers  !  The  com- 
missary of  police  has  just  sent  to  know  if 
we  have  obtained  a  ministerial  permission 
to  .*•'  assemble  in  vast  numbers  and  for 
objects  unnamed."  I  have  got  one  of  the 
German  nobles  to  settle  this  difficulty, 
which,  in  Milo's  hands — if  he  only  heard 
of  it— might  become  formidable,  : 

Happily,  he  is  now  engaged  "  telling  off  " 
the  band,  and  selecting  from  the  number 
such  as  we  can  find  room  to  accommodate. 
The  permission  has  been  accorded,  the 
carriages  are  drawing  up,  the  guests  are  '\ 
taking  their  seats,  we  are  ready — we  are 
off. 

Saturday  Morning. 

Dearest  Kitty,— Mr.  Cavendish  has 
just  sent  me  word  that  the  courier  will 
start  in  half  an  hour,  so  that  I  have  only 
time  for  a  few  lines.  Gloomily  as  the  day 
broke  yesterday,  its  setting  at  evening  was 
infinitely  sadder,  and  more  sorrowful. 
Never  did  a  prospect  of  pleasure  prove 
more  delusive  ;  never  did  a  scene  of  enjoy- 
ment terminate  more  miserably. 


I  Tears  of  anguish,  of  passion,  and  oi 
shame,  blot  my  words  as  1  write  them. 
I  You  must  not  ask  me  to  describe  the 
I  course  of  events,  when  my  mind  has  but 
I  room  for  the  sad  catastrophe  that  closed 
[them  ;  but  in  a  few  brief  lines  I  Avill  en- 
deavor to  convey  to  you  what  occurred. 

Our  journey  to  Eberstein,  from  being 
J  all  up  hill  and  over  roads  tei-ribly  cut  up 
:  by  the  weather,  was  a  slow  process.  The 
procession,  some  of  the  riders  remarked, 
had  a  most  funeral  look,  winding  along  up 
the  zig-zags  of  the  mountain,  and  on  a  day 
which  assuredly  suggested  few  thoughts  of 
l)leasui"e.  I  can  only  answer  for  my  own 
companions  ;  but  they,  I  am  bound  to  say, 
were  in  the  very  worst  of  tempers  the 
whole  way,  discussing  the  whole  plot  of 
the  excursion  with — considering  mamma's 
share  in  it — a  far  greater  degree  of  candor 
than  politeness.  They  ridiculed  jiicnics  in 
general ;  pronouned  them  vulgar,  tiresome, 
and  usually  '^failures."  They  insinuated 
that  they  Avere  the  resources  of  people  who 
felt  moi"e  at  ease  in  the  semi-civilized 
scramble  of  a  country  party  than  amid  the 
more  correct  courtesies  of  daily  life  !  As 
to  the  "diner  sur  I'herbe"  itself,  it  Avas  a 
shocking  travesty  of  a  real  dinner.  Spid- 
ers and  cockroaches  settled  in  your  soup, 
blackbeetles  bathed  in  your  champagne, 
wasps  contested  your  fruit  with  you,  and 
you  were  lucky  if  you  did  not  carry  back 
a  scorpion  or  a  snake  in  your  pocket. 
Then  the  conipany  came  in  for  its  share  of 
comment.  So  many  people  crept  in  that 
nobody  knew,  nobody  acknowledged,  and 
apparently  nobody  had  invited.  You  al- 
ways, they  said,  found  that  all  your  ob- 
jectionable acquaintances  dated  from  these 
parties.  Lastly,  they  were  excursions  which 
no  weather  suited,  no  toilft  became  !  If  it 
were  hot,  the  sufferings  of  sun-scorching 
and  mosquitoes  were  insufferable.  If  it 
proved  bad  and  rainy,  they  were  in  the  sad 
situation  of  that  very  moment !  As  to 
dress,  who  could  fix  u})on  a  costume  to  be 
becoming  in  the  morning,  graceful  in  the 
afternoon,  and  fresh  and  radiant  at  night  ? 
In  a  word,  Kitt}',  they  said  so  much,  and 
so  forcibly,  that  nothing  but  great  con- 
straint upon  my  feelings  saved  me  from 
asking,  "  Why  in  Heaven's  name,  could 
they  have  consented  to  come  upon  an  ex- 
cursion, every  detail  of  which  was  a  sorrow, 
and  every  step  a  suffering  ?  " 

No  other  theme,  however,  divided  atten- 
tion with  this  calamitous  one  ;  and  as  we 
toiled  languidly  up  the  mountain  side,  you 
can  fancy  with  what  pleasant  feelings  the 
way  Avas  beguiled. 

At  last  we  reached  the  castle  ;  but  fresh 
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disappointment  here  awaited  ns.  AUhoufjli 
parties  were  admitted  to  see  the  Schloss 
and  the  grounds,  they  could  not  obtain 
leave  to  dine  anywhere  within  the  pre- 
cincts. We  begged  hard  for  a  i-oom  in  the 
porter's  lodge,  tlie  laundry,  the  stable,  even 
the  luiy-lofti  but  all  without  success.  We 
at  length  capitulated  for  a  moss-house, 
where  the  rain  came  filtering  down  through 
a  network  of  foliage  and  birds'  nests  ;  but 
even  this  was  refused.  "What  was  to  be 
done  ?  I'he  army  now  was  very  little 
short  of  mutiny  ;  a  violent  debate  was  car- 
ried on  from  carriage  windows  ;  and  strong 
partisans  of  particular  opinions  went  slop- 
ping about,  with  tueked-up  trousers  and 
liugc  nmbrellas,  trying  to  enforce  tiieir 
own  views  !  Some  were  for  an  equitable 
distribution  of  the  eatables  on  the  spot. 
*'Food  commissaries,"  as  the  Germans 
expressed  it,  being  chosen,  to  allot  the 
victuals  to  each  coach  ;  some  were  for  a 
forcible  entry  into  the  casllc,  and  an  occu- 
pation by  dint  of  arms  ;  others  voted  for 
a  return  to  Baden  ;  and,  lastly,  a  small 
section,  which  gradually  grew  in  power 
and  persuasiveness,  suggested  that,  by  de- 
scending the  opposite  side  of  the  moun- 
tain, Ave  should  reach  a  little  inn  in  the 
Moorg  Thai,  much  frequented  by  fisher- 
men, and  wliere  we  wer.e  sure  to  find  shel- 
ter at  least,  if  not  something  more.  The 
'* Anglers'  Rest"  was  now  adopted  as  our 
goal  ;  and  tiiither  we  started,  with  some 
slight  tinge  of  renewed  hope  and  pleasure. 

Our  journey  down  was  nearly  as  slow  as 
that  tij)  the  mountain  ;  for  the  steep  de- 
scent required  the  greatest  caution,  with 
heavily-laden  and  jaded  horses.  It  Avas, 
therefore,  already  dark  wiien  we  reached 
the  Anglers'  Rest.  All  that  I  could  see 
of  this  'Miostel,"  from  the  rain-streaked 
glasses  of  the  carriage,  was  a  small,  one- 
storied  house,  built  over  the  stream  of  a 
small  but  ra[)id  rivei*.  Mountains,  half 
wrapped  in  mists,  and  seeming  to  smoke 
Avith  the  steam  of  hot  rain,  environed  the 
spot  on  all  sides,  Avhich  probably,  in  fine 
Aveather,  Avould  have  been  picturesque,  and 
even  pretty. 

"  We  arc  destined  to  be  unlucky  to-day, 
princess,"  said  a  young  French  marquis, 
approaching  our  carriage.  "This  miser- 
able '■  guinguette,'  it  seems,  is  full  of  peo- 
])le,  Avho  are  by  no  means  disposed  to  yield 
the  place  to  us." 

*'  Who  are  they — what  arc  they?  "  asked 
she,  in  haughty  astonishment  at  their  con- 
tumacy. 

"^They  are,  I  believe,  some  yo'Mig  trades- 
folk, on,  Avhat  is  called  in  CJermany,  the 
*  Wander-Jahrc  ' — that  traA^eling  probation 


that  municipal  law  dictates  to  native  handi- 
craft." 

"  Jiut,  surely,  when  they  hear  Avho  Ave 
are — " 

"Graf  Adclltfrgci-  has  been  eloquently 
explaining  that  to  tliem  the  last  ten  min- 
utes, and  tiie  Bai(Mi  \on  Badenschwill  has 
told  them  of  his  eighteen  quarterings  :  but 
tliough  they  have  consented  to  drink  his 
health,  they  will  not  abdicate  the  teiri- 
tory." 

Here  was  a  pretty  prot)f  of  what  the 
years  '48  and  '49  had  done  for  the  conti- 
nent of  Europe,  and  maybe  Blum,  Kos- 
suth, ^lazzini,  and  Co.,  didn't  come  in  for 
their  share  !  To  think  of  creatures — shoe- 
makers, who  could  assure  us  they  were, 
might  be  tailors — daring  to  proclaim  that 
they  preferred  their  own  ease  and  comfort 
to  that  of  carriages  full  of  unknown  but 
titled  individuals! 

"  It's  impossible!  "  "  Incredible  ! "  "  Fab- 
ulous !  "  "  Infamous  !  "  "  Monstrous  ! " 
Avere  expressions  screamed  from  can-iage 
to  carriage,  Avhilc  telegraphic  signs  of  hor- 
ror and  amazement  Avere  exchanged  from 
windoAV  to  Avindow.  "  Did  they  know  Avho 
ive  Avere  ?  "  "  Do  they  know  who  /  am  ?  " 
were  the  questions  incessantly  pouring 
forth.  Alas  !  they  had  heard  it  all.  There 
was  not  a  claim  Ave  could  prefer  to  great- 
ness that  they  had  not  befoi-e  them,  and, 
alas!  they  remained  inexorable  ! 

De})utations  of  various  nations  Avent  in, 
and  came  back  baffled  and  unsuccessful. 
The  "Burschen,"  as  they  Avere  called, 
Avere  at  that  very  moment  impatiently 
waiting  for  their  own  supper,  and  seemed 
to  verify  the  adage  of  the  ill  result  of  ar- 
guing with  hungry  men.  Milder  and 
more  practicable  counsels  noAv  began  to 
prevail  amongst  us,  and  some  even  of  the 
most  conservative  hinted  at  compromi.se 
and  accommodation.  What  if  Ave  Avere  to 
share  Avith  some  of  the  vast  abundance 
that  Ave  had  Avith  us  ?  What  if  Ave  tried 
bribery?  The  "Food  Commissaries  "  as- 
sured us  that,  even  after  the  most  liberal 
allowance  for  our  Avants,  Ave  could  feed  a 
moderately-sized  village. 

The  proposal  Avas  therefore  framed,  and 
two  Germans  of  high  rank  persuaded — 
sorely  against  their  prejudices  and  incli- 
nations— to  conA-ey  it  to  *' Das  Volk" — 
the  populace.  It  seemed  as  though  the 
mennuable  years  I  have  referred  to  had 
taught  some  curious  lessons  in  poimlar 
force  ;  for  the  demands  of  the  masses  in- 
dicated strength  ami  power.  They  stipu- 
lated, first,  that  they  should  hold  the  kitch- 
en ;  secondly,  that  the  meats  assigned  them 
should   be  set  before    them    uncut  :   and 
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lastlj^,  tliat  none  of  our  servants  were  to 
oe  ([iiartered  on  tlie  table.  Here  was  the 
"  .Monarchy  of  the  middle  classes  "  proud- 
ly enunciated  ;  and,  I  assure  you,  many 
excellent  things  were  said  by  all  of  ns — not 
only  upon  the  past  and  the  present,  baton 
'^  what  we  were  coming  to  !  " 

If  I  weary  you  with  this  detail,  Kitty,  it 
is  that  you  may  sympathize  with  me  in  the 
fatigue  the  long  discussion  inflicted.  We 
were  fully  three-quarters  of  an  hour  at  the 
door  ere  the  treaty  was  concluded.  Then 
came  the  descent  from  the  carriages,  the 
unpacking  of  the  eatables,  the  unrolling  of 
the  life-mummies  that  were  to  consume 
them,  which,  Avrapped  up  as  they  were  in 
soaked  drapery,  was  a  long  process.  I  shall 
not  delay  you  with  an  account  of  the  dis- 
tribution of  the  proggery,  but  content  my- 
self with  stating  that  tlie  two  deputies  ac- 
credited by  the  "  Trades  "  vinion  to  receive 
their  share,  acknowledged  that  we  behaved 
not  only  well,  but  with  munificence  ;  since 
not  only  did  we  bestow  upon  them  the 
grosser  material  of  a  meal,  but  many  of  the 
higher  refinements  of  a  great  .entertain- 
ment ;  in  particular,  a  large  game  pasty, 
representing  a  feudal  fortress,  with  a  flag 
waving  over  it,  on  wliich  the  enthusiastic 
cook  had  inscribed  the  words,  "HochLebe 
die  Dodd,"  or  ''the  Dodd  forever."  It 
was  a  vulgar  dish,  Kitty,  and  by  my  own 
special  diplomacy  was  it  consigned  to  the 
second  table. 

At  length  Ave  were  seated  at  table,  but 
only  for  new  disappointments.  Milo,  in 
telling  off  the  band,  had  made  the  irrepar- 
able blunder  of  leaving  all  the  flute,  clario- 
net, and  horn  players  behind  ;  and  there 
we  were,  with  kettle-drums,  ti"ombones, 
and  ophocleides  enough  to  have  stunned  a 
garrison.  They  could  beat  a  "  generale," 
it  is  true,  but  there  ended  their  orchestral 
powers.  This  stupid  mistake,  however,  1 
gave  room  for  laughter,  and,  in  spite  of 
our  annoyance,  we  laughed  at  it  long  and 
heartily.  : 

I  am  spared  the  painful  task  of  record-  \ 
ing  the  catastrophe  of  our  story,  by  a  mes- ; 
sage  from  Mr.  Cavendish,  to  say   that  the  \ 
courier  is  starting.     Indeed,  his  carriage  is  j 
now  at  the  door,  and   I  must  say,  Kitt}',  | 
that  the  handsomest  men  in  our  diplomacy  i 
are  the  Mercuries.     They  dress  so  becom-  I 
ingly,   too — something    between   a   hussar 
and   Lord  Byron  ;    their   pelisses    of   rich 
furs,,  their  slashed  frocks,  and  Polish  caps, 
harmonizing  beautifully  with  their  mingled 
air  of  intrepidity  and  gentleness. 

Mr.  Dudley  Yignerton,  Avho  takes  this, 
is  remarkably  good-looking — something  of 
George    Canning,  with  a   dash    of   Count! 


d'Orsay.  I  Avish,  however,  he  would  let 
me  finish  these  few  lines  in  peace,  for  he 
keeps  on  complimenting  me  about  my  hair, 
and  my  handwriting,  and  I  don't  know 
what  besides.  He  offers,  also,  to  bring  me 
shoes  from  Paris,  for  really  Germany  is  too 
bad  ! 

He  is  a  strange  man,  Kitty,  and  I  regret 
not  to  see  more  of  him  ;  he  looks  at  once 
so  bland  and  so  determined.  He  tells  me 
that  the  adventurous  nature  of  the  life  he 
leads  makes  a  man  at  once  daring  and  en- 
during— about  equal  parts  lamb  and  lion. 
Uon't  you  wish  to  see  him  ? 

Yours,  in  great  haste, 

M.  A.  D. 


LETTER  XXXIL 

JAMES  DODD    TO    ROBERT  DOOLAX,  ESQ.,  TRINITY   COL- 
LEGE, DUBLIN. 

"The  Fox,"  Lichtenthal. 

My  dear  Bob, — I  promised  to  giro  you 
the  earliest  intelligence  of  the  Governor's 
return  ;  and  this  is  to  inform  you  that  the 
agreeable  incident  in  question  occurred  on 
Wednesday  last,  accompanied,  however,  by 
circumstances  which  I  must  call  "  at- 
tenuantes,"  that  is  to  say,  considerably 
impairing  the  felicitous  character  of  the 
event.  We — that  is,  the  Dodd  M'Carthy 
portion  of  the  family,  for  so  we  had  already 
constituted  ourselves — had  organized  a  most 
stunning  picnic  ;  one  of  those  entertain- 
ments which  are  the  great  facts  of  a  sea- 
son, just  as  certain  battles  are  the  grand 
incidents  of  a  campaign  :  we  had  secured 
everything  that  Baden  contained  of  com- 
pany and  cuiHine,  and  we  did  not  leave  a 
turkey,  a  truffle,  nor  a  titled  individual  in 
the  Avhole  village. 

La  Mere  Dodd  had  in  fact  resolved  on 
one  of  those  great  coups  de  tete,  Avhich,  in 
the  social  as  in  the  political  world,  are 
needed  to  terminate  a  difficult  position, 
and,  as  the  journalists  say  in  France, 
'Megitimize  the  situation."  How  I  love  a 
phrase  that  permits  one  to  escape  the  petti- 
ness of  a  personal  detail  by  some  grand  and 
sweeping  generality  ! 

The  picnic  is  to  the  fashionable  world 
what  a  general  election  is  in  that  of  poli- 
tics. It  is  a  brief  orgie,  in  which  each 
condescends  to  acquaintanceship,  or  even 
intimacy,  without  in  the  slightest  degree 
pledging  himself  to  future  consequences. 
You,  as  it  Avere,  pass  out  of  the  conven- 
tional limits  of  ordinary  life,  and  take  a 
''day  rule  "  for  indiscretions.  The  natu- 
ral consequence  is,  that  people  Avill  come 
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to  yon,  in  tliis  ^vay,  that  no  ofTorts  could 
sednco  into  your  house  ;  and  tlio  f^ruat  liidy, 
wlio  would  scorn  your  attentions  on  a 
Turkey  carpel,  will  suffer  you  to  carve  her 
chicken,  and  fill  her  chanipafi^ne  glass, 
wlieu  seated  on  the  grass.  ''  Oh  !  I  don't 
know  liim.  I  saw  him  somewhere — on  a 
steamer,  or  at  a  picnic,  ])erhaps."  This 
spoken,  with  aslareof  ineffal^le  unconcern, 
is  the  extent  of  the  recognition  accorded  to 
you  after.  At  first,  when  you  call  to  mind 
the  way  you  struggled  to  get  her  sheri-y, 
how  you  fought  for  the  lobster,  and  de- 
scended to  actual  meanness  for  the  mus- 
tard, you  are  disposed  to  fancy  yourself  the 
most  injured,  and  her  the  most  ingrate  of 
inankind  ;  but  you  soon  learn  to  perceive 
that  this  is  the  law  of  those  cases,  and  that 
you  are  not  worse  treated  than  your  fel- 
lows. 

I  leave  you  to  conjecture  why  we  deemed 
a  i)icnic  an  essential  stroke  of  ])olicy.  I 
assure  you  it  was  a  question  Avell  and  ma- 
turely discussed  in  our  cabinet.  AVeknew 
it  to  be  a  measure  from  which  there  was 
no  retreating  wlu-n  once  entered  upon  ;  wo 
also  knew  that  the  governor's  return  would 
utterly  render  such  a  course  impossible.  It 
was  now  or  never  Avith  us.  AVould  that  it 
had  been  never  !  But  to  proceed.  Every- 
thing, even  from  the  start,  promised  badly: 
the  day  broke  in  torrents  of  rain  ;  it  was 
like  one  of  those  days  of  Irish  picnic  at 
the  *'  Dargle,"  where  a  drowned  family 
scjuat  under  a  hedge  to  eat  soaked  sand- 
wiches. We  set  out,  in  bad  liumor,  deter- 
mined to  "take  out  our  pleasure  excursion  " 
under  difficulties  ;  a  proceeding  about  as 
sensible  as  that  of  a  man  who,  having 
sprained  his  ankle  on  his  way  to  a  ball, 
still  insists  upon  waltzing.  At  Eberstoin, 
where  we  had  purposed  to  dine,  they  would 
not  admit  us.  It  is  a  royal  residence,  and 
although,  usually,  there  was  no  permission 
necessary  for  parties  wishing  to  pass  the 
day  there,  an  order  from  the  Court  had 
closed  the  castle  against  all  picnicaries ;  a 
fact  not  made  more  palatable  to  us  by  the 
information  that  it  was  the  misconduct  of 
some  interesting  individuals  of  the  family 
of  the  Simkins,  the  Popkins,  or  the  Per- 
kins, which  had  provoked  the  edict  in  ques- 
tion. And  here  I  must  say.  Bob — and  I 
say  it  in  dee})  sorrow — that  we  are  either 
grossly  calumniated  abroad,  or  else  very 
grievous  faults  attach  to  us,  since  every 
scratched  picture,  every  noseless  statue, 
every  chipped  relic,  and  every  flawed  mar- 
ble, is  sure  of  being  assigned  to  the  work 
of  English. fingers.  I  repeat,  I  have  no 
means  of  knowing  if  the  accusation  be 
wrongful  or  not  ;  at  all  events,  I  conclude 


it  to  be  greatly  exaggerated  beyond  truth. 
If  scratching  ami  mutilating,  '*  the  chalk- 
ing and  maiming  acts  "  against  wm-ks  of 
art,  l)e  popular  practices  of  travelers  gen- 
erally, it  follows  that,  as  we  English  sup- 
ply a  very  large  nnijority  of  the  earth's 
vagabonds,  a  vast  number  of  those  offenses 
must  fall  to  our  share  ;  but  I  sincerely 
hope  we  do  not  deserve  our  wiiolesale  repu- 
tation, nor  possess  any  exclusive  patent  for 
barbarism.  I  argue  the  point  as  the  priest 
used  to  do  at  home  about  Catholics  and 
Pi'otestants,  when  he  triumphantly  asked, 
•'Why  white-faced  sheep  eat  more  than 
black-faced  ?"  and  having  puzzled  us  all, 
answered,  "  Because  there  are  more  of 
them!"  And  that's  the  reason  the  Eng- 
lish commit  more  breaches  of  decorum 
than  their  neighbors.  Rely  upon  it.  Bob, 
the  simple  illustration  is  very  widely  ap- 
])licable  ;  and  whenever  you  liear  of  our 
derelictions  abroad,  please  to  remember  it. 

As  we  could  not  obtain  admittance  to 
Eberstoin,  it  became  a  grand  subject  of 
debate  wliat  to  do.  Tlie  prudent  said, 
"Go  back."  Is  it  not  strange.  Bob  ?  but 
there  is  an  almost  storeotypc^d  uniformity 
in  wise  counselors,  and  that  whenever  a 
difficulty  arises  in  life,  they  all  cry  out, 
"Go  back  !"  I  conclude  that  this  is  the 
whole  secret  of  the  Tory  party,  and  that 
all  the  reputation  they  have  acquired  of 
"safe,"  '-prudent,"  and  so  forth,  has  no 
other  basis  than  this  simple  maxim.  Upon 
the  present  occasion,  "  the  Progrcsistas  " 
carried  the  day — we  went  on  ! 

A  little  wayside  inn — the  resort  of  a  few 
summer  visitors — was  to  be  our  destination; 
but,  when  we  arrived  there,  it  was  to  find 
the  house  crammed  with  a  most  motley 
rabl)lo,  a  sot  of  those  wandering  artisans 
which,  'from  some  singular  notion  of  her 
own  upon  the  virtues  of  vagabondism, 
Germany  sends  forth  broadcast  over  her 
whole  land  ;  the  law  requiring  that  each 
tradesnnin  should  travel  for  a  year,  or,  in 
some  states,  two  years,  before  he  can  ob- 
tain permission  from  the  municipality  of 
his  own  town  to  reside  at  home.  Now,  as 
these  individuals  are  rarely  or  never  per- 
sons of  independent  fortune,  but  rather  of 
scanty  or  precarious  means,  the  "  W'amler- 
Jahre,"  as  the  year  of  travel  is  called,  is 
usually  a  series  of  events  vibrating  between 
roguery  and  begging,  and  at  all  events 
litUe  conducive  to  those  habits  of  orderly, 
patient  industry  which, in  England  at  least, 
are  doomed  the  highest  qualities  of  a  labor- 
ing man. 

Wherever  you  travel  in  Germany  you  are 
certain  to  find  droves  of  these  people  on 
the  road,  their  heavy  knapsacks  covered 
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Avith  an  undressed  calf-dkin,  and  usually 
decorated  at  either  extremity  by  a  Wel- 
lington boot,  "pendant,"  but  not  ''pro- 
per," their  long  pipes  and  longer  beards, 
their  well-tuned  voices — for  they  always 
sing^and,  lastly,  their  unblushing  appeals 
to  your  charity,  proclaim  them  to  bo 
"  Lehre-Junge."  or  apprentices.  But  you 
must  not  fall  into  the  absurd  mistake  of 
one  of  our  well-known  English  writers  on 
Germany,  who  has  called  them  traveling 
students,  and  thereupon  moralized  long 
and  learnedly  on  the  poverty  of  life  and  the 
cheai)ness  of  education  in  that  country. 
Occasionally,  it  is  true,  a  student  of  the 
very  humblest  class  will  associate  himself 
witii  these  "youths  ;"  but  even  he  will  be 
the  exception,  and  tlie  university  to  wJiicli 
he  belongs  one  of  the  very  lowest  in  rank. 
I  should  ask  your  forgiveness  for  this  long 
and  wide  digression,  my  dear  Bob,  were  it 
not  that  I  know  tliat  whenever  I  speak  of 
matters  which  are  new  and  unfamiliar  to 
you,  I  am  at  least  as  interesting  as  by  any 
purely  personal  history.  You  would  like 
to  hear  a  thousand  traits  of  foreign  life 
and  manners,  far  better  than  I  am  capable 
of  communicating  them. 

Our  inn,  as  I  have  said,  was  full  of  these 
"gents,"  and  no  persuasion  of  ours,  no 
threats,  uor  any  flatteries,  could  induce 
them  to  vacate  the  territory  in  our  favor. 
In  fact,  they  presumed  to  reason  upon  the 
ease,  on  the  absurd  presumption  that  rain 
would  wet  and  wind  chill  them,  and  posi- 
tively resisted  all  our  assurances  to  the 
contrary. 

We  ended  by  a  compromise  ;  they  gave 
us  the  parlor,  and  retired  to  the  kitchen, 
we,  purchasing  the  concession  by  sundry 
articles  of  consumption,  such  as  fowls, 
ham,  preserves,  and  a  pasty,  to  be  by  them 
devoured  as  their  own  proper  and  peculiar 
prog.  The  selection,  which  was  made  by 
a  sj)ecial  commission  named  by  both  sides, 
was  rather  an  amusing  process,  though 
probably  prolonged  a  little  beyond  the 
limits  of  ordinary  patience.  At  length 
the  treaty  was  concluded,  the  price  paid, 
the  territory  evacuated,  and  we  sat  down 
ourselves  to  table,  I  will  not  say  in  the 
very  happiest  of  humors,  for  throughout 
the  whole  of  the  negotiation  our  pride  and 
self-esteem  were  at  each  moment  receiving 
the  ,very  rudest  buffets,  princes,  dukes, 
counts,  and  barons  as  we  were  !  It  was  a 
sore  lesson  we  were  acquiring ;  and,  as  a 
great  man  of  our  party  remarked,  "The 
canaille  had  apparently  been  taught  little 
or  nothing  by  the  last  two  years."  A  fact 
not  so  difficult  to  entertain,  when  one  re- 
members  that   those  whose  education  is 


conducted  by  grape  and  musketry  are 
seldom  left  to  evidence  the  advantages  of 
the  system,  and  the  survivors  are  the 
'•'naughty  boys  who  have  learned  nothing." 

Our  first  disapjjointment  Avas  j-ather  a 
laughable  one,  though  cei'tes  in  itself  a 
bore.  In  the  hurry  of  leaving  Baden,  a 
selection  of  the  town  band  of  musicians 
was  made,  as  we  had  not  carrijige-room 
for  the  whole  ;  but  by  ill  luck  it  was  the 
rejected  we  had  taken,  and  there  we  were 
with  drums,  cymbals,  trombones,  and  an 
ophocleide,  but  not  a  flute,  flageolet,  or 
a  French  horn  !  You  may  fancy  the  at- 
tempt to  perform  the  overture  to  "  William 
Tell"  with  such  a]>pliances.  Crash  after 
crash  it  went,  drowned  in  our  own  up- 
roarious laughter,  or  louder  cries  of  horror 
and  disgust.  We  had  scarcely  rallied, 
some,  from  the  amusement,  others,  from 
the  annoyance  produced  by  this  event, 
when'  a  tremendous  uproar  outside  the 
door  attracted  our  attention.  It  sounded 
like  an  attempt  being  made  to  establish  a 
forcible  entry  into  our  apartment,  and 
vigorous  resistance  offered.  So  it  proved, 
by  the  account  of  certain  wounded  and 
disabled  who  fell  back  to  tell  us  of  the 
affray.  "The  trades  "were  in  reality  in 
open  insurrection,  and  marching  upon  us, 
"headed,"  as  the  trombone  said,  "by  a 
stout,  elderly  man  of  savage  appearance." 
To  organize  a  resistance  would  have  been 
impossible,  with  countesses  fainting  on 
every  side,  duchesses  in  hysterics.  The 
men  of  our  party,  too,  avov/ed  that  without 
an  armory  of  guns,  pistols,  and  cutlasses, 
they  Avere  powerless.  As  to  smashing  up 
a  chair,  or  seizing  a  table-leg,  they  had  no 
idea  of  it;  so  that  I  saw  myself  the  only 
combatant  in  a  room  full  of  people,  Avho, 
by  way  of  fitting  me  for  my  task,  threw 
themselves  around  my  neck  and  on  my 
back  in  a  fashion  far  more  flattering  than 
favorable. 

By  great  exertions  I  wrested  niyseif  free 
from  my  "backers,"  and  bounding  over 
the  table  with  a  formidable  old  tongs  in 
my  hand,  I  reached  the  door  just  as  it  gave 
Avay  to  the  assaulting  party,  and  came  flat 
doAvn  off  the  hinges,  discovering  the  for- 
lorn hope  of  the  enemy  led  on  by — oh, 
shaime  and 'disgrace  ineffable! — no  other 
than  my  father  himself  !  There  he  Avas, 
Bob,  Avithout  his  coat,  with  a  large  sauce- 
pan in  one  hand  for  a  shield,  and  a  kitchen 
cleaver  in  the  other.  He  vociferously 
cheered  on  his  folloAvers  to  the  breach.  I 
OAvn  to  you  that,  Avhat  with  his  patched 
and  poor  attire,  his  long  beard,  and  his 
moustaches,  I  scarcely  kncAv  him.  His 
voice,  however,  there  was  no  mistaking ; 
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and,  at  the  first  word  lie  uttered,  I  ground- 
ed my  arins  in  surrender. 

It  luriu'd  out  that  some  iufcniid  device 
in  pastry  had  communicated  to  liim  the 
intelligence  that  it  was  Mrs.  D.  was  the 
entertainer  of  the  gorgeous  company,  the 
cruml)s  from  wjiose  sumptuous  tahle  he 
and  his  frit-nds  were  then  consuming. 
Maddened  with  the  indignity  of  his  posi- 
tion, and  outraged  at  her  extravagance,  he 
tossed  off  two  tumblers  of  sherry  to  give 
him  courage,  and  cried  out  to  his  partisans 
'*to  charge  !"  1  have  often  hoard  that  no 
description  can  convey  even  the  faintest 
notion  of  the  liorrors  of  a  town  taken  by 
assault.  1  now  bi'lieved  it.  For  the  same 
good  reason,  you  will  not  exj^ect  of  me  to 
portray  what  I  own  to  bo  beyond  my  })ic- 
torial  powers.  .  I  can,  it  is  true,  give  you 
the  ingredients,  as  Lord  Macartney  did 
those  of  a  plum-pudding  to  the  Chinese 
cook,  but  you  must  yourself  know  how  to 
mingle  and  combine  them.  Take  thirty 
ladies  of  various  ages,  from  sixteen  to  sixty, 
and  of  all  nations  of  Europe,  with  gents 
to  match  ;  throw  them  into  strong  con- 
vulsions of  frigiit,  horror,  fun,  or  laughter, 
amidst  smashed  crockery,  broken  glass, 
upset  viands,  and  drinkables  ;  beat  them 
up  with  some  ten  or  twelve  travelers  of 
unwashed  ai)i)earance,  neither  civil  of 
speech  nor  ceremonious  in  conduct  ;  dash 
the  mixture  with  Dodd  Pcre  in  a  state  of 
frenzied  passion,  to  which  he  gave  short 
and  2)cr  saltnm  utterance  in  such  phrases 
as  "spitzbuben  !"  "coquins!"  *' ca- 
naille !  "  "  scoundrels  !  "  ''  gueux  !  " 
'•  blackguards  ! "  &c.  ;  a  vocabulary  that, 
even  without  a  labored  context,  seemed 
sufficiently  intelligible.  The  company  took 
Lady  Maebotli's  hint ;  they  didn't  stand 
upon  the  order  of  their  going,  *Hhey  went 
at  once."  I  do  not  believe  that  a  party 
ever  separated  with  greater  dispatch  and 
less  useless  ceremony.  A  few  of  the 
"greatly  overcome"'  were,  indeed,  led  out 
between  friends,  *' unconscious  ;  "  but  the 
mass  tied  with  a  laudable  precijiitancy, 
leaving  the  held  to  my  father  and  the  rest 
of  the  Dodd  family — a  group,  I  beg  to  say, 
that  nothing  but  a  painter  could  })roperly 
render.  That  it  may  one  day  be  thought 
worthy  of  a  fresco,  let  me  record  it. 

Foreground,  and  principal  figure,  Dodd 
Pero,  seated  Marius-like  amidst  the  ruins, 
cravat  in  one  hand,  turban  of  a  spoiled 
countess  inadvertently  grasped  in  the 
other  ;  countenance  strongly  marked  with 
intense  perplexity,  a  kind  of  universal 
doubt  of  everything  ;  prevailing  impres- 
sion of  the  figure,  power,  but  power  weak- 
ened by  incredulity. 


Middle  distance,  Mary  Anne  Dodd,  dis- 
heveled and  weeping,  gracefully  draped, 
and  the  attitude  well  chosen. 

Exti-eme  distance,  Dodd  Mere,  seated 
on  the  fioor,  with  a  student's  cap  stuck  on 
over  her  own  torpu',  evidently  horror-struck 
and  unconscious,  as  seen  Ijy  the  wild  stare 
of  her  eyes,  and  the  half  open  lips.  Dodd 
Fiis,  dimly  detected  in  the  shadow  of  left 
foi-eground,  mixing  brandy-and-water. 

There's  the  tableau  ;  the  smaller  details 
are,  a  universal  smashery,  with  occasional 
vestiges  of  that  part  of  tlie  creation  con- 
signed to  hairdressers,  tailors,  and  mil- 
liners, of  which  the  ground  displays  vji- 
rious  curious  specimens,  in  scalps,  fronts, 
ringlets,  and  tufts,  scraps  of  lace,  tuckers, 
and  trinkets,  with  skirts  of  coats,  cravats, 
and  a  false  calf!  Had  tliese  been  all  that 
the  company  left  behind  them,  Bob,  it 
might  have  been  bearable,  but,  alas!  they 
had  bcf[ueathed  to  us  otlier  relics — their 
contempt,  their  very  lowest  contempt. 
Even  my  father's  French  was  intelligible 
enough  to  show  what  he  claimed,  and  what 
we  could  not  deny  him  to  be.  You  can 
fancy,  therefore,  the  impression  they  must 
have  conceived  of  us  ! 

One  of  the  worst  features  of  this  un- 
lucky occurrence  was,  that  it  happened  at 
Baden.  Baden  is,  so  to  say,  one  of  those 
great  banking-houses  at  which  a  note  is 
sure  to  be  })resented  at  some  period  or 
other  of  its  circulation,  and  here  we  were 
now— declared  a  "forgery,"  pronounced 
"uot  negotiable." 

These  were  the  bitter  thoughts  which 
Ci\c\\  of  us  had  now  to  revolve  in  secret, 
tormenting  our  several  ingenuities  to  find 
a  remedy  for  the  evil.  The  governor  was 
apparently  the  first  of  us  to  rally,  for  he 
turned  round  at  last  to  the  table,  cleared  a 
small  spot  for  his  ojierations  at  a  corner, 
bellied  himself  to  some  of  a  game  pie,  and 
began  to  eat  like  one  who  had  not  relished 
such  delicacies  for  some  time  back. 

"  May  I  give  you  a  glass  of  champagne, 
sir?"  said  I,  seeing  that  he  was  "going 
in  "  with  an  air  of  determination. 

"With  all  my  heart,'-'  responded  he; 
"but  I  think  you  might  as  well  ojien  a 
fresh  bottle."  I  did  so.  Bob,  and  followed 
it  by  another,  of  which  I  partook  also. 

"There  are  some  excellent  fellows  out 
there  in  the  kitchen,"  said  the  governor. 
"There's  a  little  lame  tailor  from  Ans- 
pach,  and  an  ivory-turner  from  the  town 
of  Lindau,  both  as  agreeable  companions 
as  ever  1  journeyed  with.  Take  them  out 
that  pie,  James,  and  let  tlve  waiter  fetch 
them  half  a  dozen  bottles  of  this  red  wine. 
Pay   Jacob — he's   the   tailor — four  florins 
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that  I  borrowed  from  him  \  and  bog  of 
Herman,  a  little  Jewish  rogue,  with  an 
Astracan  cap,  to  keep  my  tobacco-bag,  out 
of  remembrance  of  me.  Tell  the  assembled 
company  that  I'll  sec  them  all  by-and-by, 
for.  at  present,  I  have  some  family  affairs 
to  look  after.  Be  civil  and  courteous  with 
them,  James,  tliey  all  have  been  so  to  me  ; 
and  if  you'll  sit  down  at  the  table  for  half 
an  hour,  and  converse  with  them,  take  my 
word  for  it,  boy,  you'll  not  rise  to  go  away 
without  being  both  wiser  and  humbler." 

I  set  about  my  mission  with  a  willing 
heart.  I  was  glad  to  do  anything  whicli 
should  give  the  governor  even  a  momen- 
tary satisfaction  ;  and  I  was  well  pleased, 
also,  to  mark  the  calm,  dispassionate  tone 
of  his  language. 

The  "  Lehr-Jungen"  received  me  Avitli 
a  most  respectful  courtesy,  in  which,  how- 
ever, there  was  not  the  A^ery  slightest  taint' 
of  subserviency  or  meanness.  They  showed 
me  that  they  really  felt  kindly,  and  even 
affectionately,  toward  my  fatlier,  who  had 
been  their  companion  for  the  last  nine  days 
on  foot.  They  enjoyed  in  a  high  degree 
the  dry  humor  wliicli  he  possesses,  and 
they  relished  his  remarks  on  the  country, 
and  the  people,  tlirough  which  they  trav- 
eled, savoring  as  they  did  of  a  caustic 
shrewdness  perfectly  uew  to  them.  In 
fact,  I  soon  saw  that  his  frank  tempera- 
ment, enriched  by  that  native  quaintness 
every  Irishman  has  his  share  of,  had  made 
him  a  prime  favorite  with  them,  and  they 
were  equally  disposed  to  be  flattered  by 
his  acquaintanceship  as  attached  to  him- 
self. I  sat  with  them  till  past  midnight. 
Indeed,  when  I  heard  that  our  family  had 
ordered  bedrooms  and  retired  for  the  night, 
I  was  not  sorry  to  dissipate  my  cai-es,  even 
in  mucli  humbler  society  than  I  had  left 
home  to  foregather  with. 

It  is  not  necessary  I  should  make  any 
confession  to  you  of  my  unlettered  ignor- 
ance, nor  own  how  deplorably  deficient  I 
am  in  every  branch  of  knowledge  or  ac- 
quirement. I  was  a  stupid  schoolboy,  and 
an  idle  one,  and  tlie  result  is  not  very 
difficult  to  imagijie  ;  and  yet,  with  all  these 
disadvantages  I  have  a  lazy  man's  craving 
for  information,  if  I  only  could  obtain  it 
easily  I'd  like  to  be  cured,  if  the  doctor 
would  only  make  the  physic  palatable. 
x\ow,  will  you  believe  me.  Bob,  when  I 
say,  that  these  poor  traveling  tradesfolk, 
patched  and  tiireadbare  as  they  were, 
talked  upon  subjects  of  a  very  higli  char- 
acter, and  discussed  them,  too,  with  a 
shrewdness  and  propriety  perfectly  aston- 
ishing. I  had  been  living  in  Germany  for 
some  six  or  eight  months,  and  yet  now, 


for  the  first  time,  did  I  hear  mention  made 
of  the  popular  literature  of  the  day — who 
were  the  writers  most  in  vogue,  and  what 
modifications  public  taste  was  undergoing, 
and  how  the  mystical  and  the  imaginative 
were  giving  way  before  a  practical  common- 
sense  and  commonplace  spirit  more  adapt- 
ed to  the  exigencies  of  our  age.  This,  I 
must  observe,  they  entirely  ascribed  to 
the  iiifluence  of  England,  which  they  de- 
scribed as  being  paramount  on  the  conti- 
nent since  the  peace.  IS'ot  alone  that  the 
vast  hordes  of  our  nation  flooded  every 
land  of  Europe,  but  that  our  mechanical 
arts,  our  inventions,  and  our  literature, 
pervaded  every  nook  and  crevice  of  the 
continent. 

As  the  tailor  said,  "  It  is  not  alone  that 
we  conform  to  your  notions  in  dress,  and 
endeavor  to  make  our  coats  loose  and 
square-skirted,  to  look  English,  but  there 
is  an  Anglomania  in  all  things,  even  where 
we  will  not  confess  it.  Our  novelists,  too, 
have  followed  the  fashion,  and  instead  of 
those  dreamy  conceptions,  where  the  pos- 
sible and  impossible  were  alwajs  in  con- 
flict, we  have  now  domestic  stories,  ay, 
even  before  we  have  domesticity  itself." 

I  do  not  quote  my  friend  Jacob  for  any- 
thing remarkable  in  the  sentiment  itself, 
though  I  believe  it  to  be  just  and  true,  but 
to  show  the  general  tone  of  a  conversation 
maintained  for  hours  by  a  set  of  poor  arti- 
sans, not  one  of  whom  would  not  be  well 
contented  could  he  earn  a  shilling  a  day. 

Perhaps  you  will  ask  me,  if,  in  their 
several  trades,  these  fellows  were  the  equals 
of  our  own  ?  In  all  probability  they  were 
not.  The  likelihood  is,  they  were  greatly 
inferior,  as  in  every  detail  of  the  useful 
and  the  practical  Germany  is  far  behind 
us  ;  but  it  is  strange  to  speculate  on  what 
such  a  people  may,  or  might,  become,  if 
their  institutions  should  ever  conform  to 
the  development  of  their  natural  intelli- 
gence. This  again  is  the  tailor's  remark — 
and  I  could  "  cabbage  "  from  him  for  hours 
together. 

I  thought  a  hundred  times  of  yo^i,  Bob. 
How  you  would  have  enjoyed  this  strange 
fraternity.  What  amusement — not  to  say 
something  better- and  higher — you  would 
have  abstracted  from  them.  What  traits 
of  native  humor — what  studies  of  charac- 
ter !  As  for  me,  much,  by  far  the  greater 
part,  was  lost  upon  me  for  want  of  previous 
knowledge  of  the  subjects  they  discussed. 
Of  the  kingdoms  whose  politics  thsy  can- 
vassed I  scarcely  knew  the  names  ;  of  the 
books,  I  had  not  even  heard  the  titles  ! 
I  have  no  doubt  many  of  their  opinions 
were  incorrect ;  much  of  Avhatthey  uttered 
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might  have  been  illogical  or  inaccurate  ; 
buL  making  a  wide  allowance  for  this,  I 
was  struck  by  the  general  acutenesa  of  their 
remarks,  and  tiie  tone  of  moderation  and 
forljearaucc  that  characterized  all  they 
said. 

This  ]>rief  intercourse  has  at  least  taught 
me  one  thing — whicii  is  not  to  look  down 
with  any  dei»reciating  pity  on  the  troo])s 
of  these  wayfarers  we  pass  on  the  road, 
.still  less  to  ridicule  their  absurd  appcar- 
ance,or  make  a  jest  of  their  varied  costume. 
I  now  know  that  amidst  those  motley  fig- 
ures are  men  of  shrewd  intelligence  and 
cultivated  minds,  content  to  follow  the 
very  humblest  callings,  and  quite  satisfied 
if  tiieir  share  of  this  world's  good  things 
never  rises  higher  than  black  bread  and  a 
cuji  of  sour  wine,  I  should  like  greatly  to 
see  something  more  of  the  gipsy  life  they 
lead,  and  'if  ever  the  opportunity  offer, 
shall  certainly  not  suffer  it  to  escape  me. 

A\'e  left  the  inn  of  the  Moorg  Thai  at 
daybreak,  in^^  mother  and  ^lary  Anne  in 
one  carriage,  the  governor  and  myself  in  a 
little  open  caleche.  He  spoke  little,  and 
seemed  deep  in  thought  nil  the  way.  From 
an  occasional  expression  he  dropped,  I 
dreaded  to  surmise  that  ho  had  resolved  on 
returning  to  Ireland.  One  remark  which 
he  made  of  more  than  ordinary  bitterness 
w^as,  "  If  Ave  go  on  as  we  are  doing,  we  shall 
at  length  close  every  town  of  Europe 
against  us.  We  left  Brussels  in  shame,  and 
now  w'e  quit  Baden  in  disgrace  ;  the  sooner 
ihis  ends  the  better." 

We  did  not  proceed  the  whole  way  to 
Baden,  but  stopped  about  a  mile  from  it, 
at  a  village  called  Lichtenthal,  where  Ave 
found  a  comfortable  inn,  Avitli  moderate 
charges.  From  this  I  was  dispatched  to 
our  hotel,  after  nightfall,  to  arrange  our 
affairs,  settle  our  bill,  fetch  away  our  bag- 
gage, and  make  all  necessary  arrangements 
for  departure. 

I  am  free  to  own  that  I  entered  on  my 
mission  Avith  no  common  sense  of  shame. 
I  kncAv,  of  course,  how  our  story  had  by 
this  time  become  the  table-talk  of  Baden, 
and  how,  from  the  prince  to  the  courier, 
'*thc  Dodds  "  Avcre  the  only  topic.  Such 
notoriety  as  this  is  no  boon,  and  I  confess. 
Bob,  that  I  believe  I  could  have  submitted 
my  hand  to  the  knife  Avitii  less  shrinking 
of  the  spirit  than  I  raised  it  to  pull  the 
door-bell  of  the  Hotel  de  Kussie. 

When  a  man  has  to  encounter  any  an- 
ticipated humiliation,  he  usually  i)uts  on 
an  extra  amount  of  offensive  armor.  I 
suppose  mine,  upon  this  occasion,  must 
have  been  of  unquestionable  strength. 
_Xoue  seemed  willing  to  put  it  to  the  proof. 

VOL.  IV. — 11 


[The  host  Av as  iiumljle — the  A\-aiters  ering- 
i  ing — the  very  porter  faAvned  on  me  !  The 
secretary — at  your  flash  hotels  abroad  thev 
always  have  a  secretary,  usually  a  Pole, 
who  has  an  immense  eslat<,'  under  seques- 
tration somewhere— this  dread  funetionarA', 
who,  in  ])resentingyoii  the  bill,  ever  gives 
you  to  understand  that  he  is  quite  pre- 
pared to  afford  you  personal  satisfaction 
for  any  item  in  the  score — even  he,  I  say, 
was  bland,  courteous,  and  gentle.  I  little 
knew  at  the  moment  to  Avhat  circumstance 
lowed  all  this  unexpected  ])oliteness,  and 
that  this  silky  courtesy  was  a  very  differ- 
ent testimony  from  Avhat  I  suspected  ;  it 
being  neither  more  nor  less  than  the  joy- 
ful astonishment  of  the  household  at  seeing 
one  of  us  again,  and  an  amazement,  rising 
to  enthusiastic  delight,  at  the  bare  possi- 
bility of  our  paying  our  bill  !  Already  in 
their  esHmation  the  "  Dodd  family"  had 
been  pronounced  SAvindlers,  and  various 
speculations  were  abroad  as  to  the  value  of 
the  several  trunks,  imperials,  and  valises 
we  had  left  behind  u*. 

My  mother,  in  her  abject  misery— you 
may  imagine  the  amount  of  it  from  the 
circumstance — had  given  me  her  bank- 
book, Avitli  full  liberty  to  deal  Avith  the 
balance  in  her  favor.  In  fact,  such  was 
her  dread  of  encountering  one  of  our 
former  acquaintances,  that  I  verily  believe 
she  Avould  have  agreed  to  an  ( xile  to  Siberia 
rather  than  jniss  one  week  more  at  Biulen. 
Our  bill  Avas  a  SAvingeing  one.  With  all 
the  external  show  of  politeness,  I  plainly 
saw  that  they  treated  us  just  as  Kapoleon 
used  to  treat  a  conquered  nation  Avhose 
imputed  misconduct  had  outlaA\ed  it  ! 
For  us  there  Avas  no  ai)peal  ;  icc  could  not 
threaten  theindignation  of  i)owerful  friends 
— the  terrors  of  fashionable  exposure — not 
even  the  hackneyed  expedient  of  a  letter 
in  the  Times  !  Alas  !  Ave  had  ceased  to 
be  "reasonable  and  sufficient  bail  ''  for  any 
statement. 

Such  charges  never  Avere  seen  l»efore,  I'd 
sAvear.  Dinners  and  suppers  figured  as 
unim})ortant  matters.  It  Avas  the  "extra- 
ordinaries"  that  ruined  us  ;  for  your  hotel- 
keeper  is  obliged,  for  very  sliame's  sake,  to 
observe  a  sembhmce  of  decorum  in  his  de- 
mands for  recognized  items.  It  is  in  the 
indefinable  that  he  rcA'cls  ;  just  as  your 
geographer  indulges  every  caprice  of  his 
imagination  when  laying  down  the  limits 
of  land  and  water  at  the  Pole  ! 

It  Avould  not  amuse,  nor  could  it  in- 
struct you,  Avere  I  to  giA'e  the  details  of 
this  iniquitous  demand.  I  shall  therefore 
spare  you  all,  save  the  grand  fact  of  the 
total,   wherein    something    less    than    six 
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weeks^  liv^ing  of  four  people,  with  as  many 
servants,  amounts  to  a  fi-action  under 
three  luindred  pounds  sterling !  Mean- 
wliile,  the  price  of  rooms,  breakfasts,  beds, 
etc.,  were  all  I'easonable  enough.  It  Avas 
*•  Eelairage,"  "Service,"  "Keceptions, 
I^Iardi,"  "Mercredi,"  and  ''Jeudi." 
These  were  the  heavy  artillery,  to  which 
all  the  rest  was  a  light  dropping  fire.  This 
bill  settling  is  indeed  an  awful-  ])rocess, 
for  when  you  rally  from  the  lirst  horror- 
stricken  feelings  that  the  sum  total  calls 
up,  and  are  blandly  asked  by  the  smirk- 
ing secretary  '•  To  what  is  it  that  Monsieur 
objects  ?  "  you  are  totally  powerless  and 
prostrated.  Your  natural  impulse  would 
be  to  say,  ''To  the  whole  of  it — to  that 
infamous  row  of  figures  at  the  bottom  !" 

In  all  probability,  you  never  made  an 
liotel  bill  in  your  life.  The  wretches 
know  this,  and  they  feel  the  full  force  of 
your  unhappy  situntion.  Just  faucy  a 
surgeon  saying,  "  What  particular  part  of 
the  operation  do  you  dislike,  sir  ?  It  can't 
be  the  first  incision  ;  I  made  it  in  Cooper's 
method — one  sweep  of  the  knife.  You 
surely  have  no  complaint  about  the  arte- 
ries— I  took  them  up  in  eighteen  seconds 
by  a  stop  watch."  "What  do  I  care  for 
all  this  ?"  you  answer.  "I  know  nothing 
about  science,  but  I  am  fully  open  to  the 
impression  of  pain."  Xothing,  however, 
kills  me  like  the  fellow  saying,  "If  Mon- 
sieur thinks  the  lemonade  too  dear,  we'll 
rake  off  half  a  franc."  Two-and-sixpence 
deducted  from  a  bill  of  three  hundred 
pounds  I 

I  went  through  all  this,  and  more.  I 
went  through  special  appeal  cases,  from 
rwenty  subordinates,  on  jjeculiar  infrac- 
tions of  broken  heads,  smashed  crockery, 
and  damaged  furniture,  which  each  assured 
me  in  tu)-n  "  would  be  charged  against 
him,'"  if  Monsieur  had  not  the  "honorable 
consideration  " — that's  the  formula — to 
})ay  it.  I  satisfied  some,  I  compromised 
Avith  others  ;  I  resisted  none.  No,  Bob. 
There  was  rio  "locus  standi,"  as  you 
would  call  it,  for  opposition.  None  of  the 
Dodds  could  come  into  court,  and  claim  to 
be  heard  as  witnesses. 

This  agreeable  function  concluded,  I 
drove  off  to  the  police  commissary  about 
our  passport.  The  "authorities"  had 
finished  the  duties  of  the  day.  The  bureau 
was  closed.  I  asked  where  the  "authori- 
ties" lived,  and  was  told  the  street  and 
the  number.  I  went  there,  but  the  "au- 
thorities" were  at  their  "cafe."  They 
liked  "their  dominoes  and  their  beer;" 
and  why  should  they  not  have  their  weak- 
nesses ! 


I  hastened  to  the  cafe  ;  not  one.  of  those 
brilliantly  decorated  and  lighted  establish- 
ments where  foreigners  of  all  nations  fore- 
gathei",  but  a  dim-looking,  musty,  sanded- 
lioored,  smoke-dried  den,  filled  with  a  com- 
pany to  suit.  Thei'e  was  that  mysterious 
half  light,  and  that  low  whispering  sound 
which  seemed  to  form  a  fit  atmos]diere  for 
spies  and  eavesdroppers,  of  which  I  need 
scarcely  tell  you  government  officials  are 
composed. 

By  the  guidance  of  the  waiter,  I  reached 
the  table  Avhere  the  Hcrr  von  Schureke 
was  seated  at  Iris  dominoes..  He  was  a 
beetle-browed,  scowling,  ill-conditioned- 
looking  gent  of  about  fifty,  who  had  a 
trick  of  coughing  a  hard  dry  cough  be- 
tween every  word  he  uttered. 

"Ah,"  sa*d  he,  after  I  explained  the 
object  of  my  visit,  "you  want  your  pass- 
port. Yo.n  wish  to  leave  Baden,  and  you 
come  here  to  give  your  orders  to  the  poli- 
zey  Beamten  as  if  you  Avere  the  grand- 
'duke  !  " 

I  deprecated  this  intention  in  my  po- 
litest German  ;  but  he  Avent  on  : 

"  £s  geht  nicht  "—literally,  "  It's  no  go  " 
—  "my  Avorthy  friend.  We  are  not  the 
officials  of  England.  We  are  Badeners, 
AVe  are  the  functionaiies  of  an  independ- 
ent sovereign.  You  can't  bully  us  here, 
Avith  your  line-of-battle  ships,  your  frig- 
ates, and  bomb-boats." 

"  No.  Gott  bcAvahr  I  "  echoed  the  com- 
pany ;  "  that  Avill  do  elsewhere — but  Baden 
is  free ! " 

The  enthusiasm  the  sentiment  evoked 
brought  all  the  guests  from  the  several  ta- 
bles to  swarm  around  us. 

I  assured  the  meeting  that  Cobden  and 
Co.  Avere  not  more  pacifically  minded  than 
I  was  ;  that  as  to  anything  like  threat, 
menace,  or  insolence  toward  the  Grand- 
Duchy,  it  never  came  Avithin  thousands  of 
miles  of  my  thoughts;  that  I  came  to 
make  the  civilest  of  requests  in  the  very 
humblest  of  manner;  and  if,  by  ill-luck, 
the  distinguished  functionary  1  had  the 
honoi-  to  address  should  not  deem  either 
the  time  opportune,  or  the  place  suita- 
ble— 

■•  You'll  make  it  an  affair  for  your  House 
of  Commons,"  broke  he  in. 

"Or  your  Ti-mes  newspaper!"  cried 
another,  converting  the  title  of  the  Thun- 
derer into  a  strange  dissyllable. 

"  Or  your  secretary  of  state  will  tell  us 
that  you  are  a  'Civis  liomanus, '"  wheezed 
out  a  small  man,  that  I  heard  was  archiv- 
ist of  something,  somewhere. 

"  Britannia  rule  de  Avaves,  bat  do  not 
rule  de  Grand-Duchy,"  muttered  a  fourth. 
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in  English,  to  show  LIkiL  lie  was  thoroughly 
imbued,  not  lUono  Avitli  our  language,  but 
the  spirit  of  our  Constitution. 

"  Really,  gentlemen,"  said  I,  "  I  am 
f(uito  at  a  loss  for  any  reason  for  this  lau- 
dable outburst  of  nationality.  I  disclaim 
the  very  remotest  idea  of  offending  Baden, 
or  anything  belonging  to  it.  I  entertain 
no  intention  of  converting  my  case  into  a 
question  of  international  dispute.  I.  sim- 
jdy  want  my  passport,  and  free  permission 
to  leave  the  Grand-Duchy  and  all  belong- 
ing to  it." 

This  declaration  was  unanimously  ])ro- 
nounccd  insolent,  offensive,  and  insulting  ; 
and  a  vast  number  of  unpleasant  remarks 
poured  down  upon  ]i]ngland  and  English- 
men, which,  I  need  not  tell  you,  are  not 
■worth  repetition.  The  end  of  all  was,  that 
I  lost  temper  too — the  wonder  is  how  I 
kept  it  so  long — and  ventured  to  hint  that 
people  of  my  country  had  sometimes  the 
practice  of  righting  themselves,  when 
wronged,  instead  of  tormenting  their  gov- 
ernment or  pestering  the  Times  newspa- 
per ;  and  that  if  they  had  any  curiosity  as 
to  the  liow,  I  should  be  most  happy  to 
favor  any  one  with  the  inff)rmation  that 
would  follow  mc  into  the  street. 

There  was  a  perfect  Babel  of  ungry 
vociferations  as  I  said  this  ;  the  meaning 
of  which  I  might  guess,  though  the  words 
Avere  unintelligible  ;  and,  as  I  issued  forth 
into  the  street,  expressions  of  angry  indig- 
nation and  insult  woj"e  actually  showered 
upon  mo.  I  reached  Lichtenthal  late  at 
night  ;  the  governor  was  in  bed,  and  I 
hastened  to  "report  myself"  to  him. 
This  done,  I  sat  down  to  give  you  this  full 
narration  of  our  doings  ;  and  only  regret 
that  I  must  conclude  without  telling  you 
anything  of  our  future  plans,  of  wliich  I 
know  actually  nothing.  1  should  have 
spared  you  the  uninteresting  scene  with 
the  authorities,  if  you  had  not  a,sked  me, 
in  your  last,  ''  Whether  the  respect  felc 
toward  England  by  every  foreign  nation 
did  not  invest  the  traveling  Englishman 
with  many  privileges  and  immunities  un- 
known to  others?"  I  have  heard  that 
such  was  once  the  case.  I  believe,  indeed, 
there  was  a  time  that  any  absurdity  or 
excess  of  John  Bull  would  have  been  set 
down  as  mere  eccentricity — a  dash  of  that 
folly  ascribable  to  our  insular  tastes  and 
habits  ;  but  this  is  all  changed  now  I  Partly 
from  our  own  conduct  ;  in  i)art  from  real, 
and  sometimes  merely  imi)uted,  acts  of  our 
rulers ;  and  partly  from  the  tone  of  our 
press,  which  no  foreigner  can  ever  be 
brought 'to  understand  aright,  we  have  got 
to  be  thought  a  set  of  spendthrift,  wealthy, 


reckless  misers,  lavish  and  economical  bv 
turns,  socially  proud  and  exclusive,  but 
politically  r<'d  republican  and  leveling — 
tyrants  in  our  families,  and  democrats  in 
the  woi-ld  :  in  fact,  a  sort  of  living  mass  of 
con  trad  ictoi-y  qualities,  not  rendered  more 
endurable  by  coarse  tastes  and  rude  man- 
ners !  This,  at  least,  Morris  told  me,  and 
he  is  a  shrewd  ob.server,  like  many  of  those 
sleepy-eyed,  quiet  *' coves"  one  meets 
with.  Not  that  ho  reads  individuids  like 
Tiverton  !  No  ;  CJeorge  is  une(|ualed  in 
ready  dissection  of  a  n)an's  motives,  and 
will  detect  a  dodge  before  another  begins 
to  suspect  it.  I  wish  he  were  back  ;  1  feel 
frequently  so  helpless  without  his  counsel 
and  advice.  The  turf  is,  surely,  a  wonder- 
ful school  for  sharpening  a  man's  faculties, 
and  it  gives  you  the  habit  of  connecting 
words  with  motives,  and  asking  yourself. 
"What  docs  so  and  so  mean  by  that?" 
"  What  is  ho  up  to  now  ?  "  that,  at  last, 
you  decipher  character,  let  its  lines  be 
written  in  the  very  faintest  ink  ! 

Our  post  leaves  at  daybreak,  so  that  I 
shall  just  have  time  for  this.  When  I 
write  next.  Til  answer — that  is  if  I  can — 
all  your  questions  about  myself,  what  J 
mean  to  do,  and  when  to  begin  it. 

Not,  inde'ed,  that  they  are  themes  I  like 
to  touch  upon,  for  somehow  all  the  quiet 
pursuits  of  life  look  wonderfully  slow  and 
tiresome  affairs  in  comparison  with  the 
panoramic  efforts  of  travel.  The  perpet- 
ual change  of  scene,  actors,  and  incidents, 
supplies  in  itself  that  amount  of  exeile- 
ment  which,  under  other  cii'cum^tances, 
calls  for  so  much  exertion  and  effort. 
There  is  another  thing,  also,  which  has 
always  given  me  great  discouragement.  It 
is,  that  the  humbler  walks  of  life  requiie 
not  only  an  amount  of  la!)or,  Init  of  ac- 
tual ability,  that  are  never  called  for  in 
higher  ])ositions.  Think  of  the  work  a 
fellow  does  as  a  doctor  or  a  lawyer  :  ami 
think  of  the  brains,  too,  he  has  to  bring  to 
these  careers,  and  then  picture  to  yourself 
ii  man  in  a  government  situation,  son)e 
snug  colonial  governorship,  or  something 
at  home — say,  lie's  secretary-at-war.  or  has 
something  in  the  Household.  He  writes 
his  name  at  the  foot  of  an  occasional 
report  or  a  dispatch,  and  he  puts  on  iiis 
blue  ribbon,  or  his  (irand  Cross,  as  it  may 
be,  on  birthdays.  There's  the  whole  of  it  I 
As  Tiverton  says,  "One  needs  more  blood 
and  bone  now-a-days  for  the  hack  stakes 
than  the  Derby  :"  he  means,  of  course,  in 
allusion  to  real  life,  and  not  to  the  turf  I 
Don't  fancy  that  1  take  it  in  ill  part  any 
remarks  you  make  upon  my  idleness,  nor 
its    probable   consequences.      We  are  old 
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friends,  F>ob  ;  but  even  were  wo  not,  I 
a.ccei)t  them  as  sincere  evidence  of  true 
interest  and  regard,  tliough  I  may  not 
profit  l)y  tliem  as  I  ou<rht.  The  Dodds  are 
an  impracticable  race,  and  in  nothing 
more  so  tlian  by  fully  appreciating  all  their 
faults,  and  yet  never  making  an  effort  for 
tiieir  eradication. 

Some  people  are  civil  enough  to  say  how 
very  Irish  this  is  ;  but  I.  think  it  is  only 
so  in  half,  inasmuch  as  our  perceptions  are 
sharp  enough  to  show  us  even  in  ourselves 
those  blemishes  which  your  blear-eyed 
Saxon  would  never  have  discovered  any- 
where. Do  you  agree  with  me  ?  Whether 
or  not,  my  dear  Bob,  continue  to  esteem 
and  believe  me  ever  your  affectionate 
friend,  James  Doud. 

Though  I  am  totally  innocent  as  to  our 
future,  it  is  better  not  to  write  till  you 
hear  again  from  me,  for  of  course  we  shall 
leave  this  at  once  ;  but,  where  for  ?  that's 
the  question. 


LETTER  XXXIII. 

KENNT  JAMES  DODD  TO  MR.  PURCELL,  OF  THE  GRANGE, 
BRUFF. 

]\Iy  dear  Tom, — I  am  not  in  a  humor 
for  letter- v.'ri ting,  nor,  indeed,  for  any- 
thing else  that  I  know  of.  I  am  sick,  sore, 
and  sorry — sick  of  the  world,  sore  in  my 
feet,  and  sorry  of  heart  that  I  ever  con- 
sented to  come  out  upon  this  touring  ex- 
pedition, every  step  and  mile  of  which  is 
marked  by  its  own  misery  and  misfortune. 
I  got  back — I  won't  say  home,  for  it  would 
be  an  abuse  of  the  word — on  ^Yednesday 
last.  I  ti-aveled  all  the  way  on  foot,  witli 
sometliiug  less  than  one-and-fourpence 
English  for  my  daily  expenses,  and  arrived 
to  find  my  wife  entertaining,  at  a  picnic, 
all  Baden  and  its  vicinity,  with  pheasants 
and  champagne  enough  to  feast  the  Lon- 
don cori)oration,  and  aw  amount  of  cost 
and  outlay  that  would  have  made  Dods- 
borough  brilliant  during  a  Avhole  assizes. 

I  broke  up  the  meeting,  perhaps  less 
ceremoniously  than  a  cabinet  council  is 
dissolved  at  Osborne  House,  where  the 
ministers,  afte/  luncheon,  embark — as  the 
Court  Journal  tells — on  board  the  Fairy, 
to  meet  tiie  express  train  for  London  : 
valuable  facts,  that  we  never  weary  of 
reading !  I  routed  them  without  even 
read ir.g  the  riot  act,  and  saw  myself  *' mas- 
ter o^'  the  situation;"  and  a  very  pretty 
sitnation  it  was. 

Now,  Tom,  when   the  best  of  two  evils 


at  a  man's  choice  is  to  expose  h.is  family  as 
vulgar  pretenders  and  adventurers — to  show 
them  up  to  the  fine  world  of  their  fash- 
ionnble  acquaintances  as  a  humbug  and  a 
sham — let  me  tell  you  that  the.  other  side 
of  the  medal  cannot  have  been  very  attrac- 
tive. This  was-  precisely  the  case  here. 
"It  is  not  pleasant,"  said  I  to  myself,  '"'to 
bring  all  the  scandal  and  slander  of  pro- 
fessional bad  tongues  unon  an  unfortunate 
family,  but  ruin  is  worse  still  !"  There 
was  the  whole  sum  and  substance  of  my 
calculation — "  Euin  is  worse  still !"  The 
picnic  cost  above  a  hundred  pounds — the 
hotel  expenses  at  Baden  amounted  to  three 
hundred  more— there  ai'e  bills  to  be  paid 
at  nearly  every  shop  in  the  town — and  here 
we  are,  economizing  as  usual,  at  a  large 
hotel,  at,  to  say  the  least,  the  rate  of  some 
five  or  six  pounds  per  day.  That  I  am 
able  to  sit  down  and  write  these  items,  in 
a  clear  and  legible  hand,  I  take  to  be  as 
fine  an  example  of  courage  as  ever  was 
given  to  the  world.  Talk  of  men  in  a  fire 
— an  earthquake — a  shipwreck — or  even 
the  'Mast  collision  on  the  South-Eastern" 
— I  give  the  palm  to  the  man  v/ho  can  be 
calm  in  the  midst  of  duns,  and  be  collected 
when  his  debts  cannot  be.  To  be  credited 
Avhen  you  can  no  longer  pay — to  drink 
champagne  wlien  you  haven't  small  change 
for  small  beer,  is  enough  to  shake  the 
boldest  nerves  ;  it  is  exactly  like  dancing 
on  a  tight  rope,  from  which  you  knov/  in 
your  heart  you  must  ultimately  come  down 
with  a  eras)].' 

When  one  reads  of  any  sudden  calamity 
having  befallen  a  man  who  has  incurred 
voluntary  peril,  the  natural  question  at 
once  rises,  "What  did  he  want  to  do? 
AYhat  was  he  trying  for?"  Kow,  sup- 
pose this  question  to  be  addressed  to  the 
Dodd  family,  and  that  any  one  should  ask, 
"What  did  we  want  to  do  ?"  .  I  am  sadly 
afraid,  Tom,  that  we  should  be  puzzled  for 
the  answer.  I  have  no  doubt  that  my  wife 
would  sustain  a  long  and  harassing  cross- 
examination  before  the  truth  would  come 
out.  I  am  well  aware  of  all' the  specious 
illusions  she  Avould  evoke,  and  what  saga- 
cious notions  she  would  scatter  about  edu- 
catiori, accomplishments, modern  languages, 
and  maybe — mother  like — great  matches 
for  the  girls  ;  but  the  truth  Avould  out,  at 
last — we  came  abroad  to  be  something — 
whatever  it  might  be — that  we  couldn't  be 
at  home  ;  we  changed  our  theater,  that  Ave 
might  take  a  new  line  of  parts.  "We  want- 
ed, in  short,  to  be  in  a  world  that  we  never 
were  in  before,  and  Ave  have  had  our  Avish. 
I  am  not  going  to  rail  at  fashionable  life 
and  high  society.     I  am  sure  that,  to  those 
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brought  up  in  tlieir  ways,  jlioy  are  botli  ' 
pleasant  and  agreeable ;  but  they  never  [ 
were  our  ways,  and  we  were  too  old  when  i 
we  began  to  learii  them.  The  grand  Avorld, 
to  people  like  us,  is  like  going  up  l^fontj 
?>lar.c — fatigue,  peril,  expense,  injury  to 
health,  and  ruin  to  pocket,  just  to  have 
the  barren  satisfaction  of  saying,  "  I  was 
u})  there  last  August — I  was  at  the  top  in 
June."  '' What  did  you  get  for  your 
]Kiins,  Kenny  Dodd  ?  What  did  you  see 
for  all  the  trouble  you  had  ?  Are  you 
wiser  ?  "  "  No. "  "Are  you  happier  ?  " 
*'No."  "Are  you  better  informed?" 
'*  No."  ''  Are  you  plcasanter  company  for 
your  old  friends?"  "No."  "Are  you 
richer  ?  "  "  Upon  my  conscience,  I  am  not ! 
All  I  know  is,  that  we  were  there,  and  that 
we  came  down  again."  Ay,  Tom,  there's 
the  moral  of  the  whole  story — we  came 
(li)wn  again  !  Had  we  limited  our  ambition, 
when  we  came  abroad,  to  things  reason- 
ahly  attainable — had  we  been  satisfied  to 
know  and  to  associate  with  people  like  our- 
selves— had  we  sought  out  the  advantages 
which  certainly  the  continent  possesses  in 
certain  matters  of  taste  and  accomplish- 
ment, we  might  have  got  something  at 
least  for  our  money,  and  not  paid  too 
dearly  for  it.  But,  no  ;  the  great  object 
with  us  seemed  always  to  be,  swimming 
for  our  lives  in  the  great  ocean  of  fashion. 
And,  let  me  tell  you  a  secret,  Tom  ;  this 
groveling  desire  to  be  amongst  a  set  that 
we  have  no  pretension  to,  is  essentially 
and  entirely  English.  No  foreigner,  so  far 
as  I  have  seen,  has  the  vulgar  vice  of  what 
is  called  *' tuft-iuinting."  Wlien  I  sec  my 
countrymen  abroad,  I  am  forcibly  reminded 
of  what'  I  once  witnessed  at  a  show  of  wikl 
beasts.  It  was  a  l)ig  cage  full  of  monkeys, 
that  were  eating  their  dinner  at  a  long 
trough,  but  none  of  them  would  taste  what 
was  before  himself,  but  was  always  eating 
out  of  his  neighbor's  dish.  It  gave  them 
the  oddest  look  in  the  world  ;  but  it  is  ex- 
actly what  you  see  on  the  continent  :  and 
I'll  tell  you  what  fosters  this  taste  more 
strongly  than  all.  Our  titled  classes  at 
home  are  a  close  borough,  that  men  like 
you  and  myself  never  trespass  upon.  We 
see  a  lord  as  wo  see  a  })rize  bull  at  a  cattle 
show,  once  and  away  in  our  lives  ;  but 
here,  the  aristocracy  is  plentiful — barons, 
counts,  and  even  princes,  abound,  andean 
be  obtained  at  the  "shortest  notice,  and 
sent  to  any  part  of  the  town."  Think  of 
the  fascination  of  this  ;  fancy  the  delight 
of  a  family  like  the  Dodds,  surrounded 
with  dukes  and  marquises  ! 

One  of  the  very  lir.st   things  that  strikes 
a  man  on  comin"-  abroad  is  the  abundance 


of  that  kind  of  fruit,  that  we  only  see  at 
home  in  our  hot-houses.  Everv  ragged 
urchin  is  munching  a  peach  or  a  melon, 
and  jncking  the  1)1^^  grapes  off  a  bunch 
that  he  speedily  flings  away.  The  aston- 
ishment of  the  Englishman  is  great,  and 
he  naturally  thinks  it  all  paradise.  But 
wait  a  bit.  He  soon  discovers  that  the 
melon  has  no  more  flavor  than  mangel- 
wurzel,  and  that  the  apricot  tastes  like  a  ' 
turnip  radish.  If  they  are  ])lenty,  they 
are  totally  deficient  in  every  excellence  of 
their  kind  ;  and  it  is  just  the  same  with 
the  aristocracy.  The  climate  is  favorable 
to  them,  and  the  sanjc  sun  and  soil  reai'S 
princes  and  ripens  i)ine-apples  ;  but  thev're 
not  like  our  own,  Tom  ;  not  a  bit  of  it. 
Like  the  fruit,  they  arc  poor,  sapless, 
tasteless  productions,  and  the  very  utmost 
they  do  for  you  is  to  give  you  a  down- 
right indifference  to  the  real  article.  I 
know  how  it  reads  in  the  newspapers,  in  a 
letter  dated  from  some  far-away  land,  on 
a  Christmas  day — "  As  I  write,  my  win- 
dow is  open  ;  the  garden  is  one  sea  of 
blossoms,  and  the  perfume  of  the  rose  and 
the  jasmine  fills  the  room."  Just  the  same 
is  the  effect  of  those  wonderful  paragrai)hs 
of  distinguished  and  illustrious  guests  at 
Mrs.  Somebody's  soiree.  They  are  the 
common  products  of  the  soil,  and  the}'  do 
not  rise  to  the  rank  of  luxuries  with  even 
the  poor  !  Don't  mistake  me  ;  I  am  not 
depreciating  Avhat  is  called  high  society, 
no  more  than  I  would  condemn  a  particu- 
lar climate.  All  that  I  would  infer  is, 
simply,  that  it  does  not  suit  my  constitu- 
tion. It's  a  very  common  remark,  how 
much  more  easily  women  conform  to  the 
habits  and  customs  of  a  class  above  their 
own  than  men,  and,  so  far  as  I  have  seen, 
the  observation  is  a  just  one  ;'but,  let  me 
tell  you,  Tom,  the  price  they  pay  for  this 
same  plastic  quality  is  more  than  the  value 
of  the  article,  for  they  lose  all  self-guid- 
ance and  judgment  by  the  change.  Your 
quietly-disposed,  domestic  ones  turn  out 
gadders,  your  thrifty  housekeepers  grow 
lavish  and  wasteful,  your  safe  ;ind  cautious 
talkers  become  evil  sjieakers  and  slan- 
derers. It  is  not  tlult  these  are  the  char- 
acteristics of  the  new  sect  they  have 
adopted,  but  that,  like  all  converts,  ihcy 
always  begin  their  imitation  with  the  vices 
of  the  faith  tiiey  conform  to.  ami  I)y  way 
of  laying  a  good  foundation,  tln-y  start 
from  the  bottom  ! 

If  I  say  these  things  in  bitterness,  it  is 
because  I  feel  them  in  sincerity.  Poor  old 
Giles  Langrishe  used  to  say  that  all  the 
expenses  of  contested  elections,  all  the  bri- 
bery and  treating,  all  the  cost  of  a  I'arlia' 
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meiiLiiry  life,  would  never  have  cmbar- 
rass(Hl  hi  111,  if  it  wasn't  for  his  wife  going 
to  London.  ''It  wasn't  only  what  she 
spent,"  said 'lie,  "while  there;  bnt  Molly 
brought  Piccadilly  back  with  her  to  the 
County  Clare  !  8he  turned  up  her  nose 
at  all  our  old  neighbors,  because  they  didn't 
know  the  Prussian  Ambassador,  or  Cheva- 
lier Somebody  from  the  Brazils.  The  only 
man  that  couUl  tit  her  in  shoes  lived  in  Bond 
Street,  and  as  to  getting  her  hair  dressed, 
except  by  a  French  scoundrel  that  made 
wigs  for  the  aristocracy,  it  was  clearly  im- 
])ossible."  And  I'll  tell  you  another  thing, 
.Tom,  our  wives  get  a  kind  of  smattering 
of  political  knowledge  by  thistrij)  to  town, 
that  makes  them  luibcarable.  They  hear 
no  other  talk  all  the  morning  than  the 
cant  of  the  House  and  the  slang  of  tlio 
lobby.  It's  a  dodge  of  Sir  James,  or  a  sly 
trick  of  Lord  John,  that  forms  the  gossip 
at  breakfast ;  and  all  the  little  rogueries 
of  political  life,  all  the  tactics  of  party  are 
discussed  before  them,  and  when  they  take 
to  that  line  of  talk  they  become  perfectly 
odious. 

Haven't  they  their  own  topics  ?  Isn't 
dancing,  dress,  the  drama,  enough  for 
them,  I  ask  ? — without  even  speaking  of 
divorce  cases — that  they  won't  leave  bills, 
motions,  and  debates  to  their  husbands  ? 
Whenever  I  see  Mrs.  Roney,  of  Bally 
Koncy,  or  Mrs.  Miles  Mac  Dermot,  of  Cas- 
tle Brack,  in  the  Morning  Pod,  among  the 
illustrious  company  at  Lady  AVi:eedleham's 
party,  I  say  to  myself,  "  I  wish  3^our  neigh- 
bors joy  of  you  when  you  go  home  again, 
that's  all  ! " ' 

And  yet  all  this  would  have  been  better 
for  me  thajU  this  coming  abroad  I  I  might 
have  been  member  for  Bruff  for  half  the 
cost  of  this  -xinlucky  expedition  !  And  this 
was  economy,  forsootii  !  Do  you  know 
how  much  we  spent,  hard  cash,  since 
March  last?  I  am  fairly  ashamed  to  tell 
you,  Tom  ;  and  though  money  lies  mighty 
close  to  my  heart,  I  don't  regret  the  loss 
as  much  as  I  do  that  of  many  a  good  trait 
that  we  brought  away  with  us,  and  have 
contrived  to  lose  on  the  road.  All  this 
running  about  the  -  Avorld,  this  eternal 
change  of  place  and  people,  imparts  such 
an  "Old  Soldierism,"  if  I  may  make  i\\G 
word,  to  a  family,  tliat  they  lOse  all  that 
quiet  charm  of  domesticity  that  forms  the 
I'ascinatiou  of  a  home. 

Fathers  and  mothers  are  worldly,  as  a 
matter  of  course.  It  comes  upon  them 
just  like  chronic  rheumatism,  or  baldness, 
or  any  other  infirmity  of  time  and  years, 
but  it's  hateful  to  see  young  i^eople  calcu- 
lating and  speculating  ;  planning  for  this, 


and  plotting  for  that.  You  ask,  perhaps.. 
"  What  has  this  to  do  with  foreign 
travel?"  and  I  say — "Everything."  Your 
young  lady  that  has  polka'd  at  Pai-is,  gal- 
iojied  u})  the  Rhine,  waltzed  at  Vienna, 
and  bolcro'd  at  Madi'id,  has  about  as  much 
resemblance  to  an  English  or  Irish  girl, 
brought  up  at  home,  as  the  show-off  horse 
of  a  circus  has  to  a  thoroughbred  hunter. 
It's  all  training  and  teaching — very  grace- 
ful, perhaps,  and  pretty  to  look  at — but 
only  fit  for  display,  and  worth  nothing 
without  lam])s,  s:iwdust,  and  spectators. 
Now,  these  things  are  not  native  to  ns, 
partly  from  climate,  partly  from  old  habit, 
prejudice,  and  natui-al  inclination.  We 
like  to  have  a  home.  Our  fireside  has  a 
kind  of  religious  estimation  in  our  eyes, 
associated  as  it  is  with  that  family  group- 
ing that  includes  everything  from  two 
years  and  a  half  to  eighty — from  the  pleas- 
ant prattle  of  infancy  to  the  harmless  mur- 
murings  of  grandpapa.  The  foreigner — 
I  don't  care  of  what  nation,  they  are  all 
alike — has  no  idea  of  this.  His  own  house 
to  him  is  only  one  remove  above  a  prisoji. 
He  has  little  light,  arid  less  fire  ;  neither 
comfort  nor  companionshiji  !  For  him, 
life  means  society,  plenty  of  well-dressed 
people,  handsome  salons,  wax-lights,  move- 
ment, bustle,  and  confusion,  the  din  of 
five  hundred  tongues,  that  only  wag  for 
scandal,  and  the  sparkle  of  eyes,  that  are 
only  brilliant  for  Avickedness. 

These  foreigners  are  really  Avondei-ful 
people,  so  frivolous  about  all  that  is  grave 
or  serious,  so  sober-minded  in  every  folly 
and  absurdity;  we  never  rightly  under- 
stand them,  and  that  is  one  reason  why  all 
our  imitation  of  them  is  so  ludicrous. 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  fellow  in  a  cir- 
cus, Tom,  Avhose  feat  Avas  to  jum])  from 
a  horse's  back  tln'ough  some  halt-dozen 
hoops  a  little  bigger  than  his  body  ?  He 
has  kept  this  performance  for  his  finish, 
for  it  is  his  chef  cVceavre,  and  he  Avants  to 
"sink  in  full  glory  resplendent."  Some- 
how or  other,  though,  he  can't  summon 
up  pluck  for  the  effort.  jS'ow  the  horse 
goes  Avrong  leg — now  it's  the  fault  of  the 
fellows  that  hold  the  hoops — now  the  pace 
is  not  fast  enough  ;  in  fact  nothing  goes 
right  Avith  him,  and  there  he  spins  round 
and  round,  Avishing  with  all  his  heart  it 
was  done  and  over.  I'm  pretty  much  in 
the  same  plight  this  moment,  Tom,  at 
least  as  regard  hesitation  and  indecision  ; 
for  Avhile  I  have  been  rambling  on  about 
foreign  life  and  manners,  my  mind  Avas 
full  of  a  very  different  theme  ;  but  from 
downright  shame  haA'e  I  kept  off  it,  for 
I'm  tired  of  reeordino-  all  our  miseries  and 
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misfortunes.     Iloro  j^oes,  liowcvcr,  for  tlic 
spriiiii; — I  eun't  defer  it  uny  lon^^er. 

8inee  1  came  l)iicl<,  I  haven't  excliani^^Cfl 
ten  words  with  Mrs.  1).  It  is  an  armed 
truce  l)et\veeu  us,  and  each  stands  ready, 
and  only  waitin;^  for  tlic  attaclc.  If,  liow- 
cv^er,  I  consign  to  oblivion  all  remcmhranco 
of  her  extravagance,  the  chance  is  that  she 
is  to  keep  1)1  ind  to  my  infidelity  !  In  a 
word,  the  picnic  antl  Mrs.  G.  are  to  be 
buried  together.  Of  course  the  terms  of 
our  conventi(»n  prevented  my  learning 
much  of  the  family  doings  in  my  al)sence. 
Even  had  I  moved  for  any  papers  or  corre- 
spondence on  (he  subject,  I  should  have 
been  met  by  a  Hat  refusal  ;  and,  in  fact,  I 
was  left,  the  way  poor  Curran  used  to  say 
of  himself,  to  pick  up  my  facts  from  the 
opposite  counsel's,  "statement.  I  was  not 
long  destined  to  the  bliss  of  ignorance. 
Sucli  a  hurricane  of  bills  and  accounts  I 
never  withstood  before.  James,  however, 
by  what  arts  of  flattery  I  know  not,  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  liold  of  his  mother's 
bank-book,  and  went  out,  a  few  evenings 
ago,  and  paid  everything;  and,  that  wc 
miglit  (!sca})e  at  oiuj-e  from  this  den  of  ini- 
([uit}',  went  immediately  to  the  prefecture 
for  our  passport.  The  Commissary  was  at 
his  cafe,  whither  James  followed  him,  and, 
somehow  or  other,  an  angr}'  discussion  got 
up  between  them,  and  they  separated,  after 
exchanging  something  that  was  not  the 
compliments  of  the  season. 

I'm  so  used  to  rows  {ind  shindies,  that  I 
•went  fast  asleep  while  lie  was  telling  me  of 
it ;  but  the  following  morning  I  was  to 
have  a  jog  to  my  mcmor}^  that  I  didn't  ex- 
pect— no  less  than  two  gendarmes,  with 
their  carbines  on  their  arms,-  having  arrived 
to  escort  me  to  the  "  bureau. of  the  police." 
I  dressed  accordingly,  and  set  out  alone  ; 
for  altliough  James  might  hiive  been  use- 
ful in  many  ways,  I  Vvas  too  much  afraid 
of  his  rashness  and  liot  temper,  to  take 
him.  We  arrived  before  the  door  was 
open,  and  spent  twenty  minutes  in  the 
street,  surrounded  by  a  mixed  assemblage, 
who  commented  upon  me,  and  my  su[)[)osed 
crime,  with  great  freedom  and  impartial- 
ity. 

After  another  long  wait  in  a  dirty  ante- 
room, I  was  ushered  into  a  large  chamber, 
where  the  great  functionary  was  seated  at 
a  table  covered  with  papers,  and  at  a 
smaller  one,  close  by,  sat  what  I  perceived 
to  be  his  clerk,  or  private  secretary.  Of 
course  I  imagined  it  was  for  something 
that  James  had  said  the  previous  evening 
that  I  was  thus  arraigned,  and  though  I 
thought  it  was  like  reading  the  passage 
in  the  Decalogue  backward,  to  make   the 


father  suffer  for  the  children,  I  resolved 
to  be  patient  and  submissive  throughout. 

"Your  name?"  said  thi'*  commissary, 
bluntly,  but  never  offering  me  a  seat,  nor 
oven  noticing  my  "good  morning." 

"Dodd,"  said  I,  as  shortly. 

"  Christian  name  ?  " 

'•  Kennv  James." 

"Where  born  ?" 

'•'At  Bruff,  in  Ireland." 

"How  old?" 

"Upward  of  fifty — not  certain  for  a 
year,  more  or  less." 

"Religion  ?" 

"  Catliolic." 

"Married  or  single  ?" 

'•'Married." 

"AVith  children — how  many  ?" 

"Three — a  boy  and  two  girls." 

"Do  you  follow  any  trade  or  profes- 
sion?" 

"No." 

"Living  upon  private  means  ?" 

"Yes.'' 

These,  and  a  vast  number  of  similar 
queries — they  filled  five  sheets  of  long 
post — followed,  touching  where  we  came 
from,  how  we  had  traveled,  our  object  in 
the  journey,  and  twenty  things  of  the  like 
kind,  till  I  began  to  feel  that  the  examina- 
tion in  itself  was  not  a  small  penalty  for 
a  light  transgression.  At  last,  after  a  close 
scrutiny  into  all  my  family  matters,  my 
money  resources,  and  my  habits,  he  entered 
upon  another  chapter,  which  I  own  I 
thought  was  pushing  the  matter  rather 
far,  by  saying  :  "Apparently,  Herr  Dodd, 
you  are  one  of  those  who  think  that  the 
monarchies  of  Europe  arc  obsolete  systems 
of  government,  ill  suited  to  the  spirit 
and  requirements  of  the  age.  Is  it  not 
so  ?  " 

1/  I  had  only  a  moment's  time  for  re- 
flection, I  should  liave  said,  "AVhat  is  it  to 
you  how  I  think  on  these  subjects?  I 
don't  belong  to  your  country,  and  will  ren- 
der no  account  of  myju'ivate  sentiments  to 
you;"  but  unfortunately  a  discussion  on 
politics  is  always  "  nuts"  to  me — I  can't 
resist  it— and  in  I  went,  with  that  kind  of 
specious  generality,  that  lays  down  a  broad 
and  wide  foundation  for  any.  edifice  you 
like  afterward  to  rear. 

"  Kings,"  said  I,  '•  are  pretty  much  like 
other  men — good,  bad,  or  inditferent,  and, 
like  other  men,  they  are  not  bettered  by 
being  left  to  the  sway  of  their  own  un- 
bridled passions  and  tempers.  Wherever, 
therefore,  there  is  no  constitution  to  bind 
them,  the  chances  are,  that  they  make 
ducks  and  drakes  of  their  subjects." 

I  must  tell  vou,  Tom,  that  we  conducted 
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our  interview  in  Eni^lisli,  whicli  tlie  com- 
niissiiiy  sj)oke  fluent!}'. 

"The  divine  rip^lit  of  kings,  then,  jou 
utterly  overlook  ?  " 

•'  I  deny  it — I  laugh  it  to  scorn,"  said  I. 
*'  Look  at  the  fellows  we  see  on  thrones — 
one  is  a  creature  fit  for  bedlam  ;  another 
ought  to  be  in  Norfolk  Island.  If  they 
possessed  any  of  this  divine  right  you  talk 
of,  should  we  have  seen  them  scuttling 
away  as  they  did  the  other  day,  because 
there  was  a  row  in  their  capitals  ?" 

*'  That  will  do — quite  enough,"  said  he, 
stoping  me  short.  "Your  sentiments  are 
sufficiently  clear  and  explicit.  •  You  are  a 
worthy  disciple  of  your  friend  Gauss." 

*'I  never  heard  of  him  till  now,"  said  I. 

*'Nor  of  Isaac  Henkenstrom  ?  —  nor 
Eeichard  Blifzler?  —  nor  Johann  von 
Darg?" 

"Not  one  of  them." 

"  This  you  swear  ?  " 

"  This  I  swear,"  said  I,  firmly  ;  but  the 
words  were  not  Avell  out,  when  the  door 
was  opened  at  a  signal  made  by  the  com- 
missary, and  an  old  man,  with  a  very  white 
beard,  and  in  shabby  black  was  led  for- 
ward. 

"  Do  you  know  the  Herr  professor  now  ?" 
asked  the  commissary  of  me. 

"No,"  said  I,  stoutly — "  nev.er  saw  him 
before." 

"  Bring  in  the  others,"  said  he  ;  and,  to 
my  astonishment,  came  forward  three  of 
the  young  fellows  I  had  traveled  with  on 
foot  from  Saxony,  but  whose  names  I  had 
not  heard,  or,  if  heard,  had  forgotten. 

"Are  these  men  known  to  you  ?"  asked 
the  prefect  with  a  sneer. 

"'  Yes,"  said  I  ;  "  we  traveled  in  com- 
pany for  some  days." 

"  Ah  !  "  you  acknowledge  them  at  last  ?" 
said  he,  "although  you  swore  you  had 
never  seen  them."  ' 

"Are  you  so  stupid,"  said  I,  "  as  not  to 
distinguish  between  a  man's  knowledge  of 
an   individual  and  his  remembrance  of  a 


name 
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*'  You  yourself  might  be  a  puzzle  in  that 
respect,"  replied  he,  not  heeding  my  taunt. 
"You  assumed  one  appellation  at  Bonn, 
another  at  Ems,  and  your  family  are  living 
under  a  third  here." 

"'  I  deny  it  I  "  cried  I,  indignantly. 

"  Here's  the  proof,"  said  he.  "Is  this 
your  wife's  handwriting?  'Mrs.  Dodd 
M'Carthy  requests  the  favor  of  having  two 
gendarmes  stationed  at  the  hotel  on  each 
Wednesday  evening,  to  keep  order  in  the 
line  of  carriages  at  her  receptions.'  Is  that 
authentic  ?  " 

What  a  shell  exploded  beneath  me,  as  I 


i  saw  that  I  Avas  tracked  by  the  spies  of  the 
police  from  town  to  village,  up  the  Rhine, 
and  half  across  Germany.  The  three 
youths  with  Avhom  I  was  confronted  Avere 
already  condemneil  to  prison.  One  had  a 
tobacco-bag,  with  a  picture  of  Blum  on  it ; 
the  other  was  detected  Avith  a  case-knife, 
Avhose  blade  exceeded  the  regulation  length 
by  half  an  inch  ;  and  the  third  Avas  heard 
to  say,  "  Germany  forever,"  as  he  tossed  off 
a  tumbler  of  beer  ;  and  I  Avas  the  associate 
and  trusted  comrade  of  this  combined  so- 
cialism and  democracy.  It  came  out,  that 
among  our  fraternity  of  the  road,  there 
had  Ijeen  a  paid  spy  of  the  police,  Avho 
kept  g,  regular  journal  of  all  our  Avayside 
conversation  ;  and  from  the  singularity  of 
an  Englishman's  presence  in  such  a  paiiy, 
it  Avas  inferred  that  his  object  Avas  to  spread 
those  infamous  doctrines  by  Avhich  it  is 
now  Avell-known  England  sustains  her  posi- 
tion in  Europe. 

The  absurdity  I  could  laugh  at,  but  there 
Avere  some  things  in  the  matter  not  to  be 
treated  lightly.  With  my  name  at  Ems 
they  had  no  possible  concern.  Ems  Avas  in 
Nassau,  not  Baden.  What  could  have 
pei'suaded  my  Avife  to  call  herself  Dodd 
M'Carthy  ?  AYe  Avere  ahvays  Dodds  ;  Ave 
never  had  any  other  name.  I  couldn't  ex- 
plain this,  nor  even  give  it  a  coloring  ; 
but  I  grcAvangr}',  Tom,  vexed  and  irritated 
by  the  pestering  impertinence  of  this 
pumping  scoundrel.  I  said  a  vast  number 
of  things  Avhich  had  been  better  unsaid. 
I  gave  a  great  deal  of  good  advice,  too, 
about  legislation  generally,  that  I  might 
have  knoAvn  Avould  not  have  been  accepted  ; 
and,  in  fact,  I  was  Avhat  Avould  be  called 
generally  indiscreet  ;  the  more,  since  all 
my  remarks  Avere  committed  to  paper  as 
fast  as  I  made  them,  the  Avhole  being  cour- 
teously submitted  to  me  for  signature,  as 
if  I  had  been  purposely  making  a  confession 
of  my  political  belief. 

"  Give  me  my  passport,"  cried  I,  at  last. 
"  and  let  me  quit  your  little  rascally  terri- 
tory of  spies  and  sharpers.  I  promise  you 
sacredly  I'll  never  put  foot  in  it  again." 

"  Not  so  fast,  my  worthy  friend,"  said 
he.  "  AVe  must  first  knoAV  under  Avhich  of 
your  aliases  you  are  to  travel  ;  meanwhile, 
we  shall  take  the  liberty  of  committinj.^ 
you  to  prison  as  Herr  Dodd  !  " 

"To  prison! — for  what  crime?"  C/'rd 
i  I,  nearly  choking  Avith  passion. 
!  "You'll  hear  it  all  time  enough,''  v/as 
I  the  only  response,  as,  ringing  his  bed,  he 
I  summoned  the  gendarmes,  Avho,  advancing 
one  to  either  side  of  me,  led  me  away  like 
a  common  malefactor. 

The  prison  is  a  kind  of  Bridewell,  OA'er 
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a  livery-stable,  and  only  meant  as  a  "  sta- 
tion "  before  being  forwai'dod  to  the  lai'ger 
establishment  at  Carlsrnhe.  I  snjipose, 
had  tliey  wished  it,  they  could  not  have 
aceorded  me  any  place  ot  separate  confine- 
ment ;  for  there  Avas  but  scanty  space,  and 
many  occupants.  As  it  was.  my  lot  was 
to  be  )iut  in  tiie  same  cell  with  two  follows 
just  apprehended  for  a  murdei'.  and  who 
obi icri ugly  entered  into  a  full  narrative  of 
their  crime,  believiui^  that  mij  revelations 
Avonld  be  equally  interestinir.  I  lost  no 
time  in  vvriting  a  note  to  James,  and  an- 
other to  our  English  Charge  d'Aflfaires,  a 
young  attache,  I  believe,  of  the  Legation 
at  Stuttgard. 

James  and  the  sucking  diplomatist  Avere 
both  out.  so  that  I  had  no  answer  from 
either  till  evening.  During  this  interval 
I  had  much  meditation  over  the  state  of 
politics  in  Germany,  and  the  probable  fu- 
ture of  that  country,  of  which  I  shall  take 
another  occasion  to  tell  you. 

At  six  o'clock  came  the  following,  in- 
closed in  a  very  large  envelope,  and  sealed 
Avith  a  very  spacious  impression  of  the 
Euixlisli  Arms  : 

"The  nndersigncd  attache  of  11.  B.  M.'s 
Legation  at  the  Court  of  Stnttgard  has  the 
honor  to  acknowledge  receipt  of  Mr.  Ken- 
ny J.  Dodd's  communication  of  this  morn- 
ing's date,  and  Avill  lay  it  under  the  con- 
sideration of  IL  B.  ]\L's  Princi])al  Secre- 
tary of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs." 

This  Avas  pleasant,  forsooth  I  And  Avas 
I  to  remain  in  jail  till  the  dispatch  reached 
London,  a  deliberation  formed  on  it,  and 
an  answer  returned  ?  I  Avas  boiling  OA'er 
Avith  rage  at  this  thought,  Avhen  James  en- 
tered, lie  had  just  been  Avitli  our  illus- 
trious Charge  d'Affaircs,  Avho  rcceiA^ed  him 
Avith  that  diplomatic  reserve  so  peculiar 
amongst  the  small  fry  of  the  Foreign  Of- 
iice.  At  the  same  time,  James  saAV  a 
lurking  satisfaction  in  his  manner  at  the 
thought  of  having  got  up  a  case  of  inter- 
national dispute,  Aviiich  might  have  his 
name  mentioned  in  the  House,  and  pos- 
sibly a  dispatch  Avith  his  signature  printed 
in  a  Blue  Book.  He  Avas  dying  for  an 
opportunity  of  distinguishing  himself,  as 
Baden  offered  nothing  to  his  ambition  ; 
and  all  his  fear  Avas,  that  the  authorities 
might  liberate  mo  too  soon.  James  per- 
ceived all  this — for  the  lad  is  not  Avanting 
in  shrewdness,  and  his  continental  life,  if 
it  has  not  bettered  his  morals,  has  certainly 
sharpened  his  Avit ;  but  all  his  arguments 
Avere  unavailing,  and  all  his  reasonings 
useless.  The  dispatch  Avas  already  begun, 
and  it  Avas  too  good  a  grievance  to  let  slip 
unprofitabl}-. 


James  next  called  on  a  friend  of  his,  a 
certain  Mr.  Miio  Blake  O'DAvyer,  avKo  is 
the  correspondent  of  a  great  London  paper 
called  the  Sledge  Hammeii  of  FuEEnaM  ; 
but  instead  of  advice  and  guidance,  the 
Avorthy  news-gatherer  was  taking  down  all 
the  ])articulars  for  a  grand  letter  to  lii.s 
journal  ;  and  he,  too,  it  Avas  plain  to  see, 
wished  that  some  outrageous  treatment  of 
me  by  the  authorities  Avould  make  his  com- 
munication  the  great  event  of  that  day's 
post  in  London.  "I  Avish  they'd  put  him 
in  irons — in  heavy  irons,"  said  he.  '*Are 
you  sure  that  his  cell  is  not  eight  feet  be- 
low the  surface  of  the  earth  ?  Be  particu- 
lar, I  beg  of  you,  about  the  depth.  You 
saw  how  Gladstone  desli-oyed  that  elegant 
case  of  Poerio,  all  for  Avant  of  a  little  ac- 
curacy in  his  measui-ements  ;  for,  I  must 
observe  to  you,  in  all  our  'correspondence,' 
names,  dates,  and  distances  recpiire  to  be 
true  as  the  Bible.  Facts  admits  of  var- 
nishing. They  can  be  always  stretched  a 
little,  this  Avay  or  that.  Xoav,  for  instance, 
we'll  call  the  conduct  of  the  authorities  in 
this  case  brutal,  coAvardly,  and  disgraceful. 
We'll  appeal  to  the  universally  acknowl- 
edged right  of  Englishmen  to  do  evei*y- 
thing  CA'crywhere,  and  we'll  Avind  up  Avith 
a  grand  peroration  about  Despotism  and 
the  glorious  privileges  of  the  British  Con- 
stitution." 

The  fellow  chuckled  over  my  case  Avith 
unfeigned  satisfaction.  He  Avonldn't  lis- 
ten to  the  real,  plain  facts  of  the  matter 
at  all.  They  Avere  poor,  meager,  and  in- 
significant in  themseh-es,  till  they  had  ac- 
quired the  touch  of  genius  to  illustrate 
them ;  and  though  I  Avas  a  gem,  as  he 
OAvned,  3'et,  like  the  Koh-i-noor,  I  was 
nothing,  Avithout  cutting.  He  appears, 
besides,  to  think  that  he  has  a  kiiul  of 
vested  interest  in  me,  now  that  my  case  is 
to  figure  in  his  newspaper,  and  he  contra- 
dicts my  own  statements  flatly,  Avherever 
they  don't  suit  him. 

1  have  just  dispatched  James  to  assure 
him  that  1  don't  care  a  rush  about  the 
sympathy  of  the  Avhole  British  public; 
that  I  have  no  taste  for  martyrdom  ;  and 
that,  as  to  expending  any  hopes  in  ivdress 
from  our  Foreign  Office,  Fd  as  soon  make 
an  investment  in  Poyais  Scrip,  or  Irish 
Canal  Debentures.  I  trust  that  he  Avill  be 
induced  to  leave  mo  alone,  ;ind  neither 
make  me  matter  for  the  press  nor  a  speech 
in  parliament. 

These  reporters,  or  correspondents,  or 
whatever  they  call  them,  are.  in  my  mind, 
the  greatest  disturbers  of  the  peace  of  Eu- 
rope. The  moment  they  assert  anything, 
1  they  set  about  looking   for  proofs  of  it; 
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and  tliey  don't  know  liow  to  praise  them- 
selves enongh,  wlienever  they  are  driven 
to  confess  that  they  were  in  the  Avrong  ; 
and  tlien,  if  you  mind,  Tom,  it  is  not  to 
tlie  iniblic  they  excuse  tliemselves — not  a 
bit  of  it;  it's  tlic  kin_i^  of  ]Srai)lcs,  or  the 
omperor  of  Russia,  or  the  boy  of  Tiflis,  tliat 
"tliey  sincerely  hope  wilt  not  be  offended 
by  statements  made  after  mature  reflection 
and  painful  consideration  of  the  topic." 
They  throw  out  sly  hints  of  all  the  royal 
Attentions  that  have  been  bestowed  upon 
them,  and  the  intimate  liabits  they  have 
enjoyed  of  confidence  witli  the  queen  of 
this,  and  tlie  crown  prince  of  that.  Vul- 
gar rapscallions  !  they  have  never  seen 
more  of  royalty  tlian  what  a  church  or  an 
opera  admits  ;  and  though  majesty  now 
and  then  may  feel  the  sting,  take  my  word 
for  it,  he  never  notices  the  mosquito. 

If  you,  then,  see  me  in  print — and  be  on 
the  look  out — just  write  a  letter  in  my 
name  from  Dodsljorougli,  to  say  that  I  am 
well  and  hearty  on  my  paternal  acres,  and 
know  nothing  of  politics/police,  or  report- 
ers, and  would  rather  the  Government 
would  reduce  the  county  cess  than  prose- 
cute every  grana-duke  in  Europe. 

I  will  write  again  to-morrow.  Yours 
ever, 

K.  I.  DODD. 


LETTER  XXXIY. 

KENNY  JAMES  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF 
THK  GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

♦'  The  Fox." 

My  dear  Tom, — However  Morris  man- 
aged it  I  know  not,  but  an  order  came  for 
my  liberation  that  same  evening,  with  the 
assurance  that  my  passport  was  to  be  made 
out  for  wherever  I  pleased  to  name,  and 
the  prefect  was  to  express  to  me  his  regrets 
and  apologies  for  an  inadvertence  whicli  he 
deeply  deplored. 

It  seemed  that,  but  for  diplomacy,  I'd 
not  have  been  detained  half  an  hour  ;  but 
our  worthy  representative  of  Great  Britain 
had  asked  for  copies  of  all  the  charges 
against  me  so  formally,  had  requested  the 
names,  ages,  and  station  in  life  of  the  sev- 
ral  witnesses,  so  circumstantially,  and  had, 
in  fact,  imparted  such  a  mock  importance 
to  a  police  impertinence,  that  the  Grand- 
Ducal  authorities  began  to  suspect  that 
they  had  caught  a  first-rate  revolutionist, 
witli  a  whole  trunkful  of  Kossuth  and 
Mazzini  correspondence.  This  comes  of 
setting  schoolboys  to  write  dispatches  ! 
The  greedy  appetite  for  notoriety — to  be 


up  and  doing — to  be  before  the  Avorld  in 
some  ])uldic  capacity — of  these  juveniles, 
brings  England  into  more  trouble,  and 
Englishmen  into  more  embarrassment, than 
you  could  believe.  If  they'd  be  satisfied 
with  I'ccording  royal  dinner-parties  and 
court  scandal — who  got  the  order  of  the 
guinea-pig,  and  who  is  to  receive  the 
"  tortoise,"  tliey  couldn't  do  much  harm  ; 
but  the  moment  they  get  hold  of  an  inter- 
national grievance,  and  quote  Puffendorf, 
we  have  no  j^eace  on  the  continent  for  six 
months  after. 

*' You  wish  to  leave  Baden,"  said  Mor- 
ris :  "  where  will  you  go  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  noti(m,"  said 
I.  *"'I'm  waiting  for  letters  from  Ireland 
— yours  my  dear  Tom,  the  chief  of  them 
— and  therefore  it  must  be  somewhere  in 
the  vicinity." 

"Go  over  to  Rastadt,  then,"  said  he, 
"and  amuse  yourself  witli  the  fortifica- 
tions :  they  are  now  in  course  of  construc- 
tion, and  when  completed  Avill  be  some  of 
the  strongest  in  Europe.  I'll  give  you  a 
letter  to  the  Commandant,  who  will  show 
all  that  can  interest  you,  and  exjilain  every- 
thing that  you  may  wish  to  know."  Ras- 
tadt is  only  twenty  miles  away  ;  it  is,  how- 
ever, in  all  that  regards  intercourse  with 
Baden,  fully  two  hundred  distant.  It  is 
cheap,  rarely  visited  by  strangers,  has  ho 
"fashionables,"  and,  in  fact,  just  the  kind 
of  model  prison  residence  that  I  was  wish- 
ing for  to  discipline  the  family,  and  get 
them  'once  more  "  in  hand." 

Thither,  therefore,  we  remove  to-morrow 
morning,  if  nothing  unforeseen  should  oc- 
cur in  the  interim.  Morris,  as  you  may 
observe,  behaved  most  kindly  in  this  af- 
fair ;  and,  indeed,  showed  a  strong  intei-- 
est  in  James,  from  certain  remarks  the  boy 
himself  has  let  drop  ;  but  he  seems  cold, 
Tom;  one  of  those  excellent  fellows  that 
are  always  doing  the  right  thing  for  its  own 
sake,  and  not  for  yours.  I  don't  want  to 
disparage  princii)le,  no  more  than  I  do  a 
great  balance  at  Coutts's,  or  any  tiling  else 
that  I  don't  possess  myself  ;  but  I  mean  to 
say  that,  somehow  or  other,  one  likes  to 
feel  that  it  is  to  yourself,  as  an  individual 
— to  your  own  proper  identity — a  service  is 
rendered,  and  not  to  a  mere  fraction  of  that 
great  biped  race  that  wear  cloth  clotlies 
and  eat  cooked  victuals. 

That's  the  way  with  the  Englisli,  how- 
ever, all  over  the  globe,  and  I  have  often 
felt  more  grateful  to  an  Irishman  for  help- 
ing me  on  with  my  surtout,  than  I  have  to 
John  Bull  for  a  real  downright  piece  of 
service.  I  suppose  the  fault  is  more  mine 
than  his  ;  but  the  fact  is  true,  and  so  I  give 
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it  to  you.  I  pupposc,  Ijcsidc?.  that  an  im- 
partial observer  of  Ijoth  of  us  -would  say 
that  wo  make  too  much  of  every  favor,  and 
the  Englisliman  too  little  ;  we  exact  all  the 
obligation  of  a  debt  for  it,  they  treat  the 
whole  thing  lightly,  as  if  the  service  ren- 
dered, and  tliose  to  wliom  it  was  done,  were 
not  Avorthy  of  further  consideration.  How- 
ever wo  strike  tlio  balance  between  us, 
Tom — in  our  favor  or  against  us — I  own  to 
you,  I  like  our  own  way  best ;  and  though 
nothing  could  be  -more  truly  kind  and  con- 
siderate than  ^Morris,  it  was  (piite  a  relief 
to  me  when  he  gave  me  his  cold  shake- 
luuids,  aiul  said  "Ciood-by  !  *' 

And  so  it  will  ever  be,  so  long  as  human 
actions  are  swayed  by  human  emotions. 
The  man  who  recognizes  your  feelings — 
who  regards  you  with  some  touch  of  sym- 
pathy— is  more  your  friend  than  the  be- 
nevolent machine  who  bestows  ui)on  you 
his  mechanical  philanthropy. 

"  The  Golden  Ox,"  Rastadt. 

AVe  left  Lichtenthal  like  a  thief  in  the 
night ;  and  liere  we  are  now  in  the  Golden 
Ox  at  liastadt,  wliich,  I  own  to  you,  seems 
a  most  comfortable  house.  James  and  I 
— for  wo  are  now  t/vo  i)arties  domesticidly, 
]\Irs.  D.  and  Mary  Anne  living  very  much, 
to  themselves,  and  Cury  still  on  a  visit  with 
Morris's  motlier  —  had  a  most  excellent 
breakfast  of  fresh  trout,  a  roast  p'artridgo, 
a  venison  steak  Avith  capers — a  capital  dish 
— and  chocolate,  Avith  abundance  of  good 
Avhite  Avine  of  the  i)lace,  and  on  calling  for 
the  bill,  out  of  curiosity,  I  see  we  are 
charged  something  under  a  florin  for  two 
of  us — about  tenpenco  each.  Tom,  this 
Avill  do.  You  may  tiierefore  look  upon  me 
as  a  citizen  of  liastadt  for  the  next  month 
to  come.  I  have  kept  my  letter  by  me 
liitherto,  to  give  you  a  bulletin  of  this  placie 
before  closing  it,  and  I  have  still  some 
time  at  my  disposal  before  the  post  leavcjs. 

Tm  no.t  sure  though  I'd  exactly  recom- 
mend this  town  to  a  ])atient  laboring  under 
nervous  headaches,  or  to  a  university  num 
reading  for  honors.  Indeed,  up  to  this — I 
suppose  I'll  get  used  to  it  later  on — the  din 
has  so  addled  me,  that  I  have  often  to 
stand  two  minutes  reflecting  over  Avhat  I 
had  to  say,  and  then  own  that  I  have  for- 
gotten it.  We  are — that  is,  the  Ox  is — in 
the  quietest  spot  in  the  town,  aiuI  yet  close 
under  my  bedroom  there  are,  from  early 
morning  till  dusk,  tweh'e  drummers  at 
practice,  Avith  a  head  drummer  to  teach 
them.  In  the  green,  before  the  door,  two 
companies  of  recruits  are  at  drill.  The  foot 
artillery  limbers  and  unlimbers  all  day  in 
tiie  "Vhitz"  close  bv,  and  what  should  be 


our  gai'den  is  a  riding-school  for  the  cadets. 
These  several  educational  establishments 
liave  their  peculiar  tumult,  which  accom- 
pany me  through  my  sleep  :  ami  for  all 
the  requiiements  of  <iuiet  ami  reflection,  I 
might  as  well  have  taken  up  my  abode  in  a 
kettle-drum.  Liege  Avas  a  Traj)pist  mon- 
astery in  comparison  !  As  it  is.  the  routine 
tramp  of  feet  has  made  me  conform  with 
the  step,  and  I  march  "  (|uick  "  or  "  order- 
ly," exactly  as  the  fellows  are  doing  it  out- 
side. I  swallow  my  soup  to  the  sound  of  a 
trumpet,  and  take  off  my  clothes  to  the 
roll  of  the  drum.  James  is  in  ecstasy  with 
it  all  ;  I  never  saw  him  enjoy  himself  so 
much.  He  is  out  looking  at  them  the  en- 
tire day,  and  I'm  greatly  mistaken  but 
Mary  Anno  })asses  a  large  portion  of  her 
time  at  the  green  "jalousie"  that  oi^ens 
over  the  riding-school. 

I  am  always  asking  myself  —  that  is, 
whenever  I  can  summon  composure  even 
for  so  much — wdiat  do  the  Germans  Avant 
with  all  these  soldiers  ?  Surely  they're  not 
going  to  invade  France,  nor  Russia  :  and 
yet  their  armies  are  nuiintained  in  a 
strength  that  might  imply  it  !  As  to  atiy 
occasion  for  them  at  home  in  their  own 
land,  it's  downright  balderdash  to,talk  of 
it  !  Do  you  know,  Tom,  that  Avhenever  I 
think  of  Germany  and  her  rulers,  I  am 
strongly  reminded  of  poor  old  Doctor 
Drake,  that  lived  at  DronestoAvn,  and  the 
flea-bitten  mare  he  used  to  drive  in  his 
gig.  She  Avas  forty  if  she  Avas  an  hour  ; 
she  Avas  quiet  and  docile  from  the  day  she 
was  foaled  :  all  the  Avhipping  in  the  world 
couldn't  shake  her  into  five  miles  an  hour, 
and  yet  the  doctor  had  her  surrounded 
with  every  precaution  and  a]>pliance  that 
would  have  suited  a  regular  runaway. 
There  Avere  safety-reins,  and  kicking- 
straps,  and  double  traces  Avithout  eiul — 
aiuI  all  to  restrain  a  poor  old  beast  that 
only  Avanted  to  be  let  :done,  and  drag  out 
her  tiresome  existence  in  the  jog-trot  she 
was  used  to  !  "  Ah,  you  don't  know  as 
well  as  I  do,"  Drake  Avould  say  :  ''she's  a 
devil  at  heart,  and  if  she  didn't  feel  it  was 
useless  tq  resist,  she'd  smash  everything 
behind  her.  She  looks  quiet  enough,  but 
fltat  doesn't  impose  upon  me."  'Jliese  were 
the  kind  of  reflections  he  indidged  in.  and 
I  suppose  they  are  about  the  same  in  w^v  in 
the  cabinets  of  Austria,  Prussia,  and  Uava- 
ria.  I  was  often  malicious  eiunigh  for  a  half 
wish  that  Drake  should  have  a  sjiicy.  devil 
in  the  shafts,  just  for  once,  to  show  him  a 
trick  or  two  ;  and  in  the  same  spirit, Tom. 
I  cannot  helj)  saying,  that  I'd  like  to  see 
John  P)ull  *"[)ut  to"  in  this  fashion  I 
Wouldn't  he    kick  u[)— wouldn't   he  soon 
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knock  tlie  whole  concern  to  atoms  !  All, 
Tom,  it's  all  alike,  believe  me  ;  and  wlic- 
thei"  you  have  to  drive  a  nag  or  a  nation, 
take  my  Avord  for  it,  the  kicking-straps  are 
only  efficacious  when  the  beast  hasn't  a 
kick  in  him  !  At  all  events,  such  are  not 
the  popular  notions  here,  and  on  they  go, 
building  fortresses,  strengthening  garri- 
sons, and  reinforcing  army  corps,  till  at 
last  the  military  Avill  be  more  numerous 
than  the  nation,  and  every  prisoner  will 
have  two  jailors  to  restrain  him.  "Who 
is  to  pay  ?  "  becomes  the  question  ;  but  in- 
deed that  is  the  very  question  that  puzzles 
me  now.  Who  pays  for  all  this  at  present  ? 
Is  it  possible  that  a  people  Avill  suffer  it- 
self to  be  taxed  tliat  it  may  be  bullied  ? 
I'm  unable  to  continue  this  theme,  for 
there  go  the  drums  again — there  are  forty 
of  them  at  it  now  !  What's  in  the  wind  I 
can't  guess.  Oh,  here's  the  explanation. 
It  is  the  Herr  Commandant — be  sure  you 
accent  the  last  syllable — is  come  to  pay  me 
a  visit,  and  the  guard  has  turned  out  to 
drum  him  np-stairs  ! 

Four  o'clock. 

He  is  gone  at  last — I  thought  he  never 
would — and  I  have  only  time  to  say  that 
he  has  appointed  to-morrow  after  break- 
fast to  show  me  the  fortress,  and  as  I  am 
too  late  for  the  post,  I'll  be  able  to  add  a 
line  or  two  before  this  leaves  me.  Mary 
Anne  has  come  to  say  that  her  mother's 
head  is  distracted,  and  that  she  cannot  en- 
dure the  uproar  of  the  place.  My  reply 
is  :  ''  Mine  is  exactly  in  the  same  way  ; 
but  I  cannot  go  any  further  —  I've  no 
mone3\" 

Mrs.  D.  ''  thinks  she'll  go  mad  !  "  If 
she  means  it  in  earnest,  this  is  as  cheap  a 
place  to  do  it  in  as  any  I  know.  We  are 
only  to  pay  two  pounds  a  week  each,  and 
I  suppose  whether  we  preserve  our  senses 
or  not  makes  no  difference  in  the  expense  ! 
This  would  sound  very  nnfeelingly,  Tom, 
but  that  you  are  well  aware  of  Mrs.  D.'s 
system,  and  that  she  gives  notice  of  a 
motion  w'ithout  any  intention  of  going  to 
a  debate,  much  less  of  pressing  for  a 
"division."  Mary  Anne  is  very  urgent 
that  I  should  see  her  mother,  but  I  am  j 
not  quite  equal  to  it  yet.  Maybe  after  | 
visiting  the  fortress  to-morrow  I'll  be  in  a 
more  martial  mood  ;  and  now  here's  dinner, 
and  a  most  savory  odor  preludes  it. 

Tuesday. 
This  must  go  as  it  is,  Tom — I'm  dead 
beat  !  That  old  veteran  wouldn't  let  me 
off  a  casemate,  noi'  a  bomb-proof,  and  I 
have  walked  twenty  miles  this  blessed 
morning  I     Nor   is   that   all,   but    I    have 


handled  shot,  lifted  cannon-balls,  adjusted 
mortars,  ajid  peeped  out  of  embrazures, 
till  my  back  is  half  broken  with  straining 
and  fatigue.  Just  to  judge  from  what  I'm 
suffering,  a  siege  must  be  a  dreadful  thing  ! 
He  says  he  showed  me  everything  ;  and, 
upon  my  conscience,  1  can  well  believe  it  ! 
There  was  a  great  deal  of  it,  too,  that  I  saw 
in  the  dark,  for  there  was  no  end  of  galler- 
ies without  a  single  loophole,  and  many  of 
the  passages  seemed  only  four  feet  high  ; 
for,  though  a  shoi't  man,  I  had  to  stoop. 
I  ought  to  have  a  great  deal  to  say  about 
this  place,  if  I  could  remember  it,  or  if  I 
could  be  sure  it  Avould  interest  you.  It 
appears  that  Rastadt  is  built  upon  an  en- 
tirely new  principle,  (piite  distinct  from 
any  hithei'to  in  use.  ll  must  be  attacked 
en  ricochet,  and  not  directly  ;  a  hint,  I 
sup[)ose,  they  stole  from  our  common  law, 
w^here  tliey  fire  into  yon,  by  pretending  to 
assail  John  Doe  or  Richard  Roe.  The  com- 
mandant sneered  at  the  old  system,  but  I'd 
rather  trust  myself  in  Gibraltar,  notwith- 
standing all  he  said.  It  stands  to  reason, 
Tom,  that  if  you  are  up  in  a  window  you 
have  a  great  advantage  over  a  fellow  down 
in  the  street.  Now  all  these  modern  for- 
tresses are  what  is  called  "  a  flenr  cVeau,^' 
quite  level,  and  not  raised  in  the  least  over 
the  attacking  force.  Put  me  up  high,  say 
I  :  if  on  a  parapet  so  much  the  better  ;  and 
besides,  Tom,  nothing  gives  a  man  such 
coolness  as  to  know  that  he  is  all  as  one  as 
out  of  danger  !  Of  coui'se,  I  didn't  make 
this  remark  to  the  commandant,  because 
in  talking  \\\i\\  military  people  it  is  good 
tact  always  to  assume  that  being  shot  at 
is  rather  pleasant  than  otherwise  ;  and  so  I 
have  observed  that  they  themselves  gener- 
ally make  use  of  some  jocular  phrase  or 
other  to  express  being  killed  and  wounded  ; 
"he  Avas  knocked  over,"  "he  got  an  ugly 
poke,"  being  the  more  popular  mode  of 
recording  what  finished  a  man's  existence, 
or  made  the  remainder  of  it  miserable. 

Soldiering  has  always  struck  me  as  an 
insupportable  line  of  life.  I  have  no  objec- 
tion in  the  world  to  fight  the  man  who  has 
injured  me,  nor  to  give  satisfaction  where 
I  have  been  the  offender  ;  but  to  go  patiently 
to  work  to  learn  how  to  destroy  somebody  I 
never  saw  and  never  heard  of,  does  seem  ab- 
surd and  unchristianlike  altogether.  Yon 
say,  "  He  is  the  enemy  of  my  country,  and 
consequently  mine."  Let  me  see  that ;  let 
me  be  sure  of  it.  If  he  invades  us,  I  know 
that  he  is  an  enemy  ;  but  if  he  is  only  oc- 
cupied, about  his  own  affairs — if  he  is  sim- 
ply hunting  out  a  nest  of  old  squatters 
that  he  is  tired  of — if  he  is  merely  chang- 
in<2-  the  sign  of  his  house,  and  instead  oj"  tliP 


THE  DODD  FAMILY  ABROAD. 


173 


'"■  Lily  "  prefers  to  live  under  the  "  Cock," 
or,  iniiybe,  the  ''Drone-bee,"  what  liave  I 
to  suy  to  that  ?  So  long  as  he  stays  at 
home,  and  only  "gets  drunk  on  the  pi-em- 
ises,"  I  have  no  right  tomeddle  witli  him. 
It's  all  very  w<;ll  to  say  xhat  nobody  likes 
to  liave  a  disorderly  house  in  his  neighbor- 
hood. Very  true  ;  but  you  oughtn't  to  go 
in  and  murder  the  residents  to  keep  them 
(|uiet.  There's  the  mail  gone  by,  and  I 
have  forgotten  to  send  this  off.  It's  a  won- 
derful thing  how  living  in  (Germany  makes 
a  man  long-winded  and  tiresome.  It  must 
be  the  air.  at  least  with  me,  or  the  cookery, 
fori  am  perfectly  innocent  of  the  language. 
The  "  mysterious  gutturals,"  as  .Alacauiay 
calls  them,  will  ever  be  mysteries  to  mc  ! 
At  all  events,  to  })revent  further  indiscre- 
tions, I'll  close  this  and  seal  it  now.  And 
so,  with  my  sincere  regards,  believe  me, 
dear  Tom,  ever  yours, 

Kenny  I.  Dodd. 

Address  me,  "  Golden  Ox  " — I  mean  at 
the  sign  of — IJastadt,  for  you're  sure  of 
finding  me  here  for  the  next  four  weeks, 
at  least. 


LETTER  XXXV. 

MARY  ANNE  DODD  TO  MISS  DOOLAN,  OP  BALLYDOOLAN. 

"  The  Golden  Ox,"  Eastadt. 

My  deakf.st  Kitty, — I  have  only  time 
for  a  few  and  very  hurried  lines,  written 
with  trembling  fingers  and  a  heart  audi- 
ble in  its  palpitations  !  Yes,  dearest,  an 
eventful  moment  has  arrived — the  dread 
instant  has  come,  on  v/liicli  my  whole  fu- 
ture destiny  must  depend.  It  was  last 
night.  Just  as  I  was  making  })apa's  tea, 
that  a  servant  arrived  on  horseback  at  the 
inn  with  a  letter  addressed  to  the  right 
honnraI)lc  and  reverend  the  Lord  Dodd  de' 
Dodsborough.  This,  of  coui'se,  could  only 
mean  papa,  and  so  he  opened  and  read  it, 
for  it  was  in  English,  dearest,  or  at  least 
in  imitation  of  that  language. 

I  refrain  from  cpioting  the  precise  ex 
pressions,  lest  in  circumstances  so  serious 
a  smile  of  passing  levity  should  cross  those 
dear  features,  now  all  tension  with  anxi- 
ety for  your  own  Mary  Anne.  The  letter 
was  from  Adolf  von  Wolxenschafer.  making 
mean  offer  of  liis  hand,  title,  and  fortune  I 
I  SAVooned  away  Avhcn  I  heard  it,  and  only 
recovered  to  hear  ])apa  still  spelling  out 
the  strange  phraseology  of  the  letter. 

I  wish  he  had  not  written  in  English, 
Kitty.  It  is  provoking  that  an  event  so 
nutr.rally  serious  in  itself  should  be  alloyed 


with  the  dross  of  grammatical  absurdities  ; 
besides  that,  really,  our  tongue  does  not 
lend  itself  to  those  delicate  and  half-van- 
ishing allusions  to  future  ijliss  so  germane 
to  such  a  proposal.  Pajja,  and  James,  too, 
I  must  say,  evinced  a  want  of  regard  to  my 
feelings,  and  an  absence  of  that  line  svm- 
pathy  which  I  should  have  looked  for  at  a 
moment  like  this.  They  actually  screamed 
with  laughter,  Kitty,  at  little  lapses  of 
orthography,  when  the  subject  might  rea- 
sonably have  imposed  far  different  emo- 
tions. 

"  Why,  it's  a  proposal  of  marriage  I*' 
exclaimed  papa,  *'and  I  thouglit  it  a  sum- 
mons from  the  police." 

*•  Egad,  so  it  is  !  "  cried  James.  "  It's 
an  offer  to  you,  JIary  Anne.  'The  Baron 
Adolf  von  Wolfensehafer,  Fi-eiherr  von 
Schweinbraten  and  Eitter  of  the  order  of 
the  Cock  of  'ruljingen,  maketli  hereby,  and 
not  the  less,  that  with  future-coming-time- 
to-be-proved-and-experienccd  affection,  the 
profound  humility  of  an  offer  of  himself, 
with  all  his  to-be-named-and-enumerated 
belongings,  both  in  effects  and  majorats,  to 
the  lovely  and  very  beautiful  ]^liss,  the  first 
daughter  of  the  venerable  and  very  honor- 
able the  Lord  Dodd  de  Dodsborough.' "' 

"Pray  sto]),  James,"  said  I  ;  "this  is 
scarcely  a  fitting  matter  for  coarse  jesting, 
nor  is  my  heai't  to  be  made  the  theme  for 
indelicate  banter." 

"  The  letter  is  a  gem,"  said  he,  and  went 
on  :  "  '  The  so-named  A.  von  W.,  over- 
flowing with  a  mild  but  in-heaven-soaring 
and  never-to-earth-descending  love,  expeet- 
eth,  in  all  the  pendulating  anxieties  of  a 
never-at-  any-moment-to-be-distrustcd  de- 
'  votion — '  " 

I  "  Pajni,  I  really  beg  and  request  that  I 
1  may  not  be  trifled  with  in  this  unfeeliuo 
manner.  The  baron's  intentions  are  snf- 
;  ficicntly  clear  and  explicit,  nor  are  we  now 
engaged  in  the  work  of  correcting  his  Eng- 
,  lish  epistolary  style." 

This  I  said'  haughtily,  Kitty  ;  and  Mis- 
I  ter  James  at  last  thought  propter  to  recover 
some  i-espect  for  my  feelings. 
]      "'  Why,  I  never  suspected  you  could  t:dve 
j  the  thing  seriouslv,  dear  Mary  Anne,*"  said 
he,     "  If  I  only  thought—" 
j      "  And  pray,  why  not,  James  ?     Fju  sure 
the  baron's   ancient  birth — his   rank,  his 
fortune— his  position,  in  fact — " 
j      "  Of   all  of   which  we  know  notliing,'' 
j  broke  in  papa. 

;  "  But  of  which  you  may  know  every 
I  thing,"  said  I  :  '"'  for  iiere,  ai  the  postscript, 
,  is  an  invitation  to  us  all  to  pass  some  weeks 
!  at  the  Sell  loss,  in  the  Black  Forest,  liis  tu> 
eestral  seat." 
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"Or,  as  he  styles  it,'"  broke  in  James, 
im])crtinently,  "  'the  very  old  castle, where 
for  numerous  centuries' liis  high-blooded 
and  on-lofty-eminence-stand inof  ancestors 
did  sit,' and  where  now  '  liis  with-years- 
bestricken  but  not-the-less-on-that-acconnt- 
sharp-with-intclli.trence-begifted  parent  fa- 
ther doth  reside.'  " 

'•  Read  that  again,  James,"'  said  ]iapa. 

''  Pray  allow  me,  sir,"  said  I,  taking  the 
letter.  '''I'lio  invitation  is  a  most  hospit- 
able request  that  we  should  go  and  pass 
some  time  at  his  chateau,  and  name  the 
earliest  day  our  convenience  will  jiermit 
for  the  visit." 

"  lie  spoke  of  capital  shooting  there  I  " 
cried  James.  "  He  told  me  tliat  the  aner- 
hahn,  a  kind  of  black-cock,  abounds  in 
that  country." 

'•And  I  remember,  ^oo,  that  he  men- 
tioned some  wonderful  Steinberger — a  cab- 
inet Avine,  full  two  lumdred  years  in 
Avood  ! "  chimed  in  papa. 

I  wished,  dearest  Kitty,  that  they  could 
have  entertained  the  subject-matter  of  the 
letter  without  these  "contingent  remain- 
ders," and  not  mixed  iip  my  future  fate 
with  either  wine  or  wild  fowl  ;  but  they 
really  were  so  carried  aAvay  by  "the  pleas- 
ures so  peculiarly  adapted  to  their  own 
feelings,  that  they  at  once  said,  and  in  a 
breath,  too,  '•'Write  him  word  '  Yes,' by 
all  means  ! " 

"  Do  you  mean  for  his  offer  of  marriage, 
])apa  ?"  asked  I,  Avith  struggling  indigna- 
tion. 

'•  l)y  George,  I  had  forgotten  all. about 
that,"  said  he.  "  We  must  deliberate  a  bit. 
Your  mother,  too,  will  expect  to  be  con- 
sulted. Take  the  letter  up-stairs  to  her  ; 
or,  better  gtill,  just  say  that  I  Avant  to 
speak  to  her  myself." 

As  papa  and  mamma  had  not  met,  nor 
spoken  together,  since  his  return,  I  will- 
ingly, embraced  this  opportunity  of  restor- 
ing them  to  intercourse  Avith  each  other. 

'•  iJon't  go  away,  Mary  Anne,"  said 
James,  as  I  Avas  about  to  seek  my  own 
room,  for  I  dreaded  being  left  alone,  and 
ex[)osed  to  his  unfeeling  banter  ;  "I  want 
to  speak  to  you."  This  he  said  Avith  a 
tone  of  kindness  and  interest  which  at  once 
decided  me  to  remain.  He  Avore  a  look  of 
seriousness,  Kitty,  that  I  have  seldom,  if 
ever,  seen  in  his  features,  and  spoke  in  a 
tone  that,  to  my  ears,  was  new  from  him. 

"  Let  me  be  your  friend, *Mary  Anne," 
said  he,  "  and  the  better  to  be  so,  let  me 
talk  to  you  in  all  frankness  and  sincerity. 
If  I  say  one  single  word  that  can  hurt  your 
feelings,  put  it  down  to  liie  true  account — 
that  I'd  rather  do  even  sucli  than    suffer 


you  to  take  the  most  eventful  step  in  all 
your  life  without  Aveighing  every  conse- 
quence of  it.  Answer  me,  then,  two  or 
three  questions  that  I  shall  ask  you,  but  as 
truly  and  unreservedly  as  though  you  Avere 
at  confession." 

I  sat  down  beside  him,  and  Avith  my 
hand  in  his. 

"Now,  first  of  all.  Mary  Anne,"  said  he, 
"do  you  loA'e  this  Baron  von  Wolfenschii- 
fcr?'' 

Who  ever  could  ansAver  such  a  question 
in  one  word,  Kitty  ?  How  seldom  does  it 
occur  in  life  that  all  the  circumstances  of 
any  man's  position  respond  to  the  ambi- 
tious imaginings  of  a  girl's  heart  !  He  may 
be  handsome,  and  yet  poor  ;  he  may  be 
rich,  and  yet  Ioav  born  ;  intellectual,  and 
yet  liis  great  gifts  may  be  alloyed  Avith  in- 
firmities of  t^emper  ;  he  may  be  eoldly- 
natured,  secret,  self-contained,  uncommu- 
nicative— a  hundred  things  that  one  does 
not  like — and  yet,  Avith  all  these  draw- 
backs, what  the  world  calls  an  "excellent 
match." 

I  believe  very  few  people  marry  the  per- 
son they  Avishto  marry.  I  fancy  that  such 
instances  are  the  rarest  things  imaginable. 
It  is  a  question  of  compensation  through- 
out— you  accept  this,  notwithstanding  that 
— you  put  up  with  that,  for  the  sake  of 
this  !  Of  course,  dearest,  I  am  rejecting 
here  all  belief  in  the  '•  greatest  happiness 
principle  "  as  a  stupid  fallacy,  that  only 
imposes  upon  elderly  gentlemen  Avhen  they 
marry  their  housekeeper.  I  speak  of  the 
considerations  which  Aveigh  with  a  young 
girl  who  has  moA'ed  in  society,  Avho  knoAVS 
its  requirements,  and  can  estimate  all  that 
contributes  to  Avliat  is  called  a  "  position." 

This  little  digression  of  mine  will  give 
you  to  understand  what  was  passing  in  mA^ 
mind  as  .James  sat  waiting  for  my  reply. 

"  So  tiicn,"  said  he,  at  last,  "the  ques- 
tion is  not  so  easily  answered  as  I  sus- 
pected ;  and  we  will  now  pass  to  another 
one.  Are  your  affections  already  engaged 
elsewhere  ?" 

What  could  I  say,  Kitty,  buf'^o! 
decidedly  not."  The  embarj-assment,  hoAv- 
ever,  so  natural  to  an  inquiry  like  this, 
made  me  blush  and  seem  confused,  and 
James,  })erceiving  it,  said  : 

•'Poor  fellow,  it  Avill  be  a  sad  blow  to 
liiiUf'iov  I  know  he  loved  you." 

I  tried  to  look  astonished,  angry,  uncon- 
scious— anything,  in  fact,  which  should 
convey  displeasure  and  surprise  together; 
but  with  that  Avant  of  tact  so  essentially 
fraternal,  he  went  on  : 

"It  was  almost  the  last  thing  he  said  to 
me  at  parting,  '  Don't  let  her  forget  me  I  '*' 


THE  DODD   FAMILY  ABROAD. 


175 


"May  I  vontiiro  to  inquire,"  said  I, 
hauc,'lit,ily,  "  of  whom  you  are  spejiking  ?" 

Simple  and  inoffensive  as  the  words 
Averc,  Kitty,  tlicy  threw  liim  into  an  un- 
^rovernable  passion  ;  he  stani))('<l,  and 
stormed,  and  swore  fearfully,  lie  called 
me  "a  heartless  coquette,"  "an  unfeeling 
flirt,*'  and  a  variety  of  epithets  equally 
mellifluous  as  well  merited. 

I  drew  my  embroidery-frame  before  me 
(|nite  calmly  under  this  torrent  of  abuse, 
and  woi-ked  away  at  my  pattern  of  the 
•'Faithful  .Shei)herd,"  singing  to  myself 
all  tlie  time. 

"  Are  you  really  as  devoid  of  feeling  as 
this,  Mary  Anne  ?"  asked  he. 

"  My  dear  brother,"  said  T,  "don't  yon 
wish  excessively  for  a  commission  in  a  reg- 
iment of  Hussars  or  Ijancers  ?  Well,  as 
your  great  merits  have  not  been  recognized 
at  the  Horse  Guards,  would  you  feel  justi- 
lied  in  refusing  an  appointment  to  the  rifle 
brigade  ?" 

"  Wiiat  has  all  this  to  say  to  what  we 
are  discussing  ?"  cried  he,  angrily. 

'•Just  everything,"  replied  I;  '"but  as 
you  cannot  make  the  ap])iication,  you  must 
excuse  mo  if  I  decline  the  task  also.*' 

"And  so  you  mean  to  be  a  baroness  ?" 
said  he,  rudely. 

I  curtseyed  i)rofoundly  to  him,  and  he 
flung  out  of  the  room  with  a  bang  that 
nearly  brought  the  door  down.  In  a  mo- 
mcnt  after,  mamma  was  in  my  arms,  over- 
come with  tenderness  and  emotion. 

"I  have  carried  the  day,  my  dearest 
child,"  said  she.  "We  are  to  accept  the 
invitation,  at  all  evejits,  and  we  sot  out  to- 
morrow." 

I  have  no  time  for  more,  Kitty,  for  all 
our  preparations  for  departure  have  yet  to 
be  made.  AVhat  fate  awaits  me  I  know 
not,  nor  can  I  even  fancy  what  may  be  the 
future  of  your  ever  attached  and  devoted 
friend, 

Mary  Anne  Dodd. 


LETTER  XXX Vr. 

MKs,  DODD  TO   MRS.  MARY  OALLAOHKR,  DODSBOROUOH. 

Schloss,  Wolfenfels. 

My  dear  Molly, — It  is  only  since  we 
came  to  the  elegant  place,  the  hard  mime 
of  which  I  luive  written  at  the  toji  of  this 
letter,  that  my  feelings  have  subsided  into 
the  calm  sereniousness  ada})ted  to  ejiisto- 
lary  correspondence.  From  the  day  that 
K.  I.  returned,  my  life  has  been  like  the 
parallax  of  a  fever  !     The  man   was  never 


possessed  of  any  refined  or  exalted  senti- 
ments ;  but  the  woman,  this  Mrs.  G.  H. — 
I  couldn't  write  the  name  in  full  if  you 
were  to  ^ive  me  twenty  jKninds  for  it — 
n)ade  liim  far  worse  with  self-conceit  and 
vanity.  If  von  knew  the  way  mv  lime  is 
passed,  "taking  it  out  of  him,"  Mtjlly. 
showing  liim  how  ridiculous  he  is,  and 
why  everybody  is  laughing  at  him,  you'd 
l)ity  me.  As  to  gratitude,  my  dear,  he 
hasn't  a  notion  of  it  ;  and  he  feels  no  more 
thankful  to  me  foi-  what  I've  gone  through, 
than  if  I  was  indulging  him  in  all  his  ne- 
farious propensities.  It  is  a  weai-y  task  ; 
and  the  only  wonder  is  how  I'm  able  to  go 
on  Avith  it. 

"Haven't  you  done  yet,  Mrs.  U.  ?"  said 
J  he,  the  other  morning.     '•  Don't  you  think 
that   you   might  grant  me  a  litlle  peace, 
now  ?  " 

"I  wish  to  the  saints  I  luid,"  said  I; 
"it's  bringing  me  to  the  grave,  it  is  ;  but 
I  have  a  duty  to  perform,  and  as  long  as 
my  tongue  can  wag,  I'll  do  it  I  When  I'm 
gone,  K.  I.,"  said  I — "when  I'm  gone, 
you'll  not  have  to  say,  *It  was  her  fault — 
it  was  all  her  doing.  Jemima  never  said 
this — she  never  told  me  that.'"  I  vow 
and  declare  to  you  here,  Molly,  that  there 
isn't  a  thing  a  woman  could  say  to  a  man, 
that  T  haven't  said  to  him  ;  and  as  I  re- 
marked yesterday,  "If  I  haven't  taken  the 
self-conceit  out  of  you,  now,  it  is  because 
it's  grained  in  your  nature" — I  believe, 
indeed,  I  said,  "in  your  filthy  nature." 

A\'hen  we  left  Baden,  we  came  to  a  place 
called  Kastadt,  a  great  fortification  that 
they're  making,  as  they  tell  me,  to  defend 
the  Rhine  ;  but,  between  ourselves,  it's  as 
far  from  the  river  as  our  liouse  at  Dods- 
borough  is  from  Kelly's  mills.  I'here.  we 
stopped  three  weeks — I  believe  in  the  con- 
fident hope  of  K.  I.  that  I  couldn't  survive 
the  ui)roarious  tumult.  They  were  drill- 
ing or  training  horses,  or  firing  guns,  or 
flogging  recruits  under  our  windows,  from 
sunrise  to  sunset,  and  although  at  first  the 
novelty  was  amusing,  you  grew  at  last  so 
tormented  and  teased  with  the  noise,  that 
your  very  bi-ain  ached  from  it. 

"  I  wonder,"  said  I,  one  night,  '  that 
you  never  thought  of  taking  fuinished 
ai)artments  in  Barrack-street  I  It  ought 
to  be  to  your  taste." 

''  It's  not  unlikely,  ma'am,  that  I  may 
end  my  ^lays  in  that  ncighboriiood."  said 
he,  tartly,  "for  I  believe  it's  very  con- 
venient to  the  sheriff's  prison." 

"  I  was  alluding  to  your  military  tastes," 
said  I.  "One  might  suppose  you  were 
meant  for  a  great  general." 

"  I   might  have  claim  to  the  character. 
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inii'mn,"  said  lio,  ''iT  licinu'  always  niidor 
fire  sia'iiifKMl  aiiytliiiig — ahvay;-;  exjiosed  to 
attack." 

'•'Oil.  l)ut,"  said  T.  ''you  foro-ot  she  lias 
retired  her  forces  "^ — I  meant  Mrs.  G., 
Molly, —  "she  took  ])ity  on  your  poor  un- 
protected situation  ! "' 

'•  [jook  now,  Mrs.  D.,"  said  lie,  with  a 
blow  of  his  fist  on  the  table,  ''if  there's 
another  word— one  syllable  more  on  this 
matter,  may  I  never  si^q-n  my  name  K.  I. 
ap:ain,.  if  I  don't  walk  yon  l)ack,  every  one 
of  you,  to  Dodsboroug'h.  It  was  an  evil 
hour  that  saw  us  leave  it,  hut  it  would  be 
a  joyous  one  that  brings  us  back  again."' 

When  ho  grows  so  brutal  as  that,  Molly, 
I  never  utter  a  word.  'Tisn't  to-day  nor 
yesterday  that  I  le:irned  to  1)e  a  martyr  ; 
so  that  all  I  did  was  to  wait  a  minute  or 
two,  and  then  go  off  in  strong  hysterics! 
and,  indeed,  I  don't  know  anyHiing  that 
ju'ovokes  him  more. 

I  give  you  this  as  a  slight  sample  of  the 
way  wo  lived,  with  occasional  diversions 
on  the  subject  of  expense,  the  extravagance 
of  James,  his  idleness,  and  so  forth  ;  pleas- 
ant topics,  and  amusing  for  a  family  circle. 
Indeed,  i^Iolly,  Fm  ashamed  to  own  that 
iny  natural  spirit  Avas  beginning  to  break 
down  under  it.  I  felt  that  all  the  blood 
of  the  M'Carthys  was  weak  to  resist  such 
inhuman  cruelty  ;  and  Avhether  it  was  the 
climate,  or  what,  I  don't  know%  but  crying 
didn't  give  me  the  same  relief  it  used.  I 
supjiose  the  fact  is,  that  one  exhausts  the 
natural  resources  of  one's  constitution  ; 
])ut  I  think  I'm  not  so  old  but  that  a 
good  licarty  cry  ought  to  be  a  comfort  to 
me. 

'J'liis  is  how  affairs  was,  wdien  about  a 
week  agoj  came  a  serA^ant  on  horseback, 
with  a  letter  for  K.  I.  I  was  sitting  up 
at  my  window,  with  the  blinds  down,  when 
i  saw  the  man  get  off  and  enter  the  inn, 
and  the  first  thought  that  struck  mo  was, 
that  it  was  Mrs,  (r.  herself  sent  him. 
"I've  caught  yon,"  says  I  to  myself  ;  and 
throwing  on  my  dressing-gown  I  slipped 
down  stairs.  It  Avas  K.  I.  and  James  were 
together  talking,  so  I  just  waited  a  second 
at  the  door  to  listen.  '"'If  I  had  a  voice 
in  the  i'amily  " — it  Avas  K.  I.  said  this — 
^'  if  I  had  a  voice  in  the  family,"  said  he, 
'^I'd  rerusc.  These  kind  of  things  always 
inrn  out  ill — people  calculate  so  much 
upon  aifection  ;  but  the  truth  is,  marrying 
!br  love  is  like  buying  a  pair  of  Russia- 
duck  ti'ousers  to  wear  through  the  year. 
They'll  do  beautifully  in  summer,  and 
even  an  odd  day  in  the  autumn  ;  but  m 
the  cold  and  rainy  season  they'll  be  doAvn- 
nirht  riliiculous." 


"Still,"  said  James,  ''the  offer-sontids 
like  a  grea,t  one." 

"All  glitter,  maybe.  I  distrust  them 
all,  James.  At  any  rate,  say  nothing 
about  it  to  your  mother,  till  I  think  it  over 
a  bit." 

"And  Avliy  not  say  anything  to  his 
mother  ?"  says  I,  bouncing  into  the  room. 
''Am  I  nol)ody  in  the  family  ?" 

"Bedad  you  are!"  said  K.  I.,  Avith  a 
heavy  sigh. 

"Haven't  I  an  opinion  of  mv  OAvn — 
eh  ?  " 

"That  yon  have!"  said  he. 

"And  don't  I  stand  to  it!  too — eh, 
Kenny  James?  " 

"  Your  Avorst  enemy  couldn't  deny  it !  " 
said,  he,  shaking  his  head. 

"Then  Avhat's  all  this  about?"  said  T, 
snatching  the  letter  out  of  his  hands. 
But  though  I  tried  with  my  double  eye- 
glass, Molly,  it  was  no  nse,  for  the  Avriting 
was  in  a  German  hand,  not  to  say  any- 
thing of  the  language. 

'•Well,  ma'am,"  said  K.  I.  Avith  a  grin, 
"I  hope  the  contents  are  pleasing  to 
you?"  And  before  I  could  fly  out  at 
iiiin,  James  broke  in-:  "^It's  a  proposal 
for  Mary  Anne,  mother.  The  young 
baron  that  avo  met  at  Bonn  makes  her  an 
offer  of  his  hand  and  fortune,  and  invites 
us  all  to  his  castle  in  tlic  Black  Forest,  as  a 
preliminary  step." 

"  Isn't  that  to  your  taste,  Mrs.  D.  ?  " 
said  K.  I.,  Avith  anoUier  grin.  "  High  con- 
nection— nobility — great  family — eh  ?" 

■"'I  don't  think,"' said  I,  "that,  consid- 
ering the  step  I  took  myself  in  life,  any- 
body can  reproach  me  Avith  prejudices  of 
that  kind."  The  step  I  took  !'  I^folly,  I 
said  the  Avords  with  a  sneer  that  made  him 
purple. 

"  What's  his  fortune,  James  ?"  said  I. 

"Heaven  knows  !  but  he  must  have  a 
stunning  income.  This  castle  of  Wolfen- 
fels  is  in  all  the  print-shops  of  the  toAvn. 
It's  a  thing  as  large  as  Windsor,  and  sur- 
rounded by  miles  of  forest." 

'*My  poor  child,"  said  I,  "I  ahvays 
kncAv  Avhere  you'd  be  at  last ;  and  it's  only 
tAvo  nights  aVo  I  had  a  dream  of  taking 
grease  out  of  my  yelloAV  satin.  I  thought 
i  Avas  rubbing  and  scrubbing  at  it  Avith  all 
my  might." 

'"And  what  did  that  ])ortend,  ma'am?" 
said  K.  I.,  Avith  his  usual  sneer. 

"  Can't  you  guess  ?  "  .said  I.  "  Mightn't  it 
mean  an  effort  to  get  rid  of  the  stain  of  a 
low  connection  ?"  Wasn't  that  a  home 
thrust.  .Afolly  ?     Faith  he  felt  it  so ! 

"  ]\Irs.  D."  said  he,  gravely,  and  as  if 
after  profound    thought,  "this   is  a  qucs- 
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tioii  of  our  child's  happiness  for  life-lon<T, 
unci  if  we  arc  to  discuss  ifc  at  all,  let  it  bo 
without  any  admixture  of  attack  or  re- 
crimination." 

'•  Who  bc'i^^an  it  ?"  said  I. 

"  You  did,  my  dear,"  said  he. 

'*I  didn't,"  said  1  ;  ''and  I'm  not  'your 
dear.'  Oh,  you  needn't  sigh  that  wny  ; 
your  case  isn't  half  so  bad  as  you  think  it, 
but,  like  all  men,  you  fancy  yourself  cru- 
elly treated  whenever  the  slightest  bar  is 
l^laced  to  your  bad  passions.  "You  argue 
as  if  wickedness  was  good  for  your  consti- 
tution." 

"  Have  you  done  ?"  said  he. 

''Xot  yet,"  said  I,  taking  a  chair  in 
front  of  him. 

"When  you  have  then,"  said  he,  "call 
me,  for  I'll  go  out  and  sit  on  the  stairs." 
But  I  put  niy  back  to  the  door,  Molly,  so 
that  ho  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  resume 
his  seat.  "  Let  us  move  the  order  of  the 
day,  Mrs.  I).,"  said  he — "this  business  of 
Mary  Anne.  j\Iy  opinion  of  it  is  told  in 
few  words.  Those  mixed  marriages  seldom 
succeed.  Even  with  long  previous  inti- 
macy, suitable  fortune,  and  equality  of 
station,  there  is  that  in  a  difference  of  na- 
tionality that  opens  a  hundred  discrepan- 
cies in  taste,  feeling — " 

"Bother!"  said  I,  "we  have  just  as 
much  when  Ave  come  from  the  same  stock." 

".Sometimes,"  siiid  he,  sighing. 

"  Here's  what  he  says  mother,"  said 
James,  and  read  out  the  letter, which  1  am 
bound  to  say,  jMolly,  was  a  curiosity  in  its 
way,  for  though  it  had  such  a  strange 
look,  it  turned  out  to  bo  in  English,  or  at 
least  what  the  baron  thought  was  such. 
Happily  there  Avas  no  mistaking  the  mean- 
ing ;  and  as  I  said  to  K.  I.,  "  At  least 
there's  one  thing  in  the  baron's  favor — 
there's  neither  deceit  nor  subterfuge  about 
him.  He  makes  his  proposal  like  a  man!  "' 
And  let  me  tell  you,  Molly,  we  live  in  an 
age  when  even  that  same  is  a  virtue  ;  for 
really,  with  the  liberties  that's  allowed, 
and  the  way  girls  goes  on,  there's  no  say- 
ing what  intentions  men  have  at  all  ! 

Some  mothers  make  a  point  of  never 
seeing  anything  ;  but  that  may  be  carried 
too  far,  particularly  abroad,  my  dear. 
Others  are  for  always  being  dragons,  but 
that  is  sure  to  scare  off  the  men  ;  and  as  I 
say,  Avhat's  the  use  of  birdlime  if  you're 
always  shouting  and  screaming  ! 

3Iy  notion  is,  jMolly,  tiiat  a  mo'derato 
degree  of  what  the  French  call  "'surveil- 
lance" is  the  right  thing— a  manner  tliat 
seems  to  say  :  "Em  looking  at  you  :  I'm 
not  against  innocent  enjoyments,  and  so 
forth,  but  I  won't  stand  any  nonsense,  nor 
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falling  in  love."  Many's  the  time  the 
right  man  is  scared  away  by  a  new  flirta- 
tion, that  meant  nothing  :  ".She's  too  gay 
for  we — she  has  a  look  in  her  eye,  or  a  toss 
of  the  head,  or  a — Heaven  knows — I  don't 
like." 

"  Does  she  care  for  him  ?"  said  K.  J. 
"  Does  Mary  Anne  care  for  liim  ^ — that's 
the  f|uestion." 

"  Of  course  she  does,"  said  T.  "If  a 
girl's  affections  are  not  engaged  in  some 
other  quarter,  she  always  cares  for  them;in 
that  proposes  for  her.  Isn't  he  a  good 
match  !''" 

"  He  as  much  as  says  so  himself." 

"  And  a  baron  ?  " 

"  Yc^s." 

"  And  has  an  elegant  place,  Avith  a  park 
of  miles  round  it  ?"' 

"  So  he  says." 

"  Well,  then,  I'm  sure  T  see  nothing  to 
preA'ent  her  being  attached  to  him." 

"At  all  events,  let  us  spenk  to  her," 
said  he  ;  and  sent  James  np-stairs  to  fetch 
her  down. 

Short  as  the  time  Avas  that  he  was  aAva}', 
it  Avas  enough  for  K.  I.  to  get  into  one  of 
his  passions,  just  because  I  gave  him  the 
friendly  caution  that  he  ought  to  be  deli- 
cate and  guarded  in  the  Avay  he  mentioned 
the  nnitter  to  Mary  Anne. 

"Isn't  she  my  daughter  ?"  said  he,  Avith 
a  stamp  of  his  foot  ;  and  just  for  that, 
Molly,  I  Avouldn't  give  him  the  satisfaction 
to  say  she  is. 

"  J  ask  you,"  cried  he  again,  "  isn't  she 
my. daughter  I-*" 

Xot  a  sylliible  Avonld  I  answer  him. 

"  Well,  maybe  she  isn't,"  said  he  ;  "  but 
my  authority  over  her  is  all  the  same." 

"  Oh,  you  can  be  as  cruel  and  tyrannical 
as  yon  please,"  said  I. 

'•  Look  noAv,  Mrs.  D. — ,"  said  he  ;  but, 
fortunately,  Molly,  just  at  that  moment 
James  and  his  sister  came  in,  and  lie  stop- 
ped suddenly. 

"Oh,  dearest  papa,"  cried  ^Fary  Anne. 
falling  at  his  feet,  and  hiding  her  face  in 
her  hands,  '"  how  can  1  leave  you,  and  dear, 
dear  mamma  ? '' 

"  That's  Avhat  Ave  are  going  to  talk  over, 
my  dear,"  said  he,  quite  dryly,  and  taking 
a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  Your  father  is  never  overpowered  by 
his  commotions,  my  love,"  said  1. 

"  To  forsake  my"haj)py  home  !''  sobbed 
Mary  Anne,  as  if  her  heart  was  breaking. 
"Oil,  Avhat  an  agony  to  think  of  I " 

"  To  be  sure  it  is,'' said  K.  1..  in  the 
s;ime  hard,  luisky  voice;  "  l)ut  it's  what 
Ave  see  done  every  day.  Ask  your  mo- 
ther—" 
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''Don't  ask  mo  to  justify  it,"  said  T. 
''My  exporiciiccs  go  all  the  other  Avay  I  " 

*' At  any  rate  von  ventured  on  the  ex- 
periment,"' said  he,  with  a  grin.  'J'hen, 
turning  to  Mary  Anno,  he  wont  on  :  "I 
see  that  James  has  infi)rmed  you  on  this 
affair,  and  it  only  remains  for  me  now  to 
a-sk  you  wliat  your  sentiments  are." 

"Oh,  my  ])oor  heart  !  "  said  slie,  press- 
ing her  hand  to  her  side,  "  how  can  I  di- 
vide its  allegiance  ?" 

"  Don't  try  that,  at  all  events,"  said  he, 
"  for  though  I  never  thought  him  a  suit- 
able match  for  you,  my  dear,  if  you,  really 
do  feel  an  attachment  to  Peter  Bolton — " 

"  Of  course  I  do  not,  papa." 

"Of  course  she  does  not — never- did— 
never  could."  said  I. 

"So  much  the  better,"  said  he;  "and 
now  for  this  Baron  von — I  never  can  re- 
member his  name — do  you  think  you  could 
be  happy  with  him  ?  Or  do  you  know 
enough  of  his  temper,  tastes,  and  disposi- 
tion to  answer  that  question  ?"  . 

"  I'm  sure  he  is  a  most  amiable  person  ; 
he  is  exceedingly  clever  and  accomplish- 
ed--" 

"I  don't  care  a  brass  bodkin  for  all 
that,"  broke  in  K.  I.  "  A  man  may  be  as 
wise  as  the  l)onch  of  bishops,  and  be  a  bad 
Inisband." 

''  Let  7ne  talk  to  Mary  Anne,"  said  I. 
It's  only  a  female  heart,  Molly^  understands 
these  cases  ;  for  men  discuss  them  as  if 
the}^  were  matters  of  renson  I  And  with 
that  I  marched  her  off  with  me  to  my  own 
room. 

1  needn't  tell  you  all  I  said,  nor  what 
she  replied  to  me  ;  but  this  much  I  will 
say,  a  more  sensible  girl  I  never  saw.  She 
took  in  the  whole  of  our  situation  at  once. 
She  perceived  that  there  Avas  no  saying  how 
long  K.  I.  might  be  induced  to  remain 
abroad  ;  it  might  be,  perhaps,  to-morrow, 
or  next  day,  that  he'd  decide  to  go  back  to 
Ireland.  What  a  position  we'd  be  in, 
then  !  "  I  don't  doubt,"  says  she,  "but if 
time  wore  allowed  me,  I  could  do  better 
than  this.  With  the  knowledge  1  have 
now  of  life,  I  feel  very  confident ;  but  if  we 
are  to  be  marched  off  before  the  campaign 
begins,  mamma,  how  are  we  to  win  our 
laurels?"  Them's  her  words,  Molly,  and 
they  express  her  meaning  beautifully. 

We  agreed  at  last  that  the  best  thing  was 
to  accept  the  invitation  to  the  castle,  and 
when  we  saw  the  place,  and  the  way  of 
living,  we  could  then  decide  on  the  offer  of 
marriage. 

If  I  could  only  repeat  to  you  the  remarks 
Mary  Anne  made  about  this,  you'd  see 
what  a  girl  she  was,  and  what  a  wonderful 


degree  of  intelligence  she  possesses.  Even 
on  the  point  that  K.  I.  himself  raised  a 
doubt — the  difference  of  nationality  and 
language  —  she  sumniod  up  the  whole 
question  in  a  few  words.  Her" observation 
was,  that  this  very  circumstance  was  rather 
an  advantage  than  otherwise,  "as  offering 
a  barrier  agninst  that  over-intimacy  and 
over- familiarity  that  is  the  bane  of  married 
life." 

"The  fact  is,  mamma,"  said  she,  "peo- 
ple do  not  conform  to  each  other.  They 
make  a  show  of  doing  so,  and  they  become 
hypocrites — great  or  little  ones,  as  their 
talents  decide  for  them — but  their  real 
characters  remain  at  bottom  unchanged. 
Now,  married  to  a  foreigner,  a  woman 
need  not  even  affect  to  assume  his  tastes 
and  habits.  She  may  always  follow  lier 
own, and  set  them  down,  whatever  they  be, 
to  the  score  of  her  peculiar  nationality." 

She  is  really,  Molly,  an  astonishing  girl, 
and  in  all  that  regards  life  and  knowledge 
of  mankind,  I  never  met  her  equal.  As  to 
Caroline,  she  never  could  have  made  such 
a  remark.  The  advantages  of  the  continent 
are  clean  thrown  away  on  her  ;  she  kr.ows 
no  more  of  the  world  than  the  day  we  left 
Dodsborough.  Indeed,  I  sometimes  half 
regret  that  we  didn't  leave  her  behind  with 
the  Doolans  ;  for  I  observe,  that  whenever 
foreign  travel  fails  in  inculcating  new  re- 
finement and  genteel  notions,  it  is  sure  to 
strengthen  all  old  prejudice?,  and  suggest 
a  most  absurd  attachment  to  one's  own 
country  ;  and  when  that  happens  to  be 
Ireland,  Molly,  I  need  scarcely  say  how  in- 
jurious the  tendency  is  !  It's  very'droad- 
ful,  my  dear,  but. it's  equally  true,  when- 
ever anything  is'  out  of  fashion,  in  bad 
taste,  vulgar,  or  common,  you're  sure  to 
hear  it  called  Irish,  though,  maybe,  it 
never  crossed  the  channel  ;  and  out  of  self- 
defense  one  is  obliged  to  adopt  the  custom. 

On  one  point  Mary  Anne  and  myself 
were  both  agreed.  It  is  next  to  impossible 
for  any  one  but  a  banker's  daughter,  or 
in  the  ballet,  to  get  a  husband  in  the 
peerage  at  home.  The  nobility,  with  us, 
are  either  very  cunning  or  very  foolish. 
As  to  the  gentry  class,  they  never  thiiil'j 
of  them  at  all.  The  conse(|uenee  is,  that 
a  girl  who  wishes  for  a  title  must  take  a 
foreigner.  Xdw,  Molly,  Gorman  nobility 
is  mightily  like  German  silver— it  has  only 
a  look  of  the  real  article  ;  but,  if  you  can't 
afford  the  right  thing,  it  is  better  than  the 
vulgar  metal  ! 

Mary  Anne  has  declared,  over  and  over 
again,  that  nothing  would  induce  her  to  bo 
]\Irs.  Anybody.  As  she  says,  "  Your  Avhole 
life  is  passed  in  a  struggle,  if  not  heralded 
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by  a  designation,  evqn  thougli  it  only  be 
'Madame.'  "  And  snre  nobody  knows  this 
bettor  than  I  do.  Hasn't  the  odions  name 
Avc'ifjhc'd  me  down  for  years  past  ? 

'•'l\ike  Iiini,  tlien,  my  dear  ehild,"  said 
I — "take  him,  then,  and  may  you  liave 
luck  in  your  choice  !  It  will  be  a  consola- 
tion to  me,  in  all  my  troubles  aiul  trials,  to 
know  that  one  of  my  girls  at  least  sustains 
the  honor  of  her  mother's  family.  You'll 
be  a  baroness  at  all  events." 

She  pressed  my  hand  affectionately, 
.Molly,  but  said  nothing.  I  saw  that  the 
poor  dear  child  wasn't  doing  it  all  without 
some  sacrifice  or  other  ;  but  I  was  too  ])ru- 
dent  to  ask  questions.  There's  nothing, 
in  my  opinion,  does  such  mischief  as  the 
system  of  probing  and  poking  into  wounds 
of  the  affections  ;  it's  the  sure  way  to  keep 
them  open,  and  prevent  their  healing  ;  so 
that  I  kept  on,  never  minding  and  only 
talked  of  "'the  baron." 

"  It  will  Jvill  the  Davises,"  said  she,  at 
last;  '*thev'lldieof  spite  when  tlieyhearit." 

''That'they  will,"  said  I ;  ''and  they'll 
deny  it  to  all  the  neighbors,  till  it's  copied 
into  the  country  papers  out  of  the  Morniiir/ 
Post.  "What  will  become  of  all  their  sneer- 
ing remarks  about  going  abroad  now,  I 
wonder  !  Faith,  my  dear,  you  might  live 
long  enough  at  Bruff  without  seeing  a 
baron." 

''I  think  'Mv.  Peter,  too,  will  at  last 
perceive  the  outrageous  absurdity  of  his 
})retensions,"  said  she.  "The  castle  of 
Wolfenfels  is  not  exactly  like  the  village 
dispensary." 

In  a  woi'd,  my  dear  Molly,  we  considered 
the  question  in  all  its  bearings,  and  agreed, 
that  though  we  had  rather  he  was  a  vis- 
count, witli  a  fine  estate  at  home,  yet  that 
the  thing  was  still  too  good  to  refuse.  "  It's 
a  fine  position,"  said  Mary  Anne,  "and  I'll 
see  if  1  can't  improve  it."  We  agreed,  as 
Caroline  was  so  hap]\v  where  she  was-^oii 
a  visit  with  this  Mrs.  ^Morris — that  we'd 
leave  her  there  a  little  longer;  for,  as 
Mary  Anne  remarked,  ''She's  so  natui-al, 
and  so  frank,  and  so  very  confiding,  she'll 
just  tell  everything  about  us  and  spoil  all  I  " 
And  it  is  true,  ]\lolly.  That  girl  has  no 
more  notion  of  the  difficulties  it  costs  us  to 
be  what  we  are,  and  where  we  are,  than  if 
she  wasn't  one  of  the  family.  She's  a  regu- 
lar Dodd,  and  no  more  need  be  said. 

The  next  day,  you  may  be  sure,  wasn't 
an  idle  one.  We  had  to  pack  all  our  things, 
to  get  a  new  livery  made  for  Paddy  Byrne, 
and  to  hire  a  traveling  carriage,  so  that  we 
might  make  our  appearance  in  a  style  be- 
coming us.  Betty,  too,  had  to  be  drilled 
how  she  was  to  behave  in  a  arcat  house  full 


of  servants,  and  taught  not  to  expose  iis 
by  any  of  her  outlandish  ways.  Mary 
Anne  hail  her  up  to  eat  before  her,  and 
teach  her  various  politenesses  ;  but  the 
saints  alone  can  tell  how  the  lesson  will 
pros])er  I 

We  started  from  Rastadt  in  great  style-^ 
six  ])Osters,  and  a  riding  courier  in  front, 
to  order  relays  on  the  road.  Even  the 
sight  of  it,  Molly,  and  the  tramp  of  the 
horses,  and  the  jingle  of  the  bells  on  the 
harness,  all  did  me  good,  for  I'm  of  a  su>- 
ci'ptible  nature  ;  and  what  between  my  sen- 
sations at  the  moment,  and  the  thought  of 
all  before  us,  I  cried  heartily  for  the  first 
two  stages.  • 

"  If  it  overcomes  you  so  much,"  said 
K.  T.,  "  don't  you  think  you'd  better  turn 
back  ?  " 

Did  you  ever  hear  brutality  like  that 
speech,  ]\Iolly  ?  I  ask  you,  in  all  your  ex- 
]ierience  of  life,  did  vou  ever  know  of  any 
man  that  could  malce  himself  so  odious  ? 
You  may  be  sure  I  didn't  cry  much  after 
that  !  i  made  it  so  comfoi-iable  to  hitn. 
that  he  was  glad  to  exchange  places  with 
Betty,  and  get  into  the  rumble  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  journey. 

Betty  herself,  too,  was  in  one  of  her 
blessed  tempers,  all  because  Mary  Anne 
wouldn't  let  her  stick  all  the  old  artificial 
flowers,  that  were  thi-own  away,  over  her 
bo!inet.  As  I^Iary  Anne  said  to  her,  "She 
only  wanted  Avax  candles-  to  be  like  a 
Christnuis-trec."  The  consequence  was, 
that  she  cried  and  howled  all  the  way,  till 
we  dined  ;  after  that  she  sloi^t  and  snoi-ed 
awfully.  To  mend  matters,  Paddy  got  very 
drunk,  and  had  to  be  tied  on  the  box,  and 
'drew  a  crowd  round  us,  at  every  place  we 
changed  horses,  by  his  yells.  In  other  re- 
spects the  journey  was  agreeable. 

We  supped  at  a  place  called  Offenburg  ; 
and,  indeed,  I  thought  we'd  never  get 
away  from  it,  for  K.  I.  found  out  that  the 
landlord  could  speak  English,  and  was, 
besides,  a  groat  farmer  ;  and,  in  spite  of 
Mary  Anne  and  myself,  he  had  the  man  in 
to  supper,  and  there  they  sat,  snuiking. 
and  drinking,  and  jn-osing  about  clover, 
and  green  crops,  aiul  flax,  aiul  such  things, 
till  past  midnight.  However,  it  did  one 
thing — it  made  K.  I.  good-humored  for 
the  rest  of  the  way  ;  for  the  truth  is. 
Molly,  the  nature  of  the  man  is  uncluinged, 
and,  I  believe,  unchangeable.  Do  what 
we  will,  take  him  where  Ave  may,  give  him 
all  the  advantages  of  high  life  and  genteel 
society,  but  his  heart  will  still  cling  to 
yearling  heifers  and  ewes  ;  and  he'd  rather 
"be  at  I'allinasloe  than  a  ball  at  Bucking- 
ham P:'.lace. 
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We  ouglit  to  liavo  been  nt  Freybui-g  in 
time  to  sleep,  bub  we  didn't  get  there  till 
breakfast  hour.  I'm  mighty  particular 
about  all  the  names  of  these  places,  Molly, 
for  it  will  amuse  you  to  trace  our  journey 
on  the  celestial  globe  in  the  schoolroom, 
and  then  you'll  perceive  how  we  are  going 
■'  round  the  world"'  in  earnest. 

After  breakfast  we  went  to  see  the  ca- 
thedral of  the  town.  It  is  really  a  fine 
sight  ;  and  the  carving  that's  thrown  away 
in  dark,  out-of-the-way  places,  Avonld  make 
two  other  churches.  The  most  beautiful 
thing  of  all,  however,  is  an  image  of  the 
Virgin,  sheltering  nnder  her  cloak  more 
than  a  dozen  cardinals  and  bishops.  She 
is  looking  down  at  the  creatures — for  they 
are  all  made  small  in  comparison — with  an 
angelical  smile,  as  much  as  to  say.  "  Keep 
quiet,  and  nobody  will  see  you."  I  snp- 
pose  she  wants  to.  get  them  into  heaven 
"'nnknownst ;"  or,  as  James  rather  irrev- 
erently expressed  it,  "going  to  do  it  by  a 
dodge."  To  judge  by  their  faces,  they  are 
not  quite  at  their  ease  ;  they  seem  to  think 
that  their  case  isn't  too  good,  and  that  it 
Avill  go  hard  with  them  if  they're  found 
out !  And  I  suppose,  my  dear  Molly,  that's 
the  way  with  the  best  of  ns.  Sure,  with 
all  our  plotting  and  scheming  for  the  good 
of  our  children,  after  lives  of  every  kind  of 
device,  ain't  we  often  masses  of  corru])tion  ? 
— isn't  our  very  best  thoughts,  sometimes, 
wicked  enough  ?  Them  was  exactly  my  own 
meditations,  as  I  sat  alone  in  a  dark  corner 
of  the  church,  musing  and  reflecting,  and 
only  brought  to  myself  as  I  heard  K.  I. 
fighting  with  one  of  the  "beagles" — I 
think  they  call  them — about  a  bad  groschen 
in  change ! 

"  I'm  never  in  a  heavenly  frame  of  mind, 
K.  I.,"  said  I  to  him,  '•  that  you  don't 
bring  me  back  to  earthly  feelings  Avith 
your  meanness." 

,"If  yon  told  me  yon  Avere  going  to 
heaven,  Mrs.  D.,"  said  he,  "I  Avo.uUln't 
liave  brought  you  out  of  it  for  Avorlds  !" 

It  didn't  need  the  grin  that  he  gave,  to 
shoAV  me  Avhat  the  meaning  of  this  speech 
Avas.  ■  The  old  Avretch  said  as  much  as  that 
he  Avishcd  me  dead  and  buried ;  so  I  just  gave 
him  a  look,  and  passed  oiit  of  the  church 
Avith  contempt.  Oh,  Molly,  IMolly,  Avhat- 
ever  may  be  your  spire  in  life,  never  de- 
scend from  it  for  a  husband. 

You'll  laugh  Avhen  I  tell  you  that  Ave 
left  this  place  by  the  Valley  of  IJell.  That's 
tJie  name  of  it ;  and  so  far  as  gloom  and 
darkness  goes,  not  a  bad  name  either.  It  is  a 
deep,  narroAV  glen,  with  only  room  for  a 
narrow  road  at  the  bottom  of  it,  and  over 
vour  head  the  rocks  seem  readv  to  tumble  ' 


down  and  crush  you  to  atoms.  Instead, 
too,  of  getting  through  it  as  fast  as  Ave 
could,  K.  I.  used  to  stop  the  carriage  and  get 
out  to  "  examiiui  the  position,"  as  he  called 
it ;  for  it  seems  that  a  groa^t  French  gen- 
eral once  made  a  Avonderfnl  retreat  through 
this  same  pass  years  ago.  K.  I.  and  James 
had  bought,  a  nuip,  and  this  they  used  to 
spread  out  on  the  ground  ;  and  sometimes 
they  got  into  disputing  about  the  name  of 
this  place  or  that,  so  that  the  Valley  of 
Hell  had  its  share  of  torments  for  me  and 
Mary  Anne  before  Ave  got  out  of  it. 

At  a  little  lake  called  the  "  Titi  See" — 
be  sure  you  look  for  it  on  the  globe,  and 
you'll  know  it  by  a  small  island  in  it  Avith 
Avillow-trees — Ave  found  that  the  bai'on  had 
sent  horses  to  meet  us,  and  eight  miles 
more  brought  us  to  the  place  of  onr  des- 
tiny. I  own  to  yon,  Molly,  that  I  could 
have  cried  Avith  sheer  disappointment, 
Avhen  I  found  Ave  Avere  in  the  demesne  Avith- 
out  knoAving  it.  I  Avas  ahvjiys  Jooking  out 
for  a  grand  entrance  ;  maybe  an  archway 
between  two  towers,  like  Nockslobber 
Castle  ;  or  an  elegant  cut-stone  building, 
with  a  lodge  at  each  side,  like  Dolly 
Mount  ;  but  there  Ave  Avere,  Molly,  driving 
through  deep  clay  roads,  Avith  great  fields 
of  maize  at  each  side  of  us,  and  neither  a 
gate,  nor  a  hedge — not  a  bit  of  paling 
to  be  seen  anywhere.  There  Avere  trees 
enough,  but  they  Avere  ngly  pines  and  firs, 
or  beech,  Avith  all  the  lower  branches 
lopped  away  for  fircAvood.  We  had  two 
miles  or  more  of  this  interesting  landscape, 
and  then  Ave  came  out  upon  a  great  Avide 
space  planted  Avith  mangel  and  beetroot, 
and  all  cut  up  with  little  drains,  or  canals 
of  running  water;  and  in  the  .middle  of 
this,  like  a  great,  big,  black,  dnly  jail, 
stood  the  Castle  of  Wolfenfels.  I  give  you 
my  first. impressions  honestly,  ilolly,  be- 
cause, on  nearer  acquaintance,  I  have  JiA'ed 
to  see  them  changed. 

I  must  say  our  reception  drove  all  other 
thoughts  aAvay.  The  okl  baron  Avas  con- 
fined to  his  room  Avith  the  gout,  and 
couldn't  come  down  to  meet  us  :  but  the 
discharge  of  cannon,  the  sounds  of  music, 
and  the  joyful  shouts  of  the  people — of 
whom  there  Avere  some  hundreds  assembled 
— Avas  really  imposing. 

The  young  baron,  too,  looked  far  more 
aAvake  and  alive  than  he  used  to  do  at 
Bonn  ;  and  he  was  dressed  in  a  kind  of 
uniform  that  rather  became  him.  He  Avas 
overjoyed  at  our  arrival,  and  kissed  K.  I. 
and  James  on  both  checks,  and  made  them 
look  very  much  ashamed  before  all  the 
people. 

*'  Never   Avas   my  poor  castle  so  much 
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lionored,"  s;iid  he,  "since  the-  kiii<,M)f — 
someuiiere  1  forget — came  to  ])as.s  tlie 
iiiglir,  here  witli  my  ancestor,  ('oiirad  voii 
AVoltVn.sehiifer  ;  timl  that  was  in  the  sixth 
cent  my.'' 

''  Begad,  it's  easy  to  sec  you  luive  had 
no  Encumbered  Estates  Court,"  said  K. 
I.,  "or  vou  wouldn't  be  liere  to  tell  us 
that." 

'•  My  ancestor  did  not  liold  from  the 
king,"  said  he.  '*  He  was  not  what  you  call 
a  vessel  I  " 

K.  I.  laughed,  and  only  said  :  "Faith, 
there's  many  of  us  mighty  weak  vessels, 
and  very  leaky  besides."' 

After  that  he  conducted  us  ilirough  two 
lines  of  his  menials. 

"I  do  detest  to  have  so  many  'detain- 
ers '" — he  meant  retainers.  "  1  hope  you 
are  less  annoyed  in  this  respect.' 

"  You  d(m't  dislike  them  more  than  I 
do,"  said  K.  I.;  "the  very  name  makes 
me  shudder." 

"How  your  fader  and  I  agree  I"  said 
he  to  Mary  Anne.  "  We  are  one  family 
already." 

And  we  all  laughed  hcartil}^  as  avc  went 
to  our  rooms.  Every  country  has  its  own 
ways  and  habits,  but  I  must  say,  Molly, 
that  the  furniture  of  these  castles  is  very 
mean.  There  were  two  children's  beds  for 
K.  I.  and  myself — ut  least  they  did  not 
look  longer  than  the  beds  in  the  nursery  at 
home — with  Avhat  K.  I. called  a  swansdown 
poultice  for  coverlid  ;  no  curtains  of  any 
kind,  and  the  pillows  as  big  as  a  small  mat- 
tress. Four  oak  chairs,  and  a  looking- 
glass  the  size  of  your  face,  and  a  chest  of 
drawers  that  wouldn't  open,  and  that  K.  I. 
had  to  make  serviceable  by  lifting  off  the 
marble  slab  on  the  top — this  was  all  our 
room  contained.  There  were  old  swords 
and  pikes  hung  up  in  abundance,  and  a 
tree  of  the  family  history,  framed  and 
glazed,  over  the  chimney — but  these  had 
little  to  do  toward  making  the  place  com- 
fortable. 

"He's  a  good  farmer,  anyhow,"  said 
K.  I.,  looking  out  of  the  window.  "  I 
didn't  see  such  turnips  since  I  left  Eng- 
land." 

"  I  suppose  he  has  a  good  steward,"  said 
I,  for  I  began  to  fear  that  K.  I.  would  make 
some  blunder,  and  speak  to  the  baron  about 
crops,  and  so  forth. 

''  Tl.em  drills  are  as  neat  as  ever  I  seen," 
said  he,  half  to  himself. 

'*  Look  now,  K.  I."  said  I  to  him,  grave- 
ly ;  "make  your  own  remarks  on  whatever 
you  like,  but  remember  Avhere  we  are,  and 
that  it's  exactly  the  same  as  if  we  were  on 
a  visit  to  the  Duke  of  Leinster  at  home. 


If  you  must  ask  questions  about  farming, 
always  say — '  How  does  your  steward  do 
this  ?'  'What  does  lie  think  of  that?' 
Keep  in  mind  that  the  aristoci-acy  doesn't 
dirty  its  fingers  abroad  as  it  does  in  Eng- 
land, with  ag;v/cultural  pursuits,  and  that 
they  have  neither  ])rizes  for  cows  nor  cot- 
tagers I  " 

"Mrs.  I).,"  said  he,  turning  on  me  like 
a  tiger,  •'are  you  going  to  teach  me  polite 
breeding  and  genteel  manners  ?" 

"I  wish  to  the  saints  I  could,"  said  I, 
"  if  the  lesson  was  only  good  for  a  week." 

"  Look  now,"  said  he  ;  "  if  I  detect  the 
slightest  appearance  of  any  drilling  or 
training  of  me — if  I  ever  find  out  that  you 
want  to  im])0se  me  on  the  world  for  any- 
thing but  what  I  am — may  I  never  do  any 
good  if  I  don't  disgrace  you  all  by  my  be- 
havior !  " 

"  Can  you  be  worse  ?"  said  L 

"  I  can,"  said  he ;  "  a  devilish  deal 
worse. " 

And  with  that  he  went  out  of  the  room 
with  a  bang  that  nearly  tore  the  door  off 
its  liinges,  and  never  came  backfill  late  in 
the  evening. 

We  apologized  for  his  not  appearing  at 
dinner,  by  saying  that  he  felt  fatigued,  and 
requested  that  he  might  be  permitted  to 
sleep  on  undisturbed  ;  and  as  happily  lie 
did  go  to  bed  Avhen  he  returned,  the  ex- 
cuse succeeded. 

So  that  you  see,  Molly,  even  in  the 
midst  of  splendor  and  greatness,  that  man's 
temper,  and  the  mean  ways  he  has,  keeps 
me  in  perpetual  hot  water.  I  know,  be- 
sides, that  when  he  is  downright  angry, 
he  never  cares  for  consequences,  nor  counts 
the  damage  of  anything.  He'd  just  go 
down  and  tell  the  baron  that  we  hadn't  a 
sixpence  we  could  call  our  own  ;  that 
Dodsborough  was  mortgaged  for  three 
times  its  value  ;  and  that,  maybe,  to-mor- 
row or  next  da}'  we'd  Ije  sold  out  in  the 
cumbered  court.  He'd  cxijose  me  and 
]\Iary  Anne  without  the  slightest  com- 
punctuation,  and  there's  not  a  family 
secret  he  wouldn't  publish  in  the  s^Tvants' 
hall  ! 

Don't  I  remember  well,  when  the  55th 
was  quartered  at  Bruff,  he  used  to  boast  at 
the  mess  that  he  couldn't  give  his  daugh- 
ters a  farthing  of  fortune,  when  any  man 
with  proper  feelings,  and  a  respect  for  his 
position,  would  have  made  it  seem  that 
the-girls  had  a  snug  thing  quite  at  their  own 
disjiosal  ?  Isn't  the  world  ready  enough, 
Molly,  to  detect  one's  little  failings  and 
short-comings,  without  our  going  about 
to  ]>ut  them  in  the  Hue  <ind  Cry?  But 
that  was  alwavs  the  wav  with  K.  1,     He 
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used  to  say.  "It's  no  disgrace  to  iis  if  wo 
can't  do  this;"  "It's  no  shame  if  we're 
not  ricli  onono-li  for  tliat."  Bnt  I  say,  it 
is  both  a  shame  and  a  disgrace  if  Ws  found 
out,  Molly.     That's  the  whole  of  it. ' 

I  used  to.  think  that  coming  abroad 
might  have  tanght  him  something — that 
lie'd  see  the  way  other  people  lived,  and 
similate  himself  to  their  manners  and  cns- 
toms.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  He  grows  worse 
ever}  day.  He's  more  of  a  Dodd  now  than 
the  hour  he  left  liome.  The  consequence 
is,  that  the  whole  responsibility  of  sup- 
porting the  credit  of  the  family  is  thrown 
upon  me  and  Mary  Anne.  I  don't  mean 
to  say  that  we  are  uneo|ual  to  the  task,  but 
surely  the  whole  burden  needn't  be  laid 
upon  our  shoulders.  That  we  are  on  the 
spot  from  which  I  write  these  lines,  is  all 
my  own  doing.  Wlicn  we  first  met  the 
young  baron  at  Bonn,  K.  I.  tried  to  pre- 
judice us  against  him  ;  he  used  to  ridicule 
him  to  James  and  the  girls,  and  Avent  so 
far  as  to  say  that  he  was  sure  he  was  a  low 
fellow  ! 

What  an  elegant  blunder  we'd  have 
made  if  Ave'd  took  his  advice.  It's  all  very 
fine  saying  he  doesn't  "look  like  this" — 
or  he  hasn't  an  "air  of  that;"  sure  no- 
body can  be  taken  by  his  appearance 
abroad.  'I'lie  scrubbiest  old  snuffy  crea- 
tures that  go  shambling  about  Avith  shoes 
too  big  for  them,  airing  their  pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs in  the  sun,  are  dukes  or  marquis- 
es, and  the  elegantly  dressed  men  in  light 
blue  frocks,  all  frogs  and  A'elvet,  are  Just 
bagmen  or  Avatering-place  doctors.  It 
takes  time,  and  great  .powers  of  discrimi- 
nality,  Molly,  to  divide  the  sheep  from  the 
goats  ;  but  1  have  got  to  that  point  at  last, 
knd  I'm  proud  to  say  that  he  must  be  a 
really  shrewd  hand  that  imposes  upon 
your  humble  servant. 

Long  as  this  letter  is,  I'd  have  made  it 
longer  if  I  had  time,  for  though  Ave're  only 
a  short  time  here,  I  have  made  many  re- 
marks to  myself  about  the  Avays  and  man- 
ners of  foreign  country  life.  The  post, 
hoAvever,  only  goes  out  once  a  Aveek,  and  I 
don't  Avisli  to  lose  the  occasion  of  giving 
you  the  first  intelligence  of  Avhere  Ave  are, 
what  Ave  are  doing,  and  Avhat's — with  the 
Virgin's  help — before  us  ! 

Up  to  this,  it  has  been  all  hospitalities 
and  the  honors  of  the  house,  and  I  sup- 
pose, until  the  old  baron  is  up  and  able  to 
see  us,  we'll  hear  no  more  about  the  m-ar- 
riage.  At  all  events,  you  may  mention 
the  matter  in  confidence  to  Father  John 
and  Mrs.  Clancey  ;  aiul  if  y«u  like  to  tell 
the  Davises,  and  Tom  Kelly,  and  ^[argaret, 
I'm  sure  it  Avill  be  safe  with  them.     You 


can  state  that  tlic  baron  is  one  of  the  first 
families  in  Europe,  and  the  richest.  His 
great-grandfather,  or  mother,  I  forget 
which,  Avas  half-sister  to  the  empress  of 
Poland,  and  he  is  related,  in  some  way  or 
other,  to  either  the  grand  Turk,  or  the 
grand  duke  of  Moravia — but  either  will  do 
to  speak  of. 

All  the  cellars  under  the  castle  arc,  they 
say,  filled  Avith  gold,  in  the  rough,  as  it 
came  out  of  his  mines,  and  as  he  lives  in 
Avhat  might  be  called  an  unostcnsible  man- 
ner, his  yearly  savings  is  immense.  I  sup- 
pose while  the  old  man  lives  the  young 
couple  Avill  have  to  conform  to  his  notions, 
and  only  keep  a  moderate  establishment,' 
but  Avhen  the  Lord  takes  him,  I  don't  know 
Mary  Anne  if  she'll  not  make  the  money 
fly.  ^  That  I  may  be  spared  to  Avitness  that 
blessed  day,  and  see  my  darling  child  in 
the  enjoyment  of  every  happiness,  and  all 
the  pleasures  of  Avealth,  is  the  constant 
prayer  of  your  faithful  friend, 

Jem  IAEA  DoDi). 

P.S. — If  Mary  Anne  has  finished  her 
sketch  of  the  castle,  I'll  send  it  with  this. 
She'd  have  done  it  yesterday,  but  unfor- 
tunately she  hadn't  a  bit  of  red'  she  Avanted 
for  a  fisherman's  small  clothes — for  it  seems 
they  always  Avear  red  in  a  picture — and 
had  to  send  down  to  the  town,  eleven  miles, 
for  it. 

Address  me  still  here  Avhen  you  Avrite, 
and  let  it  be  soon. 


LETTER  XXXVII. 

KENXA'  JAMES  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OP 
THE  GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

The  Castle  of  Wolfenfels. 

My  dear  To.Af, — I'm  glad  old  Molly  has 
shown  you  Mrs.  D.'s  epistle,  which,  inde- 
pendent of  its  other  claims,  saA'es  me  all 
the  trouble  of  explaining  Avhere  Ave  are, 
and  how  Ave  came  there.  We  arrived  on 
Wednesday  last,  and  since  that  have  been 
living  a  very  quiet,  humdrum  kind  of 
monotonous  life,  which,  were  it  in  Ireland, 
we  should  call  honestly,  tiresome,  but  as. 
the  scene  is  Germany  and  the  Black  Forest, 
I  suppose  should  be  chronicled  as  highly 
romantic  and  interesting.  To  be  plain, 
Tom,  we  inhabit  a  big  house — they  call  it 
a  castle— in  the  midst  of  a  large  .expanse 
of  maize  and  turnips,  backed  by  a  dense 
Avood  of  pines.  We  eat  and  drink  in  a 
very  plain  sort  of  over-abundant  and  greasy 
fashion.     We   sleep   in    a   thing  like   the 
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drawer  of  a  cabinet  with  a  large  pincusliion, 
over  our  stomachs  for  covering.  We  smoke 
a  liome-growM  weed,  that  has  some  of  the 
l)ad  properties  of  toljacco  ;  and  we  p(jiider 
—  at  least  I  do— (jf  how  long  it  would  take 
of  an  existence  like  this  to  make  a  man 
wish  himself  a  member  of  the  veget,al>ie 
election.  Don't  fancy  that  I'm  growing 
exorbitant  in  my  demands  for  pleasure  and 
aniiisement,  nor  believe  that  I  have  for- 
gotten the  humdrum  uniformity  of  my 
life  at  home.  I  remend)er  it  all,  and  well. 
I  can  recall  the  lazy  hours  passed  in  the 
sunshine  of  our  few  summer  days — I  can 
bring  back  to  mind  the  wearisome  watch- 
ing of  the  rain,  iis  it  j)ourcd  down  for  a 
spell  of  two  months  together,  when  we 
asked  each  other  every  morning,  "  What's 
to  become  of  the  wheat  ?  llow  are  we  to 
get  in  the  turf,  if  this  lasts  ?  "  The  news- 
l)apers,  too,  only  alternated  their  narratives 
of  outrage  with  flood,  and  ^^jjokc  of  bridges, 
mills,  aiul  mail-coaches  being  carried  away 
in  all  directions.  I  mention  these  to  show 
you  that,  though  ''far  from  the  land," 
not  a  trait  of  it  isn't  green  in  my  memory. 
Hut  still,  Tom,  there  was,  so  to  say,  a  tone 
and  a  keeping  in  the  jiicture,  which  is 
wanting  here.  Our  home  dullness  im-  i 
|)ressed  itself  as  a  matter  of  necessity,  not 
(.'lioiee.  We  looked  out  of  our  window  at 
a  tine  red-brick  mansion,  two  miles  away — 
where  we've  drunk  many  a  bottle  of  chiret, 
and,  in  younger  days,  danced  the  "White 
Cockade"  till  morning — and  we  see  it  a 
police-station,  or  mayhap  a  union.  A 
starved'  dog  dashes  past  the  door  with  a 
hen  in  his  mouth  ;  we  recognize  him  as 
the  last  remnant  of  ])oor  Fetherstone's 
foxhounds,  now  broken  up  and  gone.  The 
smoke  doesn't  ri.se  from  the  midst  of  the 
little  copses  of  beech  and  alder,  along  the 
river  side  ;  no,  the  cabins  are  all  roofless, 
and  their  once  inhabitants  are  now  in 
Australia,  or  toiling  to  enrich  the  com- 
monwealth of  Anici'ica. 

There  is  a  stir  and  a  movement  going 
forward,  it  is  true  ;  but,  unlike  that  which 
betokens  the  march  of  prosperity  and  gain, 
it  only  implies  transition.  Ay,  Tom,  all 
is  changing  around  lis.  The  gentry  are 
going,  file  middle  classes'  are  going,  and 
the  peasant  is  going  ;  some,  of  their  fi-eo 
wi'U  ;  more,  from  hard  necessity.  I  know 
that  the  general  opinion  is  favorable  to  all 
this — in  England  at  least.  The  cry  is  ever. 
"Ireland  is  imi)roving — Ireland  will  bo- 
better."  But  my  notion  is,  that  by  Ire- 
land we  should  understand  not  alone  the 
soil,  the  rocks  and  the  rivers,  but  the  peo- 
j)le — the  he;irt,  and  soul,  and  life-blood 
that  made  the  island  the  generous,  warm- 


hearted, social  spot  we  once  knew  it.  Take 
away  these,  and  I  no  longer  recognize  it  as 
my  country.  What  matters  it  to  me  if  the 
Scotchman  or  the  Norfolk  farmer  is  to 
|)ros))er  where  we  onl.y  could  exist  ?  My 
sympathies  are  not  with  //////.  Yon  migiit 
as  wt'll  try  and  console  me  for  the  death  of 
my  child  by  showing  me  how  comfortably 
some  other  man's  boy  could  sleep  in  his 
bed.  I  want  to  see  Ireland  prosjier  with 
Irishmen  ;  and  I  wish  it,  because  I  know 
in  my  he;irt  the  thing  is  possible  and  prac- 
ticable. 

I'm  old  enough — and,  indeed,  so  are 
you — to  remember  when  the  English  used 
to  be  satisfied  to  laugh  at  our  blunders 
and  our  bulls,  and  ridicule  oui- eccentrici- 
ties ;  but  the  s))irit  of  the  times  is  changed, 
and  now  they've  taken  to  rail  at  us,  and 
abuse  us,  as  if  we  were  the  greatest  vilhiins 
in  Euroj)e.  They  assume  the  very  tone 
the  Yankee  adoi)ts  to  the  Kcd  Man,  nnd 
frankly  say,  "You  must  be  extir}iated  I " 
Hence  the  general  flight' that  you  now  wit- 
ness. Men  naturally  say,  "  Why  cling  to 
a  land  that  is  no  longer  secure  to  us  ? 
Why  link  our  destinies  to  a  soil  that  may 
be  denied  to  us  to-morrow  ?  "  And  the 
English  will  be  sorry  for  this  yet.  Take 
my  word  for  it,  Tom,  they'll  rue  it !  Pad- 
dy, by  reason  of  his  poverty  and  his  taste 
for  adventure,  and  a  touch  of  romance 
in  his  nature,  was  always  ready  to  enlist, 
lie  didn't  know  what  might  not  turn  out 
of  it.  He  knew  that  Wellington  was  an 
Irishman,  and,  faith,  he  had  only  to  read 
very  little  to  learn  that  most  of  the  best 
men  came  from  the  same  country.  Luck 
might  then,  stand  to  him,  and,  at  all 
events,  it  wasn't  a  bad  change  from  Ibur- 
pcnce  a  day,  stone-breaking  ! 

No\v,  John  Bull  took  another  view  of  it. 
He  was  better  oif  at  home.  He  hadn't  a 
spark  of  adventure  about  him.  His  only 
notion  of  worldly  advancement  led  througii 
money.  You'll  not  catch  him  becoming  a 
soldier.  Every  year  will  make  him  less  and 
less  disposed  to  the  life.  Cheapen  food  and 
i  luxuries,  reduce  tarifls  and  the  cost  of  for- 
iCign  produce,  and  the  laborer  will  think 
twice  before  he'll  give  uj)  home  and  its 
comforts,  to  be,  as  the  song  says, 

Proud  as  a  c:oiit. 

With  a  tine  scarlet  coat, 

And  a  long  cap  and  feiitlior. 

Turn  over  these  things  in  your  mind, 
Tom,  and  see  if  England  has  not  made  a 
great  mistake  in  enulicating  the  very  class 
she  might  have  reckoned  upon  in  any  war- 
like emergency.     Take  my  word  for  it,  it 
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is  a  fino  tiling  to  have  at  your  disposal  a 
hundred  tliousand  fellows  who  can  esteem 
a  shilling  a  day  a  high  premium,  and  .who 
are  not  too  well  off  in  tlic  world  to  be 
afraid  of  leaving  it!  How  did  I  come 
here  at  all  ?  What  has  led  me  into  this 
digression  ?  I  protest  to  you  solemnly,  Tom, 
I  don't  know.  I  can  only  say,  tiiat  my 
hand  trembles,  and  my  head  throbs  with 
indignation,  as  I  think  over  this  insolent 
cant,  that  tells  us  that  Ireland  has  no 
chance  of  prosperity  save  in  ceasing  to  bo 
Irish.  It  is  worse  than  a  lie — it  is  a  mean, 
cowardly  slander  ! 

I  must  leave  off  this  till  my  brain  is 
calmer  ;  besides,  whether  it  is  the  light 
wines  I'm  drinking,  or  my  anger  has 
brought  it  on,  but  I've  just  go't  a  terrible 
twinge  of  gout  in  my  right  foot. 

Tuesday  Evening. 

I  have  passed  a  miserable  twenty-four 
hours.  They've  all  the  incentives  to  gout 
in  this  country,  and  yet  they  don't  appear 
to  have  the  commonest  remedies  against 
it.  I  sent  Belton's  recipe  to  be  made  up 
at  the  apothecaries',  and  they  had  never  as 
much  as  heard  of  one  of  the  ingredients  ! 
They  told  me  to  regulate  my  diet,  and  be 
careful  to  avoid  acids — and  this,  while  I 
was  bellowing  like  a  bull  with  pain.  It 
was  like  replying  to  my  request  for  a  shirt, 
by  saying  that  they  were  going  to  sow  flax 
in  August.  It's  their  confounded  cookery, 
and  the  vinegar  we  wash  it  down  with,  has 
given  me  this ! 

The  old  housekeeper  at  last  took  com- 
passion on  my  sufferings,  and  made  me  up 
a  kind  of  broth  of  herbs  that  nearly 
finished  me.  She  assured,  me  that  they 
all  grew  wild  in  the  fields,  and  were  freely 
eaten  by  the  cattle.  1  can  only  say  it's 
well  that  Nebuchadnezzar  wasn't  put  out 
to  graze  here  !  Sea-sickness  was  a  mild 
nausea  compared  to  it.  I'm  better  now  ; 
but  so  low,  and  so  depressed,  and  with 
such  loss  of  energ}^,  that  in  a  discussion 
with  Mrs.  D.  about  Mary  Anne's  "  trous- 
seau," as  they  call  it,  I  gave  in  to  every- 
thing ! 

Since  this  attack  seized  me,  events  have 
made  great  progress  ;  indeed,  a  suspi- 
ciously minded  person  wouldn't  scruple  to 
say  that  a  mild  poison  had  been  admin- 
istered to  me  to  forward  the  course  of 
negotiations  ;  and  in  my  heart  and  soul  I 
believe  that  another  bowl  of  the  same 
broth  would  make  me  consent  to  my 
daughter's  union  with  the  Bey  of  Tunis  ! 
The  poor  old  Dean  of  Lurra  used  to  say  of 
the  baths  of  Kreutznach,  "  I've  lost  enough 
flesh  in  three  weeks  to  make  a  curute  !  " 


— and,  indeed,  when  I  look  at  myself  in 
the  glass,  I  turn  involuntarily  around  to 
see  where's  the  rest  of  me  ! 

Meanwhile,  as  I  said,  all  has  been  ar- 
ranged and  settled,  and  the  marringe  is 
fixed  for  an  early  day  in  the  coming  week. 
I  suppose  it's  all  for  the  best.  I  take  it 
that  the  match  is  a  very  great  one  ;  but  I 
own  to  you  frankly,  Tom,  I'd  have  fewer 
misgivings  if  the  dear  child  w;is  going  to 
be  the  wife  of  some  respectable  nuui  of 
her  own  country,  though  he  had  neither 
a  castle  to  live  in,  nor  a  title  to  bestow. 

Foreigners  are  essentially  and  totally  dif- 
ferent from  us  in  everything;  and  marry- 
ing one  of  them  is,  to  my  thinking,  the 
very  next  thing  to  being  united  to  some 
strange  outlandish  beast,  as  one  reads  of  in 
fairy  tales.  I  suppose  that  my  prejudice 
is  a  very  mean  and  narrow-minded  one  ; 
but  I  can't  get  rid  of  it.  It  looks  churlish 
and  cold-hearted  in  me,  that  I  cannot  show 
the  same  joy  on  the  occasion  that  the 
others  dis2)lay  ;  but  with  all  my  efforts, 
and  the  very  best  will,  I  can't  do  it,  'J'om. 
The  bridegroom,  too,  is  not  to  my  taste  : 
he  is  one  of  those  moping,  dreamy,  moon- 
struck fellows,  that  jiass  their  lives  in  an 
imaginary  sphere  of  thought  and  action  ; 
and  to  my  thinking,  these  people  are  dis- 
tasteful to  the  world  at  large,  and  insuffer- 
able to  their  wives. 

I  think  I  see  that  Mary  Anne  -already 
anticipates  he  will  prove  a  stubborn  sub- 
ject. Her  mother,  however,  gives  her 
courage  and  support.  She  gently  insinu- 
ates, too,  that  worse  cases  have  been 
treated  successfully.  Lord  help  us,  it's  a 
strange  world  ! 

As  to  the  material  features  of  the  affair 
— I  mean  as  regards  means  and  fortune — 
he  appears  to  have  more  than  enough,  yet 
not  so  much  as  to  prevent  his  giving  a  very 
palpable  hint  to  me  about  what  I  inteiuled 
to  give  my  daughter.  He  made  the  over- 
ture Avith  a  most  laudable  candor,  though, 
I  own,  with  no  excess  of  delicacy.  James, 
however,  had  in  a  manner  prepared  me  for 
it,  and  mentioned  that  I  was  indebted  for 
this  gratification,  as  I  am  for  a  variety  of 
others,  to  Mrs.  D.  It  seem  that,  by  way 
of  giving  a  very  imposing  notion  of  our 
possessions,  she  had  cut  the  county  map  out 
of  O'Kelly's  old  Gazetteei-,  and  passed  it  off 
for  the  survey  of  our  estate.  Of  course  I 
couldn't  disavow  the  statement,  and  have 
been  re(luced  to  the  pleasant  alternative  of 
settling  on  my  daughter  about  five  baronies 
and  twenty  town-lands  of  Tipperary,  with 
no  inconsiderable  share  of  villages  and 
hamlets.  Some  old  leases,  an  insurance 
policy,   and  a  writ   against  myself  !  have 
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served  me  for  title-deeds  ;  iind  tliouuli  tlie 
young  baron  pores  over  tlieni  for  hours 
willi  a  dictionary,  thanks  to  the  fifrnrative 
languaire  of  the  hiw,  tliey  have  defied  de- 
te(;tion  ! 

The  fatlier  is  still  too  ill  to  receive  me, 
hut  each  day  I  am  promised  an  interview 
Avitli  him.  Of  what 'benefit  to  either  of  us 
it  is  to  prove,  may  be  guessed  from  the 
fact  that  WD  cannot  speak  to  each  "other. 
Yon  will  })erceive  from  all  this,  Tom,  that 
I  am  by  no  means  enamored  of  our  ap- 
proaching greatness  ;  and  it  is  but  fair  to 
state  that  James  is  even  less  so.  lie  calls 
tiie  baron  a  "snob  ; "'  and  pr(jbably,  in  all 
the  fashionaljlc  vocabulary  of  an  enlight- 
ened age,  a  more  depreciatory  epithet 
could  not  be  discovered.  What  a  sham 
and  a  humbug  is  all  the  parade  wc  make  of 
our  parental  affection,  and  what  a  gross 
cheat,  too,  do  we  practice  upon  ourselves 
by  it !  AVc  train  up  a  girl  from  infancy 
with  every  care  and  devotedness — we  sur- 
round her  with  all  the  luxuries  our  means 
can  comi)ass,  and  every  affection  of  our 
hearts — and  we  give  lier  away,  for  "'  better 
and  for  worse,"  to  the  first  fellow  that 
offers  with  what  seems  a  reasonable  chance 
of  being  able  to  sui)poi-t:  her  ! 

!Many  of  us  wouldn't  take  a  butler  with 
the  scanty  knowledge  we  accept  a  son-in- 
law.  His  moral  qualities,  his  disposition, 
the  habits  he  has  been  reared  in — what  do 
we  know  of  them  ?  Less  than  nothing  ! 
And  yet,  while  we  ask  about  these,  and 
twenty  more,  of  the  man  to  Avhom  we  are 
about  to  confide  the  key  of  our  cellar,  we 
intrust  the  hai)piness  of  our  child  to  an 
unknown  individual,  the  only  ascertained 
fact  about  whom — if  even  that  be  so — is, 
his  ineomc  ! 

As  I  should  like  to  tell  you  every  step  I 
take  in  this  affair,  1*11  not  send  off  my  let- 
ter till  I  can  give  you  the  latest  informa- 
tion, ^leanwhile,  let  me  impress  upon 
you  that  it  is  now  three  months  since  I 
received  a  shilling  from  Ireland.  James 
has  just  informed  me  that  there  is  not  fifty 
jiounds  left  of  the  M'Carthy  legacy,  of 
which  his  mother  only  gave  him  ])ermis- 
sion  to  draw  for  three  hundred.  The  de- 
bate upon  this,  when  it  conies,  will  be 
strong.  What  I  intend  is,  that  immedi- 
ately after  ^lary  Anne's  marriage  we  should 
return  to  Ireland  ;  but  of  course  I  reserve 
the  declaration  for  a  fitting  opportunity, 
since  I  well  know  how  it  will  be  received. 
Gary  w'ould  never  marry  a  foreigner,  nor 
would  anything  induce  me  to  consent  to 
her  doing  so.  James  is  only  frittering 
away  his  be&t  years  here  in  idleness  and 
dissipation  ;  and  if  I  can  get  nothing  for 


him  from  the  government,  he  must  emi- 
grate to  Australia  or  New  Zealand.  As 
for  ]\irs.  I).,  the  sooner  she  gets  home  to 
Dodsborough,  the  bettei-  for  her  health, 
her  means,  and  her  morals  ! 

I  am  aii"uid  to  say  a  woid  about  Ireland 
and  Irish  affairs,  for  as  sure  as  I  do  I  stick 
fast  there  ;  still  I  must  say  that  I  think 
you're  wrong  for  abusing  those  members 
that  liave  acce])ted  office  from  government. 
Put  it  to  yourself,  my  dear  Tom  :  if  any- 
body offered  you  fifty  pounds  for  the  old 
gray  mare  you  drive  into  market  of  a 
Saturday,  would  you  set  about  explaining 
that  she  Avas  blind  of  an  eye,  and  a  roarer, 
with  a  splint  before,  and  a  spavin  behind  ? 
wouldn't  you  rather  expatiate  upon  licr 
blood  and  breeding,  her  endurance  of 
fatigue,  and  her  fine  trotting  action  ?  I 
don't  know  you  if  you  wouldn't !  Well, 
it's  just  the  same  with  these  fellows. 
Briefless  lawyers  and  distressed  gentlemen 
as  they  are,  why  should  they  say  to  the 
ministry,  •'  You're  giving  too  much  for 
us  ;  "wc  can  neither  speak  for  you  nor  write 
for  you  ;  we  have  neither  influence  at 
home,  nor  power  abroad  !  we  are  a  nois}', 
riotous,  disorderly  set  of  devils,  always 
quarreling  amongst  ourselves,  and  never 
agreeing,  except  when  there's  a  bit  of  rob- 
bery or  roguery  to  be  done  ;  don't  think 
of  buying  us  ;  it  is  a  clear  waste  of  public 
money  ;  we'd  only  disgrace  and  not  benefit 
you  "  ?  If  anybody  is  to  be  blamed,  it  is 
the  ministers  that  bought  them,  Tom. 

As  to  all  your  disputed  questions  of  edu- 
cation, tenant-right,  and  taxation,  take  my 
word  for  it  you  have  no  chance  of  settling 
them  amicably  ;  and  for  this  reason  :  a 
great  number  of  excellent  men,  on  both 
sides,  have  pledged  themselves  so  strongly 
to  particular  opinions,  that  they  cannot 
decently  recant,  and  yet  they  begin  to  see 
many  points  in  adilierent  view,  ai.d  would, 
were  the  matter  to  come  fresh  before  them, 
treat  it  in  another  fashion.  If  you  really 
wish  to  see  Ireland  better,  try  and  get  peo- 
ple to  let  her  alone  for  some  fifteen  or 
twenty  years.  She  is  nearly  ruined  by 
doctoring.  Just  wait  a  bit,  and  see  if  the 
natural  goodness  of  constitution  won't  do 
more  for  her  than  all  your  nostrums. 

James  has  just  iiiterrui)ted  me,  to  say 
that  he  has  shot  "the  partridge,''  for  it 
seems  there  was  only  one  in  the  country. 
That's  the  fruits  of  revolution.  Before  the 
vear  '48,  this  jKirt  of  Germany  abounded  in 
game  of  every  sort — j)art  ridges,  hares,  and 
quails,  in  immense  abundance,  besides 
plenty  of  deer  on  the  hills,  and  that  excel- 
lent bird  the  "auer-hahn,"  which  is  like 
the  black-cock   we  have  at  home.     When 
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the  troubles  came,  tlic  i)cixs:ints  shot  evcry- 
tliing  ;  and  now  the  whole  breed  of  game 
is  extinct.  'I'hey  tell  me  it  is  the  sume 
throughout  Bohemia  and  Hungary — the 
two  best  sporting  countries  in  all  Europe. 
Foreigners  wore  never  _  oppressed  with 
game-laws  as  we  are  ;  there  was  a  far  wider 
liberty  enjoyed  b}'  them  in  this  respect,  and 
in  consecpience,  the  privilegjs  were  less 
abused  ;  so  that  really  the  wholesale  de- 
struction is  much  to  be  regretted.  But  is 
it  not  exactly  what  always  follows  in  every 
case  of  popular  domination  ?  'J'lie  masses 
love  excess,  and  are  never  satisfied  Avith 
anything  sliort  of  it.  I  don't  pretend  to 
say  that  the  Germans  had  not  good  and 
valid  reasons  for  being  dissatisfied  with 
their  governments.  I  believe,  in  my  heart, 
it  would  be  difticult  to  imagine  a  more 
stupid  piece  of  ingenuous  blundering  than 
a  German  administration  ;  and  this  is  the 
less  excusable  when  one  thinks  of  the  peo- 
ple over  whom  they  rule. 
.  The  excesses  of  that  same  year  of  '48  will 
be  the  stock-in-trade  for  these  grinding 
gOTernments  for  many  a  day  to  come.  It 
is  like  a  "barring  out "  to  a  cruel  school- 
master :  the  excuse  for  any  violence  he  may 
wish  to  indulge  in.  At  the  same  time  1 
say  this,  I  tell  you  frankly  that  none  of 
the  foreigners  I  have  yet  seen  are  fit  for 
the  system  of  a  representative  government. 
From  whatever  causes  I  know  not,  but 
they  are  less  patient,  less  given  to  calm  in- 
vestigation than  the  English.  Their  per- 
ceptions are  as  quick — perhaps  quicker — 
but  they  will  not  weigh  the  consequences 
of  conflicting  interests,  and  above  all,  they 
will  not  Y)ut  any  restriction  upon  their  own 
liberty  for  the  benefit  of  the  community 
at  large.  Their  origin,  climate,  traditions, 
and  ■  so  forth,  of  course  influence  them 
greatly;  l)ut  I  have  a  notion,  Tom,  that  our 
domesticity  has  a  very  considerable  share 
in  the  formation  of  that  temperate  and 
obedient  spirit  so  observable  amongst  us. 
I  think  I  see  the  sly  dimple  that's  deepen- 
ing in  the  corner  of  your  mouth  as  you 
murmur  to  yourself,  "  Kenny  James  is 
thinking  of  his  Mrs.  D.  He's  pondering 
over  the  natural  results  of  home  disci- 
pline." But  that  is  not  what  I  mean,  at 
least  it  is  not  the  whole  of  it.  My  theory 
is,  that  a  family  is  the  best  training-school 
for  the  virtues  that  prosper  in  a  well-or- 
dered state,  and  that  the  little  incidents  of 
home  life  have  a  wondei'ful  bearing  upon, 
and  similarity  to,  the  great  events  that  stir 
mankind  ! 

I  was  going  ..o  oecome  very  abstruse  and 
incomprehensible,  I've  no  doubt,  on  this 
theme,  but  Mrs.  J3.  just  dropped  in  with  a 


small  catalogue  of  some  three  hundred  and 
twenty-one  articles  Mary  Anne  requires  for 
her  wedding. 

I  ventured  to  hint  that  her  mother  en- 
tered the  connubial  state  with  a  more  mod- 
est prejiaration  ;  and  hereupon  arose  one  of 
those  lively  discussions  now  so  frequent 
between  us,  in  which,  amidst  other  desul- 
tory and  miscellaneous  remarks,  she  drew 
a  graphic  contrast  between  marrying  a  man 
of  rank  and  title,  and  "•  making  a  low  con- 
nection that  has  forever  served  to  alienate 
the  affection  of  one's  family." 

Will  you  tell  me  what  peculiarity  there 
is  in  the  atmosphere,  or  the  food,  or  the 
electric  influences  abroad,  that  have  made 
a  woman,  that  was  at  least  occasionally 
reasonable  at  home,  a  most  unmanageable 
fury  on  the  continent  ?  I  don't  want  to 
deny  that  we  had  our  little  differences  at 
Docisborough,  but  they  Avere  "tiffs" — 
mere  skirmishes — but  here  they  are  down- 
right pitched  battles,  Tom.  She  will  have 
it  so,  too.  She  won't  exchange  a  few  shots 
and  retire,  but  she  comes  up  in  line,  Avith 
her  heavy  artillery,  and  seems  resolved  to 
have  a  day  of  it !  If  this  blessed  tour 
brought  me  no  other  pleasures  than  these, 
I'd  have  reason  to  thank  it  !  You,  of 
course,  are  quite  ready  to  assert  that  the 
fault  is  as  much  mine  as  hers — that  I  pro- 
voke contradiction — that  I  even  invite  con- 
flict !  There,  you  are  perfectly  in  the 
wrong  !  I  do,  I  acknoAvledge,  intrench 
myself  in  a  strong  position,  and  only  fii'C 
an  occasional  shot  at  any  tempting  expos- 
ure of  the  enemy  ;  but  she  comes  on  by 
storm  and  escalade,  and,  sparing  neither 
age  nor  sex,  never  stops  till  she's  in  the 
very  heart  of  the  citadel.  That  I  come  out 
maimed,  crippled,  and  disabled  from  such 
encounters,  is  not  to  be  wondered  at. 

Amongst  the  other  signs  of  ])rogress  of 
our  enlightened  age,  a  very  remarkable  one 
is  the  habit,  now  become  a  laAV,  for  every- 
body with  any  pretensions  to  the  rank  of  a 
gentleman,  to  live  in  the  same  style,  or,  at 
least,  Avith  as  close  an  imitation  as  he  can 
of  it,  as  persons  of  large  fortune.  Men 
like  myself  were  formerly  satisfied  AvitU 
giving  their  friends  a  little  sherry  and  port 
at  dinner,  continued  afterwards,  till  some 
considerate  frieiul  begged,  "as  a  favor,'' 
for  a  glass  of  punch.  Kow  Ave  start  Avith 
madeira  after  the  sou}),  if  you  haven't  had 
oysters  .and  chablis  before,  hock  with  your 
first  entree,  and  champagne  afterwards, 
graduating  into  chambertin  Avith  "the 
roast,"  and  pacquarete  Avith  the  dessert, 
claret,  at  double  the. price  it  costs  in  Ire- 
j  land,  closing  the  entertainment.  Why,  a 
\  duke  cannot  do  more  than  Kenny  Dodd  at 
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this  rate  I  To  be  sure  the  cookery  will  be 
more  refinetl,  :iiid  the  wines  in  higher  con- 
dition. Mot't  will  be  iced  to  its  duo  point, 
iind  Chfiteuu  Mjirf^aux  will  be  served  in 
:i  ciircfiilly  aired  decanter;  but  the  cost, 
the  outlay,  will  be  fully  as  mucli  in  one 
case  as  the  other.  Have  we — that  is  to  say, 
humble  men  like  myself — piinod  by  this 
in  an  intcUef^tual  or  social  ))oint  of  view? 
Not  a  bit  of  it  I  We  have  lost  all  that  easy 
cordiality  that  was  native  to  us  in  our  for- 
mer condition,  and  we  have  not  become  as 
coldly  ])olitc  and  elegantly  tiresome  as  the 
grand  folk. 

The  same  system  obtains  in  other  mat- 
ters. Mij  daughter  must  be  dressed  on  her 
wedding-ilay  like  Lady  Olivia  or  Lady  Je- 
mima, who  has  a  father  a  marquis,  and 
fifty  thousand  })ounds  settled  on  her  for 
I)in-money. 

The  whole  globe  has  to  become  tributary 
to  the  marriage  of  ^Mary  Anne  I  Cashmere 
sends  a  shawl  ;  F^yons,  silk  ;  and  Genoa, 
velvet ;  furs  from  Hudson's  Bay,  and  feath- 
ers from  j\[e\'ico  ;  Valenciennes  and  Brus- 
sels coritribute  lace  ;  Paris  reserving  for 
her  ])eculiar  share  the  architectural  skill 
that  is  to  combine  these  costly  materials, 
and  construct  out  of  them  that  artistic  be- 
ing they  call  a  "bride."'  Taking  a  wife 
with  nothing  ''but  the  clothes  on  her 
])ack,"  used  to  be  the  expression  of  a  most 
disinterested  marriage.  Now,  it  might 
mean  anything  between  Swan  and  Edgar's 
and  Howell  and  James's,  or.  to  state  it  dif- 
ferently, between  moderate  embarrassment 
and  irretrievable  ruin  ! 

If  you  ask  me  how  I  am  to  pay  for  all 
this,  or  when,  I  tell  you  honestly  and 
fairly  I  don't  know.  As  well  as  I  can  make 
out  the  last  accounts  you  sent  me,  we're 
getting  deeper  into  debt  every. day  ;  but  as 
figures  always  distract  and  puzzle  me,  I'd 
ratiier  you'd  put  the  case  into  something 
like  a  statement  iit  words,  just  saying 
wheU'  we  may  expect  a  remittance,  and 
how  much  it  will  be.  I  find  that  I  shall 
lose  the  mail  if  I  don't  close  this  at  once  ; 
but  I'll  send  you  a  few  lines  by  to-mor- 
row's post,  as  I  have  something  important 
to  say,  but  can't  rememl)er  it  now. 
Yours,  ever  sincerely, 

Kenny  Jamks  Dodd. 


LETTER  XXXViir. 

KENNY  JAMES  DODD  TO  TUOMAS  PfRCELL.  ESQ.,  OF 
THE  GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

My  dear  Tom, — The   ])ost   hadn't  left 
this   five    minutes  yesterday,    when    I   re- 


membered what  I  wanted  to  say  to  you. 
Wednesday,  the  25th,  is  fixed  Hjr  the  hap- 
py occasion  ;  and  if  nothiui:  should,  inter- 
vene, you  may  insert  the  following  para- 
grapli  in  the  Tipperarti  Press,  unrler  the 
accustomed  heading  of  "  Marriatic  in  High 
Life  :  " — •'  The  Baron  Adolf  Heinrich  Con- 
rad Haps])urg  von  Wolfeiischafer,  Lord 
of  the  .Alanors  of  Hohendekeii,  Kalbs- 
bratenhausen,  and  Schwcinkiaut,  to  .Mary 
Anne,  eldest  daughter  of  Kenny  James 
Dodd,  Esfj.,  of  Dodsborough,  in  this  coun- 
ty." Faith,  T'om,  I  was  near  saying  "uni- 
versally regretted  by  a  large  circle  of  af- 
flicted survivors,"  for  I  was  just  wishing 
myself  dead  and  buried  I  But  you  must 
l)ut  in  the  usual  formula  of  "beautiful 
and  accomplished,"  and  take  care  it  is  not 
applied  to  the  bridegroom,  for,  upon  my 
conscience,  his  claim  to  the  first  epithet 
couldn't  be  settled  by  even  a  jtiirliamentary 
title  !  My  heart  is  lieavy  about  it  ail,  and 
I  wish  it  was  over  !    . 

If  anything  exemplifies  the  vanity  of 
human  wishes,  it  is  our  efforts  to  marry 
our  daughters,  and  our  regrets  when  the 
plans  succeed.  Tom  goes  to  India,  and 
iiilly  to  sea,  aiid  there  is  scarcely  a  gap  in 
the  family  circle.  "The  boys"  were  sel- 
dom at  home — they  were  shooting  in  Scot- 
land, or  hunting  in  England,  or  fishing  in 
Norway.  They  never,  so  to  say,  made 
part  of  the  effective  garrison  of  the  house  ; 
they  came  and  went  with  that  rackety 
good-humor  that  even  in  (piiet  families  is 
pleasurable  ;  but  your  girls  are  household 
gods  :  lose  tJiein,  even  one  of  them,  and  the 
altar  is  despoiled.  The  thousand  little  un- 
obtrusive duties,  noiseless  cares,  that  make 
home  better  a  hundred-fold  than  anywhere 
else,  be  it  ever  so  rich  and  splendid,  the 
unasked  solicitude,  the  watchful  attention 
that  provides  for  your  little  daily  wants 
and  habits,  are  all  /7/f/r  province.  And 
just  fancy,  then,  what  scheming  and  in- 
triguing we  practice  to  get  rid  of  them  I 
You'll  say  that  this  shows  we  are  above  the 
selfishness  of  only  considering  mir  own  en- 
joyment, and  that  we  sacrifice  all  f(n"  their 
hajipiness.  There  you  mistake  ;  our  sole 
aim  is  a  rich  man — our  one  notion  of  a 
good  marriage  is,  that  the  husband  be 
wealthy.  It's  not  a  man  like  myself,  wljo 
has  sometimes  paid  fifty,  ay,  sixty  per  cent, 
for  money,  that  can  afford  lo  sneer  at  and 
desi)ise  it ;  but  this  I  will  say,  that  the 
mere  possession  of  it  will  not  suffice  for 
happiiu'ss.  I  know  fellows  with  fifteen 
thousand  a  year  tliat  have  not  the  heart  to 
spend  five  hundred.  I  know  others,  with 
as  much,  are  always  over  head  and  ears  in 
debt,    raising   cash    everywhere    and  any- 
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how!  What  kind  of  life  must  a  ^-iil  lead 
that  marries  citlicr  of  tlicsc  ?  And  yet 
would  _you  or  I  think  of  refusing  such  a 
match  for  a  daughter  ?  Let  mo  tell  you, 
Tom,  that  for  people  of  small  fortune,  the 
nunneries  Avere  fine  things  !  What  signi- 
fies serge  and  simple  diet  to  the  wearisome 
drudgery  of  a  governess  ?  If  I  was  a  wo- 
man, I  think  I'd  rather  sit  in  my  quiet 
cell,  working  an  embroidered  suit  of  body 
clothes  for  Father  O'Leary,  than  I'd  be 
snubbed  by  the  family  of  some  vulgar  citi- 
zen, tortured  by  tlie  brats,  and  insulted 
by  the  servants. 

I  don't  suppose  that  it  signifies  a  straw 
one  way  or  other,  but  I  feel  some  compunc- 
tions of  conscience  at  the  way  I  have  been 
assigning  imaginary  estates,  mines,  woods, 
and  collieries,  to  Mary  Anne,  for  the  last 
three  days.  I  know  it's  mere  greed  makes 
the  baron  so  eager  on  the  subject,  since  he 
is  enormously  Avealthy.  James  and  I  rode 
twelve  miles,  tliis  morning,  through  a 
forest  that  belongs  to  the  castle,  and  the 
arable  land  stretches  more  than  that  dis- 
tance in  another  direction  ;  but  who  knows 
how  he'll  behave  when  he  discovers  she 
has  nothing  !  To  be  sure,  we  can  always 
ascribe  our  ruin  to  political  causes,  and,  in 
verification,  exhibit  ourselves  as  poor  as 
need  be  ;  but  still  I  don't  like  it.  And 
this  is  one  of  the  blessed  results  of  a  false 
position — one  step  in  a  wrong  direction 
very  frequently  necessitates  a  long  journey. 
Yesterday,  I  protested  to  my  affluence  ; 
to-day,  I  vouched  for  the  nobility  of  my 
family.  Heaven  only  can  tell  what  I  won't 
swear  to  to-morrow  !  And  again  I  am  in- 
terrupted by  Mrs.  D.,  who  has  just  come 
to  inform  me  that  though  the  bride's  finery 
can  all  be  had  at  Paris — whither  the  hap^DV 
couple  are  to  repair  for  the  honeymoon — 
there  are  certain  indispensables  must  be 
obtained  at  once  from  Baden  ;  and  she 
begs  that  I  will  privately  write  a  few  lines 
to  Morris,  who  will,  of  course,  undertake 
the  commission.  It  is  not  witliout  shame 
that  I  inclose  a  list  of  purchases  to  make, 
which,  to  a  man  who  knew  what  we  were 
in  Ireland,  will  appear  preposterous  ;  but 
the  false  position  we  have  attained  to  is 
surrounded  with  interminable  mortifica- 
tions of  the  same  kind. 

Ah,  Tom  !  I  remember  the  time  when, 
if  a  bride  changed  her  smart  white  silk 
and  muslin  that  she  wore  at  the  altar  for 
a  good  brown  or  blue  satin  pelisse  to 
travel  in,  we  thought  her  a'  miracle  of 
fashion  and  finery  ;  but  now  the  millinery 
of  a  wedding  is  the  principal  thing.  There 
is  a  stereotyped  formuhi,  out  of  which 
there   is  no  hope  of  conjugal   happiness  ; 


and  the  bride  that  liegins  life  witliout  brus- 
sels  lace  enters  npon  her  career  with  gloomy 
omens  !  Now,  a  scarf  of  this  alone  costs 
thirty  guineas  ;  you  may,  if  you  like,  go  as 
high  as  a  hundred  and  fifty.  Wliy  can't 
[?eople  wait  for  the  ruin  that  is  so  sure  to 
overtake  them,  without  forestalling  it  in 
this  way  ?  Twenty  pounds  for  clothes, 
and  a  trip  to  Castle  Connel  or  Kilkoe  for 
the  honeymoon,  would  have  satisfied  every 
Avish  of  Mary  Anne's  heart  in  L-eland  ; 
and  if  slie  drove  away  in  a  post-chaise  with 
four  horses  for  the  first  stage,  she'd  have 
been  the  envy  of  all  the  marriageable  girls 
for  miles  round. 

But  now  I  have  had  to  ask  Moi-ris  to 
buy  a  traveling  carriage,  because  Mrs.  D. , 
in  one  of  those  expansions  of  splendor  that 
occasionally  attack  her,  said  to  the  baron, 
"Oh,  take  one  of  our  carnages,  we  have 
left  several  of  them  at  Baden."  The  ex- 
cellent woman  cannot  be  brought  to  per- 
ceive that  romance  of  this  kind  is  a  most 
expensive  amusement.  I  have  drawn  a 
bill  on  you  for  four  hundred  at  three 
months,  to  meet  these,  and  send  it  to  Mor- 
ris to  ^' get  done."  I  hope  he'll  succeed, 
audi  hope  you'll  pay  it  Avhen  it  comes  due; 
so  that  come  Avhat  will,  Tom,  my  inten- 
tions are  honorable  ! 

If  Mrs.  D.  and  myself  had  been  upon 
better  terms,  Ave  might  have  discussed  this 
marriage  question  more  fully  and  confi- 
dentially, but  there  are  noAv  so  many  cabi- 
net difficulties,  that  Ave  rarely  hold  a  coun- 
cil, and  Avhen  Ave  do,  Ave  arc  sure  to  disa- 
gree. This  is  another  blessed  result  of  our 
continentalizing.  Home  had  its  duties, 
and  Avith  them  came  that  spirit  of  concord 
and  agreement  so  essential  to  family  hap- 
piness ;  but  in  this  vagabond  kind  of  ex- 
istence, Avhere  CA'cry  thing  is  feigned,  uni'eal, 
and  unnatural,  all  concert  and  confidence 
is  completely  lost  ! 

Now  I  have  told  ySu  frankly  and  fairly 
everything  about  us,  and  don't  take  ad- 
vantage of  my  candor  by  giving  advice,  for 
there  is  nothing  in  this  Avorld  I  have  so 
little  taste  for.  There's  no  man  above  the 
condition  of  an  idiot  that  isn't  thoroughly 
aAvare  of  his  failings  and  short-comings, 
but  all  that  knowledge  doesn't  bring  him 
an  inch  nearer  the  cure  of  them.  Do  you 
think  I'm  not  fully  alive  to  everything  you 
could  say  of  my  Avasteful  habits,  my  im- 
providence, indolence,  irritability,  and  so 
forth  ?  I  know  them  all  better  than  you 
do  —  ay,  and  I  feel  them  acutely,  too, 
for  I  know  them  to  be  incurable  !  Ee- 
formation,  indeed  !  Do  you  know  Avhen  a 
man  gives  up  dancing,  Tom  ?  AVhcn  he's 
too  stiff  in  the  knees  for  it.     There's  the 
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Avliolc  philosophy  of  hfc.  Wlioii  wo  jrrow 
Aviscr,  as  tlicy  are  i)k'asod  to  call  it,  it  is 
always  in  spite  of  ourselves  ! 

I  find  that  by  inclosing  this  to  Morris, 
he  can  foi-ward  it  to  you  hy  the  hag  of 
the  J;Ogation.  Once  more  let  nic  remind 
you  of  our  Avant  of  cash,  and  believe  me, 
very  faithfully  your  friend, 

Kknxy  I.   DoDI). 

P.  S. — Address  me  "  Freyburg,  to  be  for- 
warded to  the  Schloss,  Wolfenfels." 


LETTER  XXXIX. 

BETTY  COBB  TO  MRS.  SnUSAX  o'SHEA,  PRIEST's  HOUSE, 
BRUFF. 

DEAPt  ]\rKS.  811USAX, — I  was  meaning  to 
write  to  yon  for  the  last  week,  but  couldn't 
by  reason  of  the  conflagration  I  was  in,  for 
sure  any  poor  girl  might  feel  it,  seeing  that 
I  was  far  away  among  furriners,  and  had 
nobody  to  advise,  barrin'  the  evil  counsels 
of  my  wicked  heart.  We  cam  here  two  weeks 
gone,  on  a  visit  to  the  father  of  the  young 
man  that's  going  to  marry  ''Mary  Anne." 
It's  a  great  big  ould  phicc,  like  the  jail  at 
Limerick,  only  darker,  with  little  windows, 
and  a  flito  of  stairs  out  of  every  corner  in 
it.  And  the  furnishing  isn't  a  bit  newer. 
It's  a  bit  of  rag  here  and  a  rag  there,  an 
ould  cabbinet,  a  hard  soiia,  and  mayl)e 
four  wooden  cliairs  that  would  take  a  lad- 
der to  get  into!  Eatin'  and  drinkin'  like- 
wise the  same.  Biled  Ixjcf — biled  first  for 
the  broth,  and  sarved  afterwards  with  cow- 
comers,  sliced  and  steojied  in  oil— the 
Heavens  ]ireserve  us  !  Then  a  dish  of 
roast  vale,  with  rasberry  jam  and  musher- 
oons,  for  they  tries  the  human  stomieh 
with  every  ingradiant  they  can  think  of  ! 

But  the  great  favorite  of  all  is  a  salad 
made  out  of  potatoes,  biled  hard,  sliced 
and  pickled  the  same  way  as  the  cow- 
comers!  A  bowl  of  that,  Mrs.  Shusan, 
after  a  long  dinner,  makes  you  feel  as  full 
aa  a  tick,  and  if  the  house  Avas  a-fire  I 
couldn't  run  !  To  be  sure,  when  the  meal 
is  over  everybody  sits  down  to  coffee,  and 
doesn't  distress  themselves  about  anything 
for  a  matter  of  two  hours.  And,  indeed, 
I  must  make  the  remark  that  "numials" 
isn't  as  badly  treated  anywhere  in  the 
whole  'versal  globe  as  in  Ireland,  and  if  it 
wasn't  that  I  hear  the  people  is  runuin' 
away  o'  themselves,  I'd  write  a.  letter  to 
the  papers  about  it  !  "J'is  exactly  like 
])igs  you  are,  no  better  ;  ])otatoes  and  but- 
termilk all  the  year  round  !  deny  it  if  you 


can.  Could  yon  offer  a  pig  less  wages  than 
four  pound  a  year  ? 

I  must  say,  too,  Shusan,  thatoatin'  one's 
fill  nu^Uy-fies  ther  nature,  and  subdues 
ther  hasty  dispositions  in  a  wonderful 
way;  I  know  it  my.sclf ;  and  that  after  a 
strong  supper  now  I  can  bear  more  from 
the  mistress  than  I  used  at  home,  only 
giving  a  sigh  now  and  then  out  of  the  ful- 
ness of  my  heart.  But  it's  not  them  things 
I  wanted  to  tell  you,  but  of  the  state  of 
my  infections.  Don't  be  angry  with  me, 
Mrs.  Shusan.  I  don't  forget  the  illigant 
lessons  you  gave  me  long  ago,  about  thrust- 
ing the  men  ;  I  know  well  how  thrue  cvei-y 
word  you  said  is.  They're  base,  and  wick- 
ed, and  deceatful.  Flatterin'  us  when  we're 
young  and  beautiful,  and  jibin'  and  jeci'in' 
Avhen  we're  ould  as  yourself !  But  what's 
the  use  of  fiting  agin  the  will  of  Provi- 
dence ?  Sure,  if  he  intended  us  to  have 
better  husbands  it's  not  them  craytures 
he'd  have  left  us  to!  My  sentiments  ia 
these,  Shusy  :  'Tis  a  way  of  chastezin'  u& 
is  man-iage!  The  throublesand  tumults  wg 
have  with  a  man  are  our  crosses,  and  it's 
only  cowardly  to  avoid  them.  Meet  your 
feat,  say  I,  whatever  it  be — whether  it  be 
a  man  or  the  measles,  don't  be  afraid  ! 

I'm  shure  and  sartain  it's  nothing  bui 
fear  makes  young  girls  go  and  bo  nwTis  , 
they're  afraid,  and  no  wonder,  of  the  wick- 
edness of  the  w'orld  :  but  somehow,  Shusan,, 
like  everything  else  in  this  life,  one  geci 
used,  to  it.  I  know  it  well,  there's  many 
a  thing  I  see  now,  without  minding,  that 
long  ago  I  dared  not  look  at.  "  Live  and 
learn,"  they  say,  and  there's  nothing  so 
thrue  !  And  talking  of  that,  you'd  bo 
shocked  to  see  how  j\Iarv  Anne  goes  on 
wid  the  young  baron.  Ishe,  that  would 
scarce  let  poor  Doctor  Belton  spake  to  her 
alone.  We  meet  them  walkm'  in  the  lone- 
somest  places  togetiier  ;  and  Taddy  and  I 
never  goes  into  the  far  part  of  the  wood 
without  seeing  tiiem  !  And  that's  not  all 
of  it,  my  dear,  hut  t>he  must  get  the  mis- 
tress to  give  me  a  lecture  about  going  off 
myself  with  a  man. 

"  Doesn't  your  daughter  do  it,  ma'am  ?  " 
says  I.  '-is  ail  the  wickedness  of  this 
world."  savs  I,  "to  be  ke})t  for  one's  bet- 
ters y " 

*'  Do  you  call  marriage  wickedness?  "  says 
she. 

"Sometimes  it  is,  ma'am,''  says  I,  with 
a  look  she  understood  well. 

"You're  a  hussy,''  says  she:  "and  I'll 
give  yon  warnin'  next  Saturday." 

"  I'll  take  it  now,"  says  I,  ''  ma'am,  for 
I'm  going  to  better  myself." 

If\e  ^aw  her  face,  Sluisy,  as  I  said  this! 


190 


CHARLES  LEVERS  WORKS. 


Slic  knows  ill  liei:  heart  that  she  couldn't 
get  on  at  all  without  me.  Not  a  word  of 
a  furrin  lingo  can  she  say;  and  I'm  ohleogcd 
to  traduce  her  nieanin"  to  all  tlie  other 
sarvants  !  And,  indeed,  that's  the  way  I 
become  such  an  illigant  linguist  ;  and  it's 
no  differ  to  me  now'between  talkin'  French 
and  Jarmau — I  make  them  just  the  same  ! 

I  wasn't  in  ni}'^  room  Aviicn  Mary  Anne 
was  after  me. 

''Ain't  you  a  fool,  Betty?"  says  she, 
puttin'  a  hand  on  my  shoulder. 

''Maybe  I  am,  miss,"  says  I;  "but 
there's  otiier  fools  as  "well  as  me  ! " 

'•'But  I  mean/"  says  she,  "isn't  it  silly 
to  fall  out  with  mamma — that  was  always 
so  good,  and  so  kind,  and  so  fond  of  you?" 

I  saw  at  once,  Sliusy,  how  the  wind  was, 
and  so  I  just  went  on,  folding  up  my  col- 
lars and  settling  my  things  without  a  word. 

"I'm  sure,"  says  she,  "you  couldn't 
leave  her  in  a  far-away  country  like  this  ! " 

"The  dearest  friends  must  part,  miss," 
says  I. 

"Xot  to  speak  of  your  own  desolate  and 
deserted  condition,"  says  she. 

"  There's  them  that  won't  lave  me  dis- 
. solute  and  disconsoled,  miss,"  says  I.  And 
with  that,  Shusy,  I  told  her  that  Taddy 
Iletzler  had  made  me  honorable  proposals. 

'"'•But  you'd  not  think  of  Taddy,"  says 
she.      "  He's  only  a  herd,"  says  she. 

"  We  must  take  what  we  can  get.  Miss," 
says  I,  "and  be  thankful,  in  this  life." 

And  she  blushed  red  up  to  the  'Cyes, 
Shusy  ;  for  she  knew  well  what  I  meant 
hy  tJiat! 

"  But  a  nice  girl,  and  a  purty  girl  like 
you,  Betty,"  says  she, '^  slender i7ig''  me, 
"isn't  it  throwing  yourself  away  ?  sure,  ye 
have  only  to  wait  a  little  to  make  an  ili- 
gant  match  here  on  the  Continent.  Don't 
be  precipitouous,"  says  she,  ''but  see  the 
effect  you'll  make  with  that  beautiful  pink 
gownd;"  and  here,  Shusan,  she  gave  me 
all  as  one  as  a  bran  new  silk  of  the  mis- 
tress's, with  five  flounces,  and  lace  trim- 
mings doAvn  the  front !  It's  what  they 
call  glassy  silk,  and  shines  like  it  ! 

"I'm  sorry,  Miss,"  says  I,  "that  as  I 
took  the  mistress's  warnin',  I'm  obleeged 
to  refuse  you." 

"Xonsense,  Betty,"  says  she;  "I'll 
arrange  all  that." 

"  But  my  fcelins,  ]\Iiss — my  feelins.'^ 

"Well,  I'll  even  engage  to  smoothe 
,  those,"  says  she  laughing. 

And  so,  Shusy,  I  had  to  laugh  too  ;  for 
my  nature  is  always  to  be'  easy  and  conir 
plyiant ;  and  when  anybody  ineans  well  to 
me,  they  can, do  what  they  plaze  Avith  me. 
It's  a  weak  part  in    my  character,  but  I 


can't  help  it,  "I'm  not  able  to  be  selfish. 
Miss  Mary  Anne,"  says  I. 

"  No,  i3etty,  that  you  are  not,"  says  she, 
patting  my  cheek. 

But  for  all  that,  Shusy,  I'm  not  going 
to  give  up  Taddy  till  I  know  why — tho'  I 
didn't  say  so  to  her.  So  I  just  put  up  the 
pink  gownd  in  my  drawer,  and  Avent  up 
and  told  the  mistress  I'd  stay  ;  but  begged 
she  wouldn't  try  my  nerves  that  Avay 
another  time,  for  my  constitution  Avouldn't 
bear  repated  shocks.  I  saw  she  Avas 
burstin'  to  say  something,  but  darn't, 
Shusy,  and  she  tore  a  lace  cuff  to  tatters 
Avliile  I  Avas  talkin'.  Well,  Avell,  there's  no 
denyin'  it  anyhow :  manials  has  many 
troubles,  but  they  can  give  a  great  deal  of 
annoyance  and  misery,  if  they  set  about  it 
right.  You'd  like  to  hear  about  Taddy, 
and  I'll  be  candid  and  own  that  he  isn't 
what  Avould  be  called  handsome  in  Ireland, 
though  here  he  is  reckoned  a  fine-looking 
man.  He  is  six  foot  four  and  a  half,Avithout 
shoes,  a  little  bent  in  the  shoulders,  has 
long  red  hair,  and  sore  eyes  ;  that  cums 
from  the  snow,  for  he's  out  in  all  Avcathers 
—after  the  pigs.  You're  surprised  at  that, 
and  Avell  you  may  ;  for  instead  of  keeping 
the  craytures  in  a  house  as  we  do,  and 
giving  them  all  the  filth  Ave  can  find  to 
eat,  they  turns  them  out  wild  into  the 
Avoods,  to  eat  beech-nuts,  and  acorns,  and 
chestnuts  ;  and  the  beasts  groAV  so  Avicked, 
that  it's  not  safe  for  a  stranger  to  go  near 
them  ;  and  eA^en  t]ie  man  that  guides  them 
they  call  a  "  sAvine-fearer."  *  Taddy  is  one 
of  these  ;  and  when  he's  dressed  in  goat- 
skin coat  and  cap,  leather  gaiters  buttoned 
on  his  legs,  and  reachin'  to  the  hips,  and  a 
long  pole,  Avith  an  iron  hook  and  a  hatchet 
at  the  end  of  it,  and  a  naked  knife,  two 
feet  long,  at  his  side,  you'd  think  the  pigs 
would  be  more  likely  to  be  afraid  of  him  ! 
Indeed,  the  first  time  I  saAV  him  come  into 
the  kitchen,  Avith  a  great  haii-y  dog  they 
call  a  fang-hound  at  his  heels,  I  schreeched 
out  Avith  frite,  for  I  thought  them — God 
forgive  me  ! — the  ugliest  pai-e  I  ever  set 
eyes  on.  To  be  sure,  the  green  shade  he 
Avore  OA'cr  his  eyes,  and  the  beard  that 
grew  down  to  his  breast,  didn't  improve 
him  ;  but  I've  trimmed  him  up  since  that ; 
and  it's  only  a  slight  squint,  and  two  teeth 
that  sticks  out  at  the  side  of  his  mouth, 
that  I  can't  remedy  at  all  ! 

Paddy  Byrne  spends  his  time  mockin' 
him,  and  makin'  pictures  of  him  on  the 
servants'  hall  with  a  bit  of  charcoal.    It  Avell 


*  Perhaps  the  accomplished  Betty  has  been  led 
into  this  pardonable  mistake  from  tlie  sound  of 
the  German  epithet  "  Schwein-f  iihrcr. — Editor  oj 
'' Dudd  Correspondence" 
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becomes  a  dirty  little  spjilpcoii  like  him  to 
make  fun  of  a  m:iii  lour  times  his  si/A'. 
His  notion  of  manl}'  beauty  is  four  feet 
eight,  short  legs,  long  breeches  and  gaiters, 
with  a  waistcoat  over  the  hi})s,  and  a  Jim 
Crow!   A  monkey  is  graceful  compared  to  iti 

Taddy  is  not  mucli  given  to  talkin',  but 
he  has  told  me  tiiat  he  has  been  on  the 
estate,  "with  the  pigs,"  he  calls  it,  since 
he  was  eight  years  old  ;  and,  as  he  said 
another  time,  that  "he  w'as  nine-and- 
twenty  years  a  herd,"  you  can  j)ut  the  two 
together,  and  it  makes  him  out  thirty- 
three  or  thirty-four  years  of  age.  He 
never  had  any  father  or  mother,  which  is  a 
great  advantage,  and,  as  he  remarks,  ''  it's 
the  same  to  him  if  there  came  another 
flood  and  drowned  all  the  world  to-mor- 
row ! " 

Our  plans  is,  to  live  here  till  we  can  go 
and  take  a  bit  of  land  for  ourselves,  and 
as  Taddy  has  saved  something,  and  has 
vary  good  idais  about  his  own  advantage, 
I  trust,  with  the  blessin'  of  the  Virgin, 
that  we'll  do  very  well.  This  that  I  tell 
you  now,  Sluisan,  is  all  in  confidence, 
because  to  the  neighbors,  and  to  Sam  Hea- 
ley,  you  can  say  that  I  am  going  to  be 
married  to  a  rich  farmer  that  has  more 
pigs — and  that's  thrue — than  ye'd  see  in 
J3a[linasloe  Fair. 

^V'hat  distresses  me  most  of  all  is,  I  can't 
make  out  what  ixdigion  he's  of,  if  he  has 
any  at  all  !  I  try  him  very  hard  about 
penance  and  'tarnal  punishments,  but  all 
he  says  is,  *•' When,  we're  married  I'll  know 
about  that." 

As  the  mistress  writ  all  about  Mary 
Anne's  marriage  to  Mrs.  Gallagher,  at  the 
house,  I  don't  sa}''  anything  about  it  ;  but 
he's  an  ugly  crayture,  Shusan  dear,  and 
there's  a  hang-dog,  treach'rous  look  about 
him  I  wonder  any  young  girl  could  like. 
'I'he  servants,  too,  knows  more  of  him  than 
they  lefs  on,  but,  by  rayson  of  their  furrin 
language,  there's  no  coming  at  if. 

Between  ourselves,  she  doesn't  take  to 
tlie  marriage  at  all,  for  1  seen  her  twice 
cryin'  in  her  room  over  some  ould  letters  ; 
but  she  bundled  them  up  whin  she  seen 
me,  and  tried  to  laugh. 

"I  wonder,  Betty,"  says  she,  "will  I 
ever  see  I^odsborough  again  I" 

"Who  knows,  j\Iiss,"  says  I;  "but  it 
Avould  be  a  jiity  if  you  didn't,  and  so  many 
there  that's  fond  of  you  !  " 

"I  don't,  believe  it,"  says  she.  shai-]).  "I 
don't  believe  there's  one  cares  a  bit  about 
me  ! " 

"  I'aithershin  I"  says  I,  mocking. 

"'  Who  does  ?"  says  she  ;  "can  ye  tell 
me  even  one  ?  " 


"  Sure  there's  Miss  Davis,"  says  T,  "and 
the  Kellys.  and  there's  Miss  Kitty  Doolan, 
and  ould  Molly,  not  to  spake  of  Dr.  I3el — "' 

"  Tliei-e,  do  not  speak  of  him,"  says  she, 
getting  red  ;  "  the  very  names  of  the  peo- 
ple make  me  shudder.  I  li(ij)e  I'll  never 
see  one  of  them." 

Now",  Hhusan  dear,  I  told  you  all  that 
it's  in  my  mind,  and,  ho])e  you'll  write  to 
me  the  same.  If  you  could  send  me  the 
grey  cloak  with  the  blue  linin',  and  the 
bayver  bonnet  I  wore  last  winter  two  years, 
they'd  be  useful  to  me  here,  and  you  could 
tell  tlie  neighbors  that  it  was  new  clothes 
you  were  sendin'  me  for  my  weddin'.  Be 
sure  ye  tell  me  how  Sam  Ilealey  bears  it. 
Tell  iiim  from  me,  with  my  regards,  that  I 
hope  he  won't  take  to  drink,  und  desthroy 
his  constitution. 

You  can  write  to  me  still  as  before,  to 
your  attached  and  true  friend, 

Betty  Cobu. 


LETTER  XL. 

KENNY  I.  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF  THE 
GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

Constance,  Switzerland. 

]\[y  dear  Tom, — Before  passion  gets  the 
better  of  mo,  and  I  forget  all  about  it,  let 
me  acknowledge  the  welcome  arrival  of 
your  post  bill  for  one  hundred,  but  for 
which,  Heaven  knows  in  what  additional 
embarrassment  I  might  now  be  in.  You 
will  see,  by  the  address,  that  I  am  in  Swit- 
zerland, ilow  we  came  here  I'll  try  and  ex- 
plain, if  Providence  grants  me  patience  for 
the  effort  ;  this  being  tho  third  time  I  have 
addressed  myself  to  the  task  unsuccess- 
fully. 

I'need  not  refer  to  the  situation  in  which 
my  last  letter  to  you  left  us.  You  may  re- 
meml)er  that  I  told  you  of  the  various 
prei)arations  that  were  then  in  progress  for 
a  certain  auspicious  event,  whose  accom- 
plishment Avas  fixed  for  the  ensuing  week. 
Amongst  others,  I  wrote  to  Morris  for 
some  articles  of  dress  and  finery  to  be 
})rocured  at  l3aden,  and  for,  if  possible,  a 
comfortable  travcling-carriaiie,  with  a  suf- 
ficiency  of  boxes  and  imjjerials. 

Of  course  in  doing  so  it  was  necessarv, 
or  at  least  it  was  fitting,  that  I  should 
make  mention  of  the  cause  for  these  ex- 
traordinary preparations,  and  I  did  so  by 
a  very  brief  allusion  to  the  coming  event, 
and  to  the  rank  of  my  future  son-in-law, 
the  youthful  baron  and  iieir  of  Wolfcnfels. 
I  am  not  aware  of  having  said  much  more 
tlian  this,  for  my  letter   was  so  cran;mcd 
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■with  connnisslons,  and  ciit;ilo<:^nes  of  ]mr- 
chascs,  that  there  was  little  s})aco  disposal 
for  more  inteliigeiico.  I  wrote  on  a  Mon- 
day, and  on  the  following  Wednesday 
evening  I  was  taking  a  stroll  Avitli  James 
tlirongh  the  park,  chatting  over  the  ap- 
proaching event  in  onr  family,  when  a 
mounted  posthoy  galloped  np  with  a  letter, 
Avhich  being  marked  ''  Most  pressing  and 
immediate,"  the  postmaster  had  very  prop- 
erly forwarded  to  me  with  all  expedition. 
It  was  in  Morris's  hand,  and  very  brief. 
I  give  it  to  you  verbatim  : 

"  My  dear  Sir, — For  Heaven's  sake  do 
not  advance  another  step  in  tliis  affair. 
You  have  been  grossly  imposed  upon.  As 
soon  as  I  can  procure  horses  I  will  join 
you,  and  expose  the  most  scandalous  trick 
that  has  ever  come  to  the  knowledge  of 
yours  truly. 

"  p].  Morris. 

"  Post-liouse,  Tite  See.  2  o'clock  p.m.  Wednes- 
day." 

You  may  imagine — /cannot  attempt  to 
describe — the  feelings  with  whicli  James 
and  I  read  and  re-read  these  lines.  I  sup- 
pose we  had  passed  the  letter  back  and  for- 
wards to  eacli  other  fully  a  dozen  times, 
ere  either  of  us  could  summon  composure 
to  speak. 

''Do  you  understand  it,  James? "said 
I." 

"No,"  said-  he.     "'  Do  you  ?  " 

"  Not  unless  the  scoundrel  is  married 
already,"  said  I. 

"That  was  exactly  what  liad  occurred 
to  me,''  replied  he.  "'Most  scandalous 
trick,'  are  the  words  ;  and  they  can  only 
mean  that." 

"]\Iorris  is  such  a  safe  fellow — so  invari- 
ably sure  of  whatever  he  says." 

"  Precisely  the  Avay  I  take  it,"  cried 
James.  "  He  is  far  too  cautious  to  make 
a  grave  charge  without  ample  evidence  to 
sustain  it  !  We  may  rely  upon  it  that  he 
knows  what  he  is  about." 

"But  bigamy  is  a  crime  in  Germany. 
They  send  a  fellow  to  the  g^illeys  for  it," 
said  I.  "  Is  it  likely  that  he'd  put  himself 
in  such  peril  ?" 

"Who  knovv's  !"  said  James,  "if  he 
thought  he  was  going  to  get  an  English 
girl  of  high  famih',  and  with  a  pot  of 
money  !  " 

Shall  I  own  to  you,  Tom,  that  remark  of 
James's  nearly  stunned  me — carelessly  and 
casually  as  it  fell  from  ]ii)n  it  almost  over- 
Avhelmed  me,  and  I  asked  myself,  Why 
should  he  think  she  was  of  high  family  ? 
Why  should  he  suppose  she  had  a  large 


fortune  ?  Wlio  was  it  that  propagated 
these  delusions  ?  and  if  there  really  was  a 
"scandalous  trick,"  as  Morris  said,  could 
I  affirm  that  all  the  roguery  was  on  one 
side  ?  Could  I  come  into  court  with  clean 
hands,  and  say,  "Mrs.  Dodd  lias  not  been 
clioating,  neither  lias  Kenny  James!" 
Where  are  these  broad  acres  of  arable  and 
pasture — these  verdant  forests  and  swell- 
ing lawns,  that  I  have  been  bestowing  with 
such  boundless  munificence  ?  IIow  shall 
we  prove  these  fourteen  quarterings  that 
we  have  been  quoting  incessantly  for  the 
past  three  weeks  ?  "  No  matter  for  tliat^'' 
thought  I,  at  length.  "If  the  fellow  has 
got  another  wife,  I'll  break  every  bone  in 
his  skin!"  I  must  have  pondered  this 
sentiment  aloud,  for  James  echoed  it  even 
more  forcibly,  adding,  by  way  of  sequel, 
"  And  kick  him  from  this  to  Rotterdam  !  " 

I  mention  this  in  detail  to  show  that 
we  both  jumped  at  once  to  the  same  con- 
clusion, and  having  done  so,  never  disputed 
the  correctness  of  our  guess.  W'e  now 
proceeded  to  discuss  our  line  of  action, 
James  advising  that  he  should  be  "brought 
to  book"  at  once — I  overruling  the  coun- 
sel by  showing  that  we  could  do  nothing 
whatever  till  Morris  arrived. 

"But  to-morrow  is  fixed  for  the  wed- 
ding ?"  exclaimed  James. 

"I  knov/  it,"  said  I,  "and  Morris  will 
be  here  to-night.  At  all  events,  the  mar- 
riage shall  not  take  place  till  he  comes." 

"I'd  charge  him  with  it  on  the  spot," 
cried  James.-  "I'd  tell  him,  in  plain 
terms,  the  information  had  come  to  me 
from  an  authority  of  unimpeachable  vera- 
city, and  to  refute  it  if  he  could." 

"Eefute  what?"  said  I.  *' Don't  you 
see,  boy,  that  we  really  are  not  in  posses- 
sion of  any  single  fact — we  have  not  even 
an  allegation." 

I  assure  you,  Tom,  that  I  had  to  make 
him  read  the  note  over  again,  Avord  by 
word,  before  he  was  convinced  of  the  case. 

As  we  walked  back  to  the  castle  we  talked 
over  the  affair,  and  turned  it  in  every  pos- 
sible shape,  both  of  us  agreeing  that  we 
could  not,  with  any  safety,  intrust  our  in- 
telligence to  the  womankind. 

"  We'll  watch  him,"  said  James  ;  "we'll 
keep  an  eye  on  hiin,  and  wait  for  Morris," 

I  own  to  you  my  feelings  distressed  me 
to  that  degree  I  could  scarcely  enter  the 
house,  and  as  to  appearing  at  supper  it  Avas 
clean  out  of  the  question.  How  could  I 
bring  myself  to  accept  the  shelter  of  a 
man's  roof  against  Avhom  I  harbored  the 
very  worst  suspicions  !  Could  I  be  Judas 
enough  to  sit  down  at  table  with  one  against 
whom  I  was  hatching  exposure  and  shame! 
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It  was  bad  onoiiojli  to  tliinlc  that  my  wife 
and  dau(i;ht{;r  were  there.  As  for  James, 
he  took  liis  [)lace  at  the  board  with  such  an 
expression  in  liis  features  that  I  verily  be- 
lieve Biiaquo  h)oked  a  pleasanter  finest  at 
Macbeth' H  banf|uet.  1  Ijetook  myself  to 
the  terrace,  and  walked  there  till  midnight, 
watch ini,'  with  eye  and  cur  toward  the  road 
that  led  from  Freybiirg. 

"Night  or  JWilcher  I"  said  the  duke 
on  the  memorable  field  at  Waterloo  ;  but 
there  was  the  blessing  of  an  alternative  in 
his  case.  Mine  had  none.  It  was  Morris 
or  nothing  with  me.  And  now  I  began 
anathematizing  to  myself  those  crusty,  se- 
cret, cautious  natures,  that  are  always  sat- 
isfied when  they  cry  *' Stoj)  !  "  without 
taking  the  trouble  to  say  wherefore.  What 
may  be  a  precipice  to  one  man,  thought  I, 
is  only  a  step  to  another  !  How  does  he 
know  that  Mh  notions  of  roguery  would 
tally  with  mine.  There's  many  a  thing 
they  call  a  cheat  in  England,  we  might 
think  a  practical  joke  in  Ireland.  The 
national  prejudices  are  constantly  in  op- 
positions—look, for  instance,  at  the  oppo- 
site view  they  take  of  the  '•  Income-tax  !  " 
Morris,  besides,  is  a  strait-laced  fellow,  that 
woujd  be  shocked  at  a  trifle.  Maybe  it's 
some  tomfoolery  at)out  his  ancestors,  some 
flaw  in  the  'scutcheon  of  Conrad,  or  Leo- 
pold, that  lived  in  the  year  nine.  Egad  ! 
I  wonder  what  the  Dodds  were  doing  in 
that  century  ?  Or  perhaps  it  is  his  poli- 
tics he's  hinting  at.  for  I  believe  the  baron 
is  a  bit  of  a  radical  !  For  that  matter,  so 
am  I — at  least,  occasionally,  and  when  the 
Whigs  are  in  power  ;  for,  as  I  observed  to 
you  once,  Tom,  "always  be  a  shade  more 
liberal  than  the  Government."  It  was 
years  and  years  before  I  came  to  see  the 
good  policy  of  that  simple  rule,  but,  be- 
lieve me,  it's  well  worth  remoml)ering.  Be 
a  Whig  to  the  Tories  ;  be  a  Radical  to  the 
Whigs  ;  and  when  Cobden  and  that  batch 
come  in,  as  they  are  sure  to  do  sooner 
or  later,  there  will  be  yet  some  lower 
depth  to  descend  to  and  crv,  * '  Take  me 
out ! " 

I  was  remarking  that  ]\[orri3  is  quite 
capable  of  being  shocked  at  the  baron's 
politics,  and  fancying  that  I  am  .qiving  my 
daughter  to  one  of  those  orgaui/cations  of 
labor  and  rights  of  man  humbugs,  that  are 
always  getting  up  rows  and  running  away 
from  them.  Xow,  Tom,  1  hold  these  fel- 
lows mighty  cheap.  A  })atriot  without 
})luck  is  like  a  steam-engine  wanting  a 
boiler.  Why,  it's  the  very  essence  and 
vitality  of  the  whole  ;  but  still  I  am  not 
sure  that,  as  the  world  goes,  I'd  be  right  in 
refusing  him  my  daughter  because  he  put 
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his    faith    in    Kos.^uth,    and   thought   the 
Austrian  Empire  an  unclean  thing  ! 

1  tell  you  all  these  ruminations  and  rea- 
sonings of  mine,  that  you  may  i)erceive  how 
I  turned  the  matter  over  with  myself  in  a 
candid  spirit,  and  was  led  away  neither  by 
prejudice  nor  j)assion.  From  ten  o'clock 
till  eleven — froni  eleven  till  midnight — I 
walked  the  terrace  up  and  down,  like  the 
Ghod  in  "Hamlet" — I  hope  I'm  rigiit  in 
my  quotation — but  neither  sight  nor  sound 
indicated  iMori'is's  arrival  !  "What,  if  he 
should  not  come!"  thought  I.  "How 
can  I  frame  a  pretext  for  putting  off  the 
wedding  ?  "  'i'hcre  was  no  opening  for 
delay  tlnit  I  could  think  of.  I  had  signed 
no  end  of  deeds  and  parchments — I  had 
written  my  name  to  "'acts"  of  every  possi- 
ble shape  and  description.  The  solemnity 
of  the  Church  and  my  paternal  blessiiig  were 
alone  wanting  to  complete  the  fifth  act  oi 
the  drania.  I  racked  my  brain  to  invent 
a  plairsible,  or  even  an  intelligible,  cause 
for  postponement.  Had  I  been  a  con- 
demned felon,  I  could  not  have  tortured 
my  imagination  more  intensely  to  find  a 
pretext  for  a  lepricve.  But  one  issue  of 
escape  presented  itself.  1  could  be  danger- 
ously ill — a  sudden  attack — at  my  age  a 
man  can  always  have  gout  in  the  stomach  I 
My  daughter,  of  course,  could  not  be  mar- 
ried if  I  Avas  at  death's  door  ;  and  as,  hap- 
pily, there  was  no  doctor  in  the  neighbor- 
hood, the  feint  attack  ran  no  risk  of  being 
converted  into  a  serious  action.  Since  the 
memorable  experiment  of  my  mock  illness 
at  Ems,  I  own  I  had  no  fancy  for  the  per- 
formance, nor  could  I  divest  my  mind  of 
the  belief  that  all  these  things  are,  in  a 
measure,  a  tempting  of  Providence.  But 
what  else  could  1  do  ?  There  was  not,  so 
far  as  I  coukl  see,  another  road  open  to  me, 

"  I  was  just,  therefore,  turning  back 
into  the  house,  to  take  to  my  bed  in  a  dan- 
gerous condition,  Avhen  I  heard  the  clat- 
tering of  whips,  in  tluit  crack-crack  fash- 
ion your  German  jiostilion  always  an- 
nounces an  arrival.  I  at  once  hastened 
down  to  the  door,  and  arrived  at  the  same 
moment  that  four  posters,  hot  and  smok- 
ing, drew  up  a  traveling  barouche  to  the 
spot.  Morris  spi'ang  out  at  once,  and 
seizing  my  hand,  with  Avhat,  for  him,  ex- 
pressed great  warmth,  said  : 

"  Not  too  late,  1  hoi)e  and  trust  ?" 

"No,"  said  I  ;  ''  thanks  to  your  note,  1 
was  fully  warned." 

Bv  this  time  a  stranger  had  also  descend- 
ed from  the  carriage,  and  stood  beside  us. 

'•  First  of  all,  let  me  introduce  my  friend, 
Count  Adelberg.  who,  I  rejoice  to  say, 
speaks  English  as  well  as  ourselves." 
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AVe  bowed,  and  shook  luuids. 

"  B[v  tlie  greatest  good  ]uck  in  the 
world,"  continued  jMorj'is,  ''  tlic  count 
happened  to  be  with  me  wlien  your  letter 
arrived,  and,  seeing  tlve  p)0stniark,  ob- 
served, '  I  see  you  have  got  a  corresjwndent 
in  my  i)art  of  the  world — wiio  can  he  be  ?' 
Anxious  to  obtain  information  from  him, 
I  immediately  mentioned  the  circumstance 
to  wliich  your  note  referred,  wiien  he 
sto{)pod  me  suddenly,  exclaiming,  '  Is  this 
possible  I — can  you  really  assure  me  that 
this  is  so  ?'" 

But,  my  dear  Purcell,  I  cannot  go  over 
a  scene  which  nearly  overcame  me  at  the 
time,  and  now,  in  recollection,  is  scarcely 
endurable.  'Che  torture  and  humiliation 
of  that  moment  I  hope  never  to  go  through 
again.  In  three  words,  let  me  tell  my  tale. 
Count  Adelberg  was  the  owner  and  lord  of 
Wolfsberg,  the  Wolfe  use  hiifers  being  his 
stewards.  This  pretended  baron  was  a 
young  swindling  rascal,  who  had  gone  to 
Bonn  less  for  education  than  to  seek  his 
fortune.  The  popular  notion  in  Germany, 
that  every  English  girl  is  an  heiress  of  im- 
mense wealth,  had  suggested  to  him  the 
idea  of  passing  himself  off  for  a  noble  of 
ancient  family  and  possessions,  and  thus 
securing  the  hand  of  some  rich  girl  ambi- 
tious of  a  foreign  rank  and  title.  He  had 
considerable  difficulties  to  encounter  in  the 
prosecution  of  his  scheme,  but  he  sur- 
mounted or  evaded  them  all.  He  absented 
himself  from  Baden,  for  instance,  where 
recognition  would  have  been  inevitable, 
under  the  pretext  of  his  political  opinions  ; 
and  he,  with  equal  tact,  avoided  the  ex- 
posure of  his  father's  vulgarity,  by  keeping 
the  worthy  individual  confined  to  bed.  Of 
tiie  servants  and  retainers  of  the  castle,  the 
shrewd  ones  were  his  accomplices,  the  less 
intelligent  his  dupes.  In  a  word, -Tom,  an 
artful  plot  was  well  laid  and  carried  out, 
to  im])ose  upon  people  whose  own  short- 
sightedness and  vulgar  pretensions  made 
them  ready  victims  for  even  a  less  ingenious 
artifice. 

I  was  very  nigh  crazy  as  I  heard  this  ex- 
planation. They  had  to  hold  me  twice  or 
thrice  by  main  force  to  prevent  my  rush- 
ing into  ihe  liouse  and  wreaking  a  personal 
vengeance  on  the  scoundrel.  .Morris  rea- 
soned and  argued  with  me  for  al)ove  an 
hour.  The  count,  too,  showed  that  our 
whole  aim  should  be  to  prevent  the  affair 
getting  rumored  abroad,  and  to  suj)press 
all  notoriety  of  the  transaction.  He  alluded 
with  consumate  delicacy  to  our  want  of 
knowledge  of  Germany  and  its  people  as  an 
explanation  of  our  blunder,  and  condoled 
with  me  on  the  outrage  toour  feelings  with 


all  the  tact  of  a  Avell-bred  gentleman.  Any 
slight  pricks  of  conscience  I  had  felt  before, 
from  our  own  share  in  the  deception,  were 
totally  merged  in  my  sense  of  insulted 
honor,  and  I  utterly  forgot  everything 
about  the  imaginary  town-lands  and  vil- 
lages I  had  so  generously  laid  apart  for 
Mary  Anne's  dowry. 

The  next  question  was,  what  to  do  ? 
The  count,  with  great  politeness  and  hos- 
pitality, entreated  that  we  should  remain, 
at  least  for  some  days,  at  the  castle.  He 
insisted  that  no  other  course  could  so 
effectually  suppress  any  gossip  the  affair 
might  give  rise  to.  He  supported  this 
view,  besides,  by  many  arguments,  equally 
ingenious  as  polite.  But  Morris  agreed 
perfectly  Avith  me,  that  the  best  thing  was 
to  get  away  at  once  ;  that,  in  fact,  it  would 
be  utterly  impossible  for  us  to  pass  another 
day  under  that  roof. 

The  next  step  was  to  break  tlie  matter  to 
Mrs.  D.  I  suppose,  Tom,  that,  even  to  as 
old  a  friend  as  yourself,  I  ought  not  to 
make  the  confession  ;  but  I  can't  help  it 
— it  will  out,  in  spite  of  me  ;  and  I  frankly 
admit  it  would  have  amply  compensated 
to  me  for  all  the  insult,  outrage,  and 
humiliation  I  experienced,  if  I  were- per- 
mitted just  to  lay  a  plain  statement  of  the 
case  before  Mrs.  D.,  and  compliment  her 
upon  the  talents  she  exercises  for  the  ad- 
vancement of  her  children,  and  the  proud 
successes  they  have  achieved.  In  my  heart 
and  soul  I  believe  that,  in  the  disposition 
I  then  felt  myself,  and  with  as  good  a 
cause  to  handle,  I  could  very  nearly  liave 
driven  her  stai'k  mad  Avith  rage,  shame, 
and  disappointment.  Morris,  however,  de- 
clared positively  against  this.  He  took 
upon  himself  the  whole  duty  of  the  expla- 
nation, and  even  made  me  give  a  solemn 
pledge  not  in  any  way  to  interfere  in  the 
matter.  He  went  further,  and  compelled 
me  to  forego  my  plans  of  vengeance  against 
the  young  rascal  Avho  had  so  grossly  out- 
raged us. 

I  have  not  patience  to  repeat  the  argu- 
ments he  employed.  They,  however,  just 
came  to  this  :  that  the  paramount  question 
was,  to  hush  up  the  Avhole  affair,  and 
escape  at  once  from  the  scene  in  which  it 
occurred.  I  don't  think  I'll  ever  forgive 
myself  for  my  com]:)liance  on  this  head! 
I  have  an  accommodating  conscience  with 
respect  to  many  debts  ;  but  to  know  and 
feel  that  I  owe  a  fellow  a  hcrse-whipping, 
and  to  experience  in  my  heart  the  convic- 
tion tliat  I  don't  intend  to  pay  it,  lowers 
me  in  my  own  esteem  to  a  degree  I  have 
no  powoi'  to  express.  I  explained  this  to 
Morris.     I  showed  him  that  in  yielding  to 
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his  views  I  was  ntonng  up  a  secret  source 
of  misery  for  uiauy  a  solitary  reflection. 
I  even  proposed  to  he  satisfied  with  ten 
minutes'  tiirasliini,'  of  him  in  secret  ;  none 
to  be  the  wiser  but  our  two  selves  !  lie 
would  not  hear  of  it.  And  now,  Tom,  I 
own  to  you  that  if  the  story  gets  abroad  in 
the  world,  this  is  the  part  of  it  that  will 
most  acutely  anii(!t  me.  I  really  can't  tell 
you  why  I  permitted  him  to  over-persuade 
me,  and  make  me  do  an  act  at  once  con- 
trary to  my  country,  my  nature,  and  my 
instincts.  The  only  explaiuition  I  can  give 
is  this  :  it  is  the  air  of  the  continent. 
Bring  an  English  bull-dog  abroad,  feed 
him  with  raw  beef  as  you  would  at  home, 
treat  him  exactly  the  same— but  ho  loses 
his  courage,  and  wouldn't  face  a  terrier. 
I'm  convinced  it's  the  same  with  a  man  ; 
and  you'll  see  fellows  put  up  with  slights 
and  offenses  here  that  in  their  own  land 
they'd  travel  a  hundred  miles  to  resent. 
One  comfort  I  have,  however,  and  it  is  this 
— I  have  never  been  well  since  I  yielded 
til  is  point.  My  appetite  is  gone  ;  I  can't 
sleep  witliout  starting  up,  and  I  have  a 
fluttering  about  my  heart  that  distresses 
me  greatly  ;  and  although  these  are  more 
or  less  disagroealde,  they  show  me  that 
undei-  fair  circumstances,  K.  I.  could  be 
himself  again;  and  that  though  the  conti- 
nent has  breached,  it  has  not  utterly  de- 
stroyed his  naturally  good  consittution. 

To  be  brief,  our  plan  .of  procedure  was 
this  :  1  was  to  remain  with  the  count  in 
his  apartment,  while  Morris  went  on  his 
mission  to  Mrs.  1).  The  explanation  being 
made,  we  were  to  take  the  count's  carriage 
to  Constance,  where  we  could  remain  for 
a  week  or  so,  until  we  had  decided  which 
way  to  turn  our  steps  ;  and  gave  also  time 
to  Caroline,  who  was  still  with  Morris's 
mother,  to  join  us. 

I  tt)ld  iM.  that  I  dian't  like  to  o-o  far, 
that  my  remittances  might  possibly  miss 
me,  and  so  on  ;  and  the  poor  fellow  at 
or.ce  said,  that  if  a  couple  of  hundred 
])()unds  could  be  of  the  slightest  conve- 
nience to  me,  they  were  heartily  at  my  ser- 
vice. Of  course,  Tom,  I  said  no,  tliat  I 
was  not  in  the  least  in  want  of  money. 
It  was  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  refused  a 
loan  ;  but  I  couldn't  take  it.  I  could  have 
found  it  easier  to  rob  a  chui'c^h  at  that  mo- 
ment !  He  flushed  deeply  when  I  declined 
the  offer,  and  stammered  out  something 
about  his  deep  regret  if  he  could  have  of- 
fended me  ;  and,  indeed,  I  had  some 
trouble  to  prove  that  I  wasn't  a  bit  an- 
noyed or  provoked. 

Although  all  the  conversation  J  have  al- 
luded to  took  place  outside  the  castle,  we 


were  not  well  inside  the  door  when  we  per- 
ceived that  Count  Adelbeig's  arrival  had 
already  been  made  known  to  the  house- 
hold. 'J'roops  of  servants  hastened  to  re- 
ceive him,  amongst  whom,  however,  nei- 
ther the  steward  nor  his  son  were  to  be 
found. 

"  Send   Wolfenschiifer  to   the   library," 
said  he  to  a  footman,  as   we  went  along, 
and  then  conducted  me  to  a  small  and  fa- 
vorite chamber  of  which  he  always  kept 
the   key  himself.     He  made  me  promise 
'  not  to  quit  this  till  he  returned,  and  then 
I  left  me   to  my  own,   not  over-gratifying, 
j  reflections  in  jjcrfect  solitude  as  they  were; 
Morris  having  departed  on  his  endta.ssy. 

I  was  speculating  on  the  various  emo- 
I  tions  each  of  us  was  likely  to  exi)erience  at 
[the  discovery  of  this  catastrojihe,  when 
[  Morris  entered  the  room,  with  an  amount 
I  of  agitation  in  his  nuiiincr  I  had  never  wit- 
nessed before. 

'*  Well,"  said  I,  *' you've  told  her— how 
does  she  bear  it  ?  " 

"I  confess,"  said  he,  sfammeringly, 
''Mrs.  Dodd  does  not  appear  to  place  too 
much  reliance  upon  my  mere  word — I 
mean,  not  that  kind  of  confidence  whicli 
could  be  called  implicit." 

'MVhy,  you  showed  her  that  we  have 
been  infamously  deceived,  grossly  insult- 
ed ?" 

*'  I  endeavored  to  do  so,"  said  he,  still 
hesitating.  "I  tried  in  the  most  delicate 
manner  to  explain  by  what  vile  artifices 
you  had  been  tricked  ;  and  that,  on  my 
detection  of  the  scheme,  I  had  hastened 
over  from  Baden,  fortunately  in  sufficient 
time  to  ])revent  the  accomplishment  of  this 
nefarious  plot.  She  scared}'  would  hear 
me  out,  however  ;  for,  without  jiaying  any 
regard  to  the  ]iroofs  I  was  giving  of  my 
statement,  she  fiew  into  a  passion  about 
my  habit  of  obtruding  myseir  into  family 
affairs,  and  the  im})ertinent  interference 
which  I  had  practiced  more  than  once  in 
matters  which  did  not  concern  me.  In  a 
word,  she  utterly  disbelieved  every  word  1 
said,  attributed  my  interested  feelings  lo 
very  unworthy  motives,  and  made  u  few 
personal  remai'ks  of  a  nature  the  reverse 
of  complimentary." 

'      "  Was  my  daughter  present?"  asked  I. 
I      "Miss  Dodd   iiad  gone  to  her  room  a 
'  short  time  previously,  but  Mrs.  Dodd  sent 
for  her  as  1  was  leaving  the  chamber." 

I  could   not  any  longer  master  my  im- 
patience,  but,  without  waiting  for  more, 
rushed  upstairs  and  into  my  wife's  room. 
:  A  glance  assured  me  that  the  work  of  per- 
suasion was  already  acconii»lished  :  for  she 
I  was  Iving  half  fainting   in  a  lai'ge   chair. 
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Avliile  Mary  Anne  and  Betty  were  bathing- 
licr  temples  and  nsing  the  usual  restora- 
tives for  suspended  animation. 

I  had  abundant  time  to  observe  Mary 
Anneduriug  t,iiese  proceedings,  sind,  to  my 
excessive  wonderment  do  I  own  it,  the  girl 
was  as  calm,  as  seir-i)Ossessed,  and  as  col- 
lected as  ever  I  saw  her.  1  defy  the  very 
shrewdest  to  say  that  they  could  detect  one 
trait  of  anxiety  or  discomposure  about  her; 
so  that,  tliougli  I  saw  Mrs.  D.  had  yielded 
to  the  convictions  of  truth,  I  really  could 
not  say  whether  or  not  Mary  Anne  had  yet 
heard  "^of  the  story..  I  thought,  however, 
I'd  explore  the  way  by  aii  ai'tificial  path, 
and  said  :  "If  she's  well  enough  to  be  car- 
ried down  stairs,  Mary  Anne,  we  ought  to 
do  it.  The  great  matter  is  to  quit  this 
place  at  once." 

"Of  course,  papa,"  said  she,  without 
the  slightest  touch  of  emotion. 

"After  what  has  occurred,"  said  I, 
"everv  moment  I  remain  is  afresh  insult." 

"■  Quite  so,"  said  she,  composedly. 

Ah.  Tom,  these  women  are  out  and  out 
beyond  us  !  Neither  physiologists  nor 
novel-writers  know  a  bit  about  them.  The 
stock  themes  with  these  fellows  are  their 
tender  susceptibility,  gentleness,  and  so 
forth.  Take  my  word  for  it,  it  is  in 
strength  of  character,  in  downright  power 
of  endurance,  that  they  excel  us.  They 
possess  a  quality  of  submission  that  rises 
to  actual  heroism,  and  they  can  summon 
an  amount  of  energy  to  resist  an  insult  to 
their  pride  of  which  we  men  have  no  con- 
ception whatever. 

Instead  of  any  attempt  to  condole  with 
Mary  Anne,  or  to  comfort  her,  the  best  [ 
could  do  was,  to  try  to  imitate  the  digni- 
fied calm  of  her  composure. 

"  Don't  you  think,"  said  I  to  her,  "  that 
we  could  be  off  by  daybreak  ?" 

"  Easily,"  said  she.  "  Augustine  is  pack- 
ing up,  and  when  mamma  is  a  little  better 
I'll  a,ssist  her." 

"  She  knows  it  all  ?"  said  I,  with  a  ges- 
ture toward  my  wife. 

"  Everything  ! " 

"  And  believes  it  at  last?" 

A  nod  was  the  reply. 

Egad,  Tom,  this  coolness  completely 
took  me  aback.  I  could  do  nothing  but 
stare  at  the  girl  with  amazement,  and  ask 
myself,  "  Does  she  really  know  what  has 
happened?"  In  utter  indifference  to  my 
scrutiny,  she  continued  her  attentions  to 
lier  mother,  whispering  orders  from  time 
to  time  to  Betty  Cobb. 

"  Hadn'tyou  better  give  some  directions 
about  your  trunks,  papa  ? "  said  she  to 
me. 


And  thus  recalled  to  myself,  I  hastened 
to  follow  the  advice.  Paddy,  as  is  custom- 
ary with  him  at  any  great  emergency,  was 
drunk,  and,  with  the  usual  conse([uence, 
engaged  in  active  conflict  with  the  rest  of 
the  servants'  hall.  As  for  James,  I  sought 
for  him  everywhere  in  vain,  but  at  last 
learned  that  he  was  seen  to  saddle  and 
bridle  a  horse  for  himself  about  half  an 
hour  before  ;  which  done,  he  mounted  and 
rode  off  at  speed  toward  the  forest,  which 
direction,  it  appeared,  the  young  baron! 
had  taken  some  time  befoi'e.  I  should 
have  felt  uncommonly  uneasy  for  the  result 
had  they  not  assured  me  that  there  was 
not  the  very  slightest  chance  of  liis  over- 
taking the  fugitive. 

Morris  told  me,  too,  that  the  old  stew- 
ard had  been  turned  out  of  doors  already, 
so  that  we  had  at  least  the  satisfaction  of 
a  very  heavy  vengeance.  1'he  count  never 
ceased  to  show  us  every  attention  in  his 
power  ;  and,  so  far  as  politeness  and  good 
manners  could  atone  to  us,  everything 
was  done  that  could  be  imagined.  With 
Morris's  aid  I  got  my  things  together,  and 
before  daybreak  the  canitige  stood  fully 
loaded  at  the  door.  There  was,  it  is  true, 
"an  awful  sacrifice"  exacted  by  this  hur- 
ried packing  ;  and  the  frail  finery  of  the 
trousseau  found  but  scanty  tenderness,  as 
it  was  bundled  up  into  valises  and  even 
carpet-bags  !  However,  I  was  determined 
to  march,  even  at  the  loss  of  all  my  bag- 
gage, if  necessary  ! 

While  these  active  operations  went  for- 
ward, Mrs.  D.  '•  improved  the  occasion  " 
by  some  sharp  attacks  of  hysterics,  which 
providentially  ended  in  a  loss  of  voice  at 
last  ;  and  thus  a  happy  calm  was  permitted 
us,  in  which  to  take  a  slight  breakfast  be- 
fore starting. 

ir  I  call  it  slight,  Tom,  it  Avas  not  Avith 
reference  to  the  preparations,  which  were 
really  on  the  most  sumptuous  scale,  and 
all  laid  out  in  the  large  dinner-room  with 
great  taste.  The  count  had  told  Morris 
that  if  his  presence  might  not  be  thought 
intrusive,  he  would  feel  it  a  great  honor  to 
be  permitted  to  pay  his  respects  to  the 
ladies  ;  and  when  I  mentioned  this  to  Mary 
Anne,  to  my  no  small  astonishment  she 
replied,  "  Oh,  with  pleasure  !  I  really  think 
we  owe  it  to  him  for  all  his  attentions." 
Ay  !  Tom,  and  what  is  more,  down  came 
my  wife,  who  had  passed  the  niglit  in 
screaming  and  sobbing,  looking  all  smiles 
and  blandnesses,  leaning  on  Mary  Anne, 
who,  by  the  way,  had  dressed  herself  in 
the  most  becoming  fashion,  and  seemed 
(piitebenton  a  conquest.  Oh,  these  wo- 
men, these  women  I — read  them  if  you  can. 
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Tom  Purcoll  !  for,  upi)i)  my  coii.sciencc, 
they  arc  fur  al)ovo  tiie  liuinl)k'  intelligence 
of  your  friend  K.  I. 

i  don't  think  you'd  believe  me  if  I  was 
to  give  you  an  account  of  that  same  Ijreak- 
fust.  If  ever  there  was  an  incident  calcu- 
lated to  overwhelm  with  shame  and  confu- 
sion, it  was  i)recisely  that  wiiicli  had  just 
occurred  to  us.  It  was  not,  ])()ssil)le  to  con- 
ceive asituation  more  painful  than  we  were 
place']  in  ;  and  Avith  all  that,  I  vow  and 
declare  that,  exce})t  ]\rorris  and  myself, 
none  seemed  to  feel  it.  Mrs,  D.  ate  and 
drank,  and  bowed,  and  smiled,  and  gesti- 
culated, and  ogled  the  count  to  lier  heart's 
content  ;  and  Mary  Anne  chatted  and 
laughed  with  him  in  all  the  ease  of  intimate 
acquaintanceship;  and  as  he  evidently  was 
struck  by  her  beauty,  she  appeared  to  ac- 
cei)t  the  homage  of  his  admiration  asa  very 
satisfactory  comi)liment.  As  for  me,  I  tried 
to  behave  Avith  the  same  good  breeding  as 
the  others,  but  it  was  no  use  !  —  every 
mouthful  I  ate  almost  choked  me  ;  every 
time  I  attempted  to  be  jocose,  I  broke  down, 
with  a  lamentable  failure.  Rage,  shame, 
and  indignation  Avere  all  at  work  Avithin 
me  ;  and  even  the  ease  and  indift'ercnce 
displayed  by  the  Avomenkind,  increased  my 
sense  of  humiliation.  It  might  very  pro- 
bably have  been  far  less  Avell-mannered  and 
genteel;  b.ut  I  tell  you  frankly,  I'd  have 
been  better  pleased  Avith  them  both  if  they 
liad  cried  heartily,  and  made  no  secret  of 
their  sufferings.  I  half  suspect  ^Morris  Avas 
of  the  same  mind,  too  ;  for  he  could  not 
keep  his  eyes  off  them,  and  evidently  in 
profound  astonishment.  But  for  liim,  in 
deed,  I  don't  knoAV  how  I  should  have  got 
through  that  morning,  for  Mrs.  I),  and 
her  daughter  Avcre  far  too  intent  upon  fresh 
conijuests  to  Avaste  a  thought  on  I'ccent  de- 
feats, and  it  Avas  evident  that  Count  Adel- 
berg  was  received  by  them  both  Avith  all 
the  credit  due  to  the  '^  real  article."  This 
threw  me  completely  on  Morris  for  all 
counsel  and  guidance  ;  and  I  must  say  he 
behaved  admirably,  making  all  the  ar- 
rangements for  our  departure  with  a  ready 
promptitude  that  showed  old  liabits  of  dis- 
cipline. 

In  the  count's  caleche  there  Avas  no  room 
for  servants  ;  but  our  own  was  to  follow 
Avitli  them  and  the  baggage,  and  also  bring 
up  James.  All  of  whitdi  details  M.  was  to 
look  after,  as  well  as  the  care  of  forward- 
ing to  me  any  letters  that  might  arrive 
after  I  Avas  gone. 

It  was  nigh  eight  o'clock  before  Ave  start- 
ed, though  breakfast  Avas  over  a  little 
after  six  ;  and,  indeed,  when  all  was  ready, 
horses  harnessed,  and  postilions  in  the  sad- 


I  die,  the  count  insisted  on  the  ''ladies" 
,  ascending  the  great  watch-tower  of  the  cas- 
I  tie  to  see  the  sun  rise.  He  assured  them 
j  jieople  came  from  all  parts  of  the  Avorld 
for  that  view,  which  was  considered  one 
of  the  finest  in  Europe  ;  and  in  proof  of 
his  assertion  pointed  to  a  long  string 
of  inscriptions  on  marble  tablets  in  the 
wall.  Ilei'C,  it  was  the  Kur  Furst  of  this  : 
and  there,  the  Landgi'uvine  of  that.  Dukes, 
archdukes,  and  ficld-niarshals  figured  in 
the  catalogue,  and  amidst  the  illustrious 
of  foreign  lands  a  distinguished  place  was 
occupied  by  i\Iilor  Stubbs,  Avho  made  the 
ascent  on  a  day  in  the  year  recorded.  That 
Mrs.  Dodd  and  Mary  Anne  are  destined 
to  a  like  ininiorlaliLy  I  have  no  doubt 
whatever. 

At  last  Avo  got  into  the  carriage,  but  not 
until  the  count  had  saluted  me  on  both 
cheeks,  and  eml)raced  me  tendei"ly  in  stage 
fashion  ;  he  kissed  Mrs.  D.  s  hand,  and 
Mary  Anne's  also,  Avith  such  a  touching 
devotion,  that,  for  the  first  time  during 
that  memoi'able  morning,  they  both  wiped 
their  eyes.  Tlic  sight  of  Morris,  however, 
seemed  to  recall  them  to  the  sober  realities 
of  life  ;  they  shook  hands  with  him,  and 
away  avc  went  at  that  tearing  gallo])  which, 
though  very  little  more  than  six  miles  an 
hour,  has  all  the  ai)parent  speed  and  the 
real  peril  of  a  special  ti'ain. 

'*AV here's  my  fur  cloak  ?  Is  my  muff 
put  in  ?  I  don't  see  the  gray  shawl.  ^Mary 
Anne,  Avhat  has  become  of  the  rug?  I'm 
certain  half  our  things  are  left  behind. 
How  could  it  be  otherwise,  seeing  the  ab- 
in-  surd  haste  in  which  avo  came  aAvav  ! " 
These  are  a  few  specimens  of  Mrs.  1).'3 
lucubrations,  given  "  per  saltum  "  as  Ave 
bum})ed  through  the  deep  ruts  of  the  road, 
and  will  explain,  as  well  as  a  chapter  on 
the  subject,  the  train  in  which  her  thoughts 
Avere  proceeding. 

Ay,  Tom  !  for  all  the  disgrace  and  igno- 
miny of  that  miserable  night    and  morn- 
ing, she  had  no  other   sentiment  of  sorrow 
than  for  the  absunl   haste    in    Avhich   Ave 
'  came  away.      I  had  firmly  deteiniined  not 
to  recur  to  this  unpleasant   affair,  and  to 
let  it  sleep  amongst  the  archives  of  similar 
'disagreeable  reminiscences,    but  this  pro- 
vocation   was    really   too   strong   for   me ! 
;  A\'ere    they    Avomen  ? — were     they    hunuin 
j  beings,  and  could   reason  this  Avay  ? — were 
,  the  questions  that  struggled  for  an  ansAver 
I  within  me  !     I  tried  to  rei>ress  tlie  temp- 
tation, but  I  could  not,  and  so  I  resolved, 
,  i.f  I  could  do  no  more,  at  least  to  discipline 
\  mv  emotions,  and   lioUl   them   Avithin  cer- 
tain limits.     I  waiteil  till   we  were  out  of 
:  the  grounds — I  delayed  till  we  Avere  some 
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miles  on  tlic  liigh  road — iind  then,  with  a 
A'oiee  subdued  to  a  mere  wliisper,  and  in  a 
manner  that  vouched  for  the  most  com- 
plete subjection,  said  : 

'']\Irs.  Dodd,  may  I  be  permitted  to  in- 
quire— and  I  premise  that  the  object  of 
my  question  is  neither  any  personal  nor  a 
mere  Amlgar  curiosity,  but  simply  to  inves- 
Tio:ate  what  mii^ht  be  termed  a  physiological 
fact,namely,  whether  females  really  feel  less 
than  the  males  of  the  human  species  ?" 

;My  dear  Tom,  the  calm  tone  of  my  ex- 
ordium availed  me  nothing.  To  no  end 
was  it  that  I  propounded  the  purely  scien- 
tific basis  of  my  investigation.  She  flcAv 
at  me  at  once  like  a  tigress.  The  abstract 
question  that  I  liad  submitted  for  discus- 
sion she  flung  indignantly  to  the  winds, 
and  boldly  asked  me  if  I  thought  "to 
escape  that  way."  ''Escape  " — that  Avay  ! 
I  was  thunderstruck,  stupefied,  dumb- 
founded !  Did  the  Avoman  want  to  infer — 
could  she  by  any  diabolical  ingenuity  or 
])crverseness  imply — that  I  was  possibly  to 
blame  for  our  late  calamity  ?  You'll  not 
credit  it ;  nobody  could,  but  it  is  the 
truili,  notwithstanding.  That  was  exactly 
tlie  charge  she  now  preferred  against  me. 
If  /had  taken  proper  steps  to  investigate 
the  "baron's"  real  pretensions — if  /had 
made  due  and  fitting  inquiries  about  him 
— if  /had  been  commonly  intelligent,  and 
displiiyed  the. most  ordinary  knowledge  of 
the  world — in  fact,  if,  instead  of  being  a 
bull-headed,  blundering  old  Irish  country 
gentleman,  I  had  been  a  cross  between  a 
foreign  prefect  and  a  London  detective, 
the  chances  Avere  that  Ave  had  been  spared 
the  mortification  of  exhibiting  ourselves 
as  endeavoring  to  dupe  people  Avho  Avere 
already  successfully  eugaged  in  duping 
us  !  This  Avasn't  all,  Tom,  but  she  boldly 
propounded  the  startling  declaration,  that 
she  and  Mary  Anne  both  had  suspected 
the  baron  to  be  an  imposition  and  a  cheat ! 
and  although  his  low  manners  and  vulgar 
tone  imposed  upon  mc,  they  had  always 
regarded  him  as  shockingly  underbred ! 
It  Avas  /,  however,  Avho  had  rushed  into 
the  Avhole  misadventure — it  Avas  /  con- 
cocted the  entire  scheme — /planned  the 
visit — /  made  up  the  match.  My  stupid 
cupidity,  my  bluudering  anxiety  for  a 
grand  alliance,  Avere  the  causes  of  all  the 
evil  !  The  mock  munificence  of  my  set- 
tlements Avas  hurled  at  me  as  proof  posi- 
ti\-e  of  the  eagerness  of  my  duplicity,  and 
I  Avas  overwhelmed  Avith  a  mass  of  accu- 
sations Avhich  I  verily  believe  Avould  haA^e 
obtained  a  verdict  against  me  at  the  hands 
of  any  honest  and  imjiartial  jury  of  ir.y 
countrymen. 


I  have  more  than  once  had  to  acknow- 
ledge, that  Avhen  perfectly  assured  in  my 
own  conscience  of  my  innocence,  Mrs.  D. 
has  contrived  to  shake  my  doubts  about 
myself,  and  at  last  succeeded  in  making  me 
believe  that  I  might  have  been  culpable 
without  knoAving  it.  I  suppose  in  these 
cases  T  may  have  been  morally  innocent 
and  legally  guilty,  but  I'll  not  puzzle  my 
head  by  any  subtlety  of  explanation  ; 
enough  if  I  own  that  a  less  enviable  pre- 
dicament no  man  need  covet  ! 

I  sat  under  this  ncAV  allegation  sad, silent, 
and  abashed  ;  and  although  Mary  Anne 
said  but  little,  yet  her  occasional  "You 
must  admit,  papa,"  "You  A\ill  surely  ac- 
knoAvledge,"  or  "  You  cannot  possibly  for- 
get," chimed  in,  and  swelled  the  full  clio- 
rus  of  accusation  against  me.  If  I  said 
nothing,  I  thought  the  more.  My  reflec- 
tions took  this  shape  :  Here  is  another 
blessed  fruit  of  our  coming  abroad.  Such 
an  incident  never  could  have  befallen  us  at 
home.  Why  then  should  Ave  continue  to 
live  on  exposed  to  similar  casualties  ?  Avhy 
reside  iit  a  land  Avhert  Ave  cannot  distin- 
guish the  man  of  rank  from  his  scullion, 
and  Avhcre  all  the  forms  that  constitute 
good  breeding,  and,  maybe,  good  grammar, 
are  quite  beyond  our  apjn-eciation  ?  Every 
dilettante  scribbler  for  the  magazines  Avho 
sketches  his  rambles  in  Spain  or  SAvitzer- 
land,  groAvs  jocose  oyer  some  eccentricity 
or  absurdity  of  his  countrymen.  Their 
blunders  in  language,  dress,  or,  demeanor 
are  duly  clironicled  and  relied  upon  as  sub- 
jects for  a  droll  chapter  ;  but  let  me  tell 
you,  Tom,  that  the  difficulties  of  foreign, 
residents  are  very  considerable  indeed,  and 
except  to  the  man  Avho  issues  from  Eng- 
land with  a  certain  Avell-proved  and  ad- 
mitted station,  social  or  political,  the  so- 
ciety into  Avhich  he  may  be  throAvn  is  a 
downright  lotteiy.  The  first  error  he  com- 
mits, and  it  is  almost  inevitable,  is  to  mis- 
take the  common  forms  of  hat-lifting  and 
bowing  for  acquaintanceship.  "Bull" 
thinks  that  the  gentlemen  desires  to  know 
him,  and  obligingly  condescends  to  accept 
his  overtures.  The  foreigner,  someAvhat 
amused  to  see  the  veriest  commonplace  of 
politeness  received  as  evidence  of  acquain- 
tance, profits  by  the  admission,  chats,  and 
comes  to  tea.  "^  Xow,  Tom,  Avhether  it  be 
cheap  soup,  cheap  clothing,  cheap  travel- 
ing, or  cheap  friendshi}),  1  have  a  strong 
prejudice  against  them  all.  My  notion  is, 
that  the  real  article  is  not  to  be  had  Avith- 
out  some  cost  and  trouble. 

These  Avere  some  of  my  ruminations  as 
Ave  rattled  along  ;  and  allhough  the  road 
Avas  interesting,  and"  the  day  a  tine  bracing 
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jiutiimiKil  one,  my  mind  Wiis  not  iittiined 
to  [ilc'Uriiiro  or  enjoyment.  We  .st()i)[)('(l  to 
hiiitiit  iJoiKiue.schingen,  for  we  were  oblig- 
ed, by  sonic  iiecidcnt  or  another,  to  take 
tiie  Siime  liorses  on,  and  found  a  most  com- 
fortable little  inn  at  the  siijn  of  the  *'  Sharp- 
siiootcr."  After  dinner  \vc  took  a  stroll  in 
the  garden  of  the  palace  of  the  Mediatized 
Prince  of  Fiirstenbcrg,  for  of  course  there 
is  a  palace  and  a  Mediatized  Prince  where- 
ever  there  is  a  town  of  three  thousand  in- 
habitants throughout  Germany.  By  the 
way,  Najjoleon  treated  these  peo|)le  pretty 
much  like  our  own  encumbered  estates 
court  at  home,  lie  sold  them  out  without 
any  ceremony,  and  got  rid  of  the  feudal 
]»rivileges  and  the  seignorial  rights  with  a 
bang  of  the  auctioneer's  hammer.  Of 
course,  as  with  us,  there  Avas  often  a  great 
deal  of  individual  hardship,  but  these  lit- 
tle principalities  were  large  evils,  and  half 
the  disturbances  of  Europe  grow  out  of 
their  corrupt  administration. 

There  is,  I  often  fancy,  a luitural  instinct- 
ive kind  of  corruption  incidental  to  the 
dominion  of  a  small  state.  They  are  too 
small  and  too  insignificant  to  attract  any 
attention  from  the  world  without,  and 
within  their  own  narrow  limits  tliere  is  no 
such  thing  as  a  public  opinion.  The  ruler, 
consecpiently,  is  free  to  follow  the  cai)riccs 
of  his  folly,  his  cruelty,  or  his  wastefulness. 
He  has  neither  to  dread  a  parliament  nor  a 
newspa|)er.  If  he  send  his  small  contin- 
gent— a  "commander-in-chief  and  a  drum- 
mer of  great  experience  " — to  the  great 
army  of  the  confederation  he  belongs  to, 
he  may  tax  his  subjects,  or  hang  them,  to 
his  heart's  content  !  Now,  I  cannot  im- 
agine a  worse  state  of  things  than  this,  nor 
any  more  likely  to  foster  that  spirit  of  dis- 
content which  every  hour  is  adding  to  the 
feeling  of  the  continent. 

While  I  ani  following  this  theme,  I  am 
forgetting  what  was  uppermost  a  few  min- 
utes back  in  my  mind.  In  the  garden  of 
the  same  palace,  which  belongs  to  a  certain 
Count  Fi'irstenberg,  there  is  a  singularly 
beautiful  little  spring  ;  it  buljbk'S  up 
amidst  llowers  and  grass,  and  overruns  the 
greensward  in  many  a  limpid  streamlet. 
There  is  something  in  the  uiuulorned  sim- 
])licity  of  this  tiny  well,  rip])ling  through 
the  yellow  daffodils  aiul  '*  starry  i-iver 
buds,''  wonderfully  pleasing  ;  but  what  an 
interest  iiUs  the  mind  as  we  hear  that  this 
is  the  source  of  the  Danube  I  "  The 
mighty  river  that  sweeps  along  through  the 
rocky  gorges  of  Upper  Austria,  washes  the 
foundations  of  the  imperial  A'ienna,  and 
flows  on,  ever  swelling,  and  widening,  and 
deepening,  to  the   Black   Sea — that  giant 


stream,  so  ronumticin  its  association.?,  with 
the  touching  tale  of  our  own  llichard — so 
picLures({ue  in  its  windings,  so  teeming 
with  interest  to  the  poet,  the  ])ainter,  the 
merchant,  and  the  politician,  there  it  is,  a 
little  crystal  rivulet,  whose  destiny  might 
well  seem  limited  to  the  flowery  borders 
and  blossoming  beds  around  it."  Thi.s 
isn't  mine,  Tom,  though  it's  exactly  what 
I  would  have  said  if  the  words  occurred,  to 
me,  but  I  copy  it  out  of  the  visitors'  book, 
where  strangers  write  their  names,  and,  so 
to  say,  leave  their  cards  upon  the  infant 
Danube. 

Truisms  are  only  tiresome  to  the  hearer  ; 
they  are  a  delightful  recreation  to  the  man 
that  tells  them,  so  that  I  am  sorely  tempt- 
ed to  mention  some  of  those  that  suggested 
themselves  to  my  mind  as  I  stood  beside 
that  little  spring — all  the  analogies  that  at 
once  arose  to  my  fancy,  between  human 
life  and  the  course,  of  a  mighty  river,  be- 
tween the  turnings,  and  tsvinings,  and  ab- 
errations of  childliood,  the  headlong  cur- 
rent of  youth,  the  mature  force  of  manhood, 
and  the  trackless  issue,  at  last,  into  the 
great  ocean  of  eternity.  One  lesson  Ave 
may  assuredly  gather  from  the  contempla- 
tion: not  to  predicate  from  small  beginnings 
against  the  likelihood  of  a  glorious  futurel 

I  left  the  place  regretfully  ;  the  tranquil 
quietude  of  my  two  hours'  ramble  through 
the  garden  restored  me  to  a  serene  and 
peaceful  frame  of  mind.  The  little  village 
itself,  the  tidy,  unpretending  inn,  clean, 
comfortable,  and  a  model  of  cheapness, 
were  all  to  my  fancy,  and  I  could  very  avcU 
have  liked  to  linger  on,  there,  for  a  Aveek 
or  so.  After  all,  what  a  commentary  is  it 
upon  all  jiursuits  of  pleasure  and  amuse- 
ment, to  think  that  we  really  find  our  great- 
est hai)])iness  in  those  little,  out-of-thc- 
Avay,  isolated  spots,  remote  from  all  the  at- 
tractions and  blandishments  of  the  gay 
world  !  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  Mrs.  D. 
quite  concurred  Avith  me,  for  she  grcAv  very 
impatent  at  my  delay,  and  Avondered  ex- 
cessively "  what  peculiar  attraction  the 
garden  of  the  palace  might  iiave  i)ossessed, 
to  make  me  forget  myself."  But  it's  not 
so  easy  a  thing  to  do  as  she  thinks  !  For- 
getting oneself,  Tom,  imi)]ies  so  many 
other  oblivions.  It  means  forgetting  one's 
tenants  that  have  been  over-rented — one's 
banker  over-drawn  —  one's  horses  OA'er- 
Avorked— one's  house  out  of  repair — one's 
estate  out  at  elbows — forgetting  the  duns 
that  torment,  the  creditors  that  torture  you 
— the  latitats,  the  Avrits,  the  mortgages,  the 
bombs — all  the  inflictions,  in  fact,  conse- 
quent to  parchment,  signed,  sealed,  and 
delivered  over  to  your  persecuting  angel  ! 
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Oh  dear,  oli  dear  !  wliat  a  thirsty  swig 
wonkl  I  take  of  Lcthc  if  I  could  !  a)id  liow 
happy  wouhl  I  bo  to  start  fresh  in  life 
Avitliout  any  one  of  tlie  'liabilities,"  as 
they  call  them,  that  attach  to  Kenny  Dodd! 

I  remember,  -when  I  was  a  schoolboy,  no 
day  of  the  Aveelc  had  such  terrors  for  me  as 
Saturday,  because  we  were  obliged  to  an- 
swer a  repetition  of  the  whole  week's  work. 
That  carrying  up  of  the  past  was  a  load 
that  always  destroyed  me  !  My  notion  was 
to  let  bygones  be  bygones,  and  it  was 
downright  cruelty  to  take  me  over  the  old 
ground  of  my  former  calamities.  The  same 
prejudice  has  tracked  me  through  life.  I 
can  face  a  new  misfortune  as  well  as  my 
neighbors  ;  what  kills  me  is  going  back 
over  the  old  ones.  Let  me  tell  you,  too, 
that  there  is  a  great  deal  of  balderdash 
talked  in  the  world  about  experience — that 
Avitli  experience  you'll  do  this,  that,  and 
t'other,  better.  Don't  believe  a  word  of  it. 
You  might  as  well  tell  me  that  having  the 
typhus  will  teach  a  man  patience  the  next 
time  he  catches  a  fever  !  Take  my  Avord 
for  it,  be  as  fresh  as  you  can  against  the 
ills  of  life — know  as  little  of  them  as  yon 
can — think  as  little  of  them  !  Keep  your 
constitution — Avhether  it  bo  moral  or  phy- 
sical— as  intact  as  you  are  able,  and  rely  on 
it  you'll  not  fare  the  worse  Avhen  it  comes 
to  the  trial ! 

It  Avas  a  fine  evening,  Avith  a  thin  rim  of 
a  ncAV  moon  in  the  sky,  Avhen  Ave  got  ready 
to  leave  Donaueschingen.  Tho  bill  for 
dinner  came  to  about  five  shillings  for 
three  of  us,  wine  included,  and  no  charge 
for  rooms,  so  that  Avhen  I  gave  as  much 
more  to  the  servants,  the  enthusiasm  of 
the  household  knew  no  bounds.  The 
housemaid,  indeed,  in  an  access  of -enthu- 
siasm, Avould  kiss  my  hand,  and  got  re- 
buked by  my  wife  as  a  "forward  hussy, 
that  ought  to  bo  Avell  looked  after."  From 
this  incident,  hoAvoA-er,  our  attention  Avas 
soon  diverted  by  the  arrival  of  our  second 
carriage,  but  without  James !  A  note 
from  Morris  explained  that  he  did  not  like 
to  detain  the  servants,  lest  it  should  ])rove 
inconvenient  to  us,  and  that  he  Avould  take 
care  James  should  join  us  at  Constance — 
jirobably  early  on  the  next  day.  This  note 
Avas  handed  to  me  by  the  postboy,  a  cir- 
cumstance speedily  accounted  for,  as  I  got 
out  and  saAv  that  the  whole  company,  con- 
sisting of  Betty,  Augustine,  the  courier, 
Paddy  Byrne,  and  a  fifth,  unknoAvn,  Avere 
all  very  drunk  and  unable  to  speak,  closely 
Avedged  in  the  britschka  !  Of  course  it  was 
no  time  to  ask  any  explanations,  and  wo 
came  on  to  this  place,  Avhich  we  reached  by 
midnisht. 


As  I  have  given  yon  a  somewhat  full 
narrative  of  Avhat  befell  us,  I  may  as  well, 
ere  I  conclude,  add  some  Avords  of  explana- 
tion of  tho  state  of  our  amiable  followers. 
Betty  Cobb,  it  appears,  was  seized  Avith 
connubial  symptons  while  avo  Avere  at  the 
castle,  and  yielding  to  the  soft  impeach- 
ment, and  not  beiug  deterred  by  any  dis- 
covery of  false  rank  or  pretensions,  actual- 
ly bestowed  her  hand  on  a  distinguished 
swineherd  that  pertained  to  the  place. 
The  Avedding  took  jilace  after  Ave  left,  the 
convivial  festivities  being  continued  all 
along  the  road  till  they  overtook  us.  Had 
the  unlucky  girl  married  a  New  Zealand 
chief,  or  a  Kaffir,  her  choice  could  not 
have  fallen  upon  a  more  thoroughly  savage 
specimen  of  the  human  race.  The  felloAv 
is  a  Black  Forest  Caliban  of  the  woi'st  de- 
scription. The  question  is  now  to  know 
Avhat  to  do  with  him,  for  Mrs.  D.  Avill  not 
consent  to  part  Avith  Betty,  nor  Avill  Betty 
separate  from  her  liege  lord  ;  so  that 
among  my  other  blessings  I  may  number 
that  of  carrying  about  the  Avorld  a  scoun- 
drel that  Avould  disgrace  a  string  of  galley- 
slaves  !  Just  imagine,  Tom,  in  the  rum- 
ble of  a  traveling  carriage  a  fellow  six  foot 
and  a  half  high,  dressed  in  a  coAV-hide,  Avith 
an  ox-goad  in  his  hand,  and  a  long  naked 
knife  in  his  girdle,  speaking  no  intelligi- 
ble tongue,  nor  capable  of  any  function 
save  the  herding  of  wild  animals — the  most 
uncultivated  specimen  of  brute  nature  I 
ever  heard,  saw,  or  even  read  of  !  Fancy, 
I  say,  the  pleasure  of  "lugging"  this 
creature  over  the  continent  of  Europe, 
feeding,  housing,  and  clothing  him,  his 
sole  claim  being  that  he  is  the  husband  of 
that  precious  bargain,  Betty  Cobb  ! 

Why,  he'd  bring  shame  on  a  beast  cara- 
van !  The  best  of  it  is,  too,  he  holds  to^ 
his  "caste"  like  a  Hindoo,  and  refuses  all 
other  occupation  save  the  charge  of  swine. 
He  Avould  not  aid  to  unload  the  carriage — 
Avould  not  lift  a  trunk,  nor  carry  a  carpet- 
bag ;  and  Avhen  admonished  by  Paddy  for 
his  laziness,  showed  tAvo  inches  of  a  broad 
knife  np  his  sleeve  with  a  grin  meant  to 
im])ly  that  he  knew  how  to  resist  any  as- 
sault on  his  dignity  !  That  the  scoundrel 
has  no  respect  for  law  is  clear  enough  ;  so 
that  my  hope  is,  he  Avill  commit  some  ter- 
rible infraction,  and  that  Ave  may  be  able 
to  send  him  to  the  galleys  for  the  rest  of 
his  days.  How  I'm  to  keep  him  and  Paddy 
ai)art  is  more  than  yet  appears  to  me.  I 
suppose,  in  the  end,  one  of  them  Avill  kill 
the  other.  From  Avhat  I  see  here,  the  ex- 
pense of  keeping  this  beast — at  an  hotel 
at  least — Avill  be  equal  to  the  cost  of  three 
ordinary  servants ;  for  he  has  no  regular 
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meiil  times,  but  lias  food  cooked  for  him 
"  promiscuously,"  and  eats  —  if  I'm  to 
credit  tlie  landlord — either  a  kid  or  a  lamb 
per  diem.  A  bear  wouldn't  be  half  the  ex- 
pense, and  a  far  more  companionalile  beast 
besides.  It  is  but  fair  to  say  thas  Betty 
seems  to  adore  him  ;  she  crams  the  mon- 
ster all  day  with  stolen  victuals,  and  ap- 
pears to  have  no  other  care  in  life  than  in 
watching  after  him. 

What  induces  Mrs.  D.  to  feel  this  sudden 
attachment  to  Betty  herself  I  can't  im- 
agine. Up  to  this  she  railed  at  her  unceas- 
ingly, and  deplored  the  day  and  the  hour 
she  took  her  from  home.  But  now,  when 
this  alliance  really  makes  her  insupport- 
able, she  won't  hear  of  parting  with  her, 
and  submits  to  a  degree  of  tyranny  from 
this  woman  that  is  utterly  inexplicable. 
It's  another  of  those  feminine  anomalies, 
Tom,  that  neither  you  nor  I,  nor  maybe 
anybody  else,  will  ever  be  able  to  reconcile. 

You  will  probably  wonder  how,  at  a  mo- 
ment, like  this,  smarting  as  I  am  under  the 
combined  effects  of  insult  and  disappoint- 
ment, I  can  turn  my  attention  to  a  matter 
of  tills  trifling  nature  ;  but  I  confess  to  you 
that  the  admission  of  this  uncivilized  ele- 
ment into  the  circle  of  my  family  inspires 
me  with  feelings  of  disgust,  not  unmixed 
with  terror ;  for  what  he  may  do  in  any 
access  of  fury  the  infernal  gods  alone  can 
say.  So  long  as  we  arc  here,  in  this  remote 
and  little-visited  town,  the  notice  he  at- 
tracks  is  confined  to  the  troop  of  street 
loungers  who  follow  him  ;  but  I  have  yet 
to  learn  how  we  are  ever  to  make  our  ap- 
pearance in  a  regular  city  in  his  company. 

Now  to  another  matter,  Tom,  and  the 
most  essential  of  all.  What  are  we  to  do 
for  money  ?  for,  whether  we  go  on  or  go 
back,  we  must  have  it.  I  haven't  the  heart 
to  go  over  the  accounts  ;  nor  would  it  put 
sixpence  more  in  my  pockets,  if  I  was  like 
Bahbage's  calculating  machine  !  Screw  up 
the  tenants,  and  make  them  pay  the  arrears. 
Healey  owes  us  at  least  two  hundred 
pounds.  Try  if  he  can't  pay  half.  See, 
besides,  if  you  cannot  find  a  teu'int  for  the 
place,  even  for  a  year.  This  Exhibition  in 
Dublin  will  fill  the  country  with  strangers, 
and  a  good  advertisement  of  Dodsborough, 
wil.h  an  account  of  the  '' shooting  and  fish- 
ing, capital  society,  and  two  packs  of 
hounds  in  the  neighborhood,"  might  take 
the  notice  of  some  aspiring  Cockney.  From 
what  I  see  in  the  papers,  Ireland  is  going 
to  be  the  fashion  this  summer.  I  sujjpose 
that  she  is  starved  down  to  the  pitch  to  be 
'Uhiii  and  genteel>''  and  that's  the  reason 
of  it. 

Tell  me  what  you  think  of  this  gi-eat  dis- 


I  play  of  "  industrial  products,"  as  they  call 
it.     Are  we  as  wonderful  as  the  Irish  pa. 

;  pers  say,  or  are  we  really  as  l)ackward  as 

'  the  Times  pronounces  us  t  My  own  notion 
is,  that  the  whole  thing  proceeds  on  a  mis- 

I  conception  of  the  country  and  its  caiiabilit- 

!  ies.  These  exhibitions  are  essentiallv  de- 
pendent on  manufacturing  skill  for  their 

I  excellence.  Now,  we  are  not  a  manufac- 
turing people.    We  are  agriculturalists,  and 

j  so  are  the  Yankees  ;  and,  consequently,  the 
utmost  we  can  do  is  to  show  off  the  clever 
inventions  and  cunning  products  of  our 
neighbors.  Writing,  as  I  do,  confidenti- 
ally to  yourself,  I  will  own,  too,  that  I  am 
not  one  of  those  sanguine  admirers  of  these 
raree-shows,  nor  do  I  see  in  them  the  seeds 
of  all  that  progress  that  others  prophesy. 
Looking  at  a  wonderful  mechanical  inven- 
tion will  no  more  teach  me  to  imitate  it, 
than  going  to  Batty's  Circus  will  enable 
me  to  jump  through  a  hoop,  or  ride  on 
my  head  !  Amusement,  pleasure,  interest, 
tliere  is  in  one  as  much  as  the  other ;  but 
as  for  any  educational  advantage,  Tom,  I 
don't  believe  in  it.  To  the  scientific  man 
these  things  are  all  familiar — to  the  peasant 
they  are  all  miraculous  ;  and  though  the 
Electric  Telegraph  be  really  a  wonderful 
thing,  after  one  sees  the  miracles  of  the 
Church  it  ceases  to  surprise  you  !  At  all 
events,  give  i^ie  some  account  of  the  place 
and  the  people  in  your  next,  and  write 
soon. 

I  have  kept  this  a  day  back,  hoping  to 
announce  James's  arrival  here,  but  up  to 
this  there  is  no  tidings  of  him. 

Yours,  ever  faithfully, 
Kenny  James  Dodd. 

P.  S. — I  find  now  that  this  town  is  rot  in 
Switzerland,  but  in  Baden,  for  the  police 
have  been  here  to  know  "who  we  are?" 
and  *'why  we  have  come  ?" — two  questions 
that  would  take  longer  to  answer  than  they 
suspect.  How  absurd  these  little  bits  of 
national  prejudice  sound,  when  the  symbol 
of  nationality  is  only  a  blue  post  or  a  white 
one,  and  no  geographical  limit  announces 
a  new  country.  Droll  enough,  too.  they 
are  mo,-t  importunate  in  their  inquiries 
after  James  ;  as  if  the  apj-earance  of  his 
name. in  the  passport  requires  that  he 
should  be  forthcoming  when  asked  for. 
Ah,  Tom  !  if  the  fellows  that  knocked  old 
Europe  about  in  '48  had  resolutely  set  their 
faces  against  these  stumbling-blocks  to  civ- 
ilizatiou — passports,  ])olice  spies,  town  dues, 
and  gate  imposts — they'd  have  won  the 
sympathies  of  millions,  who  do  not  care  a 
rush  about  Universal  Suffrage  and  the  Lib- 
erty of  the  Press — and  what  is  more,  the 


ZO'Z 


CHARLES  LEVERS    WORKS. 


concessions  conld  never  liave  been  revoked 
nor  recalled  ! 

To  myself,  individually,  the  system  pre- 
sents few  annoyances  ;  for  I  sit  serene  be- 
hind my  ignorance  of  all  continental  lan- 
guages, and  say  to  myself,  "  Touch  me  if 
you  dare."  J\rayl)0  they  half  suspect  the 
substance  of  my  meditations,  foi"  they  show 
the  greatest  deference  towards  my  condition 
of  passive  resistance.  The  Brigadier  has 
just  bowed  himself  out  of  the  room,  with 
what  sounded  like  a  hearty  curse,  biit  what 
Mary  Anne  assures  me  was  a  sincere  pro- 
testation of  his  sentiment  of  "high  con- 
sideration and  esteem."  And  now  to  dinner. 


LETTER  XLI. 

MARY  ANNE  DODD  TO  MISS  DOOLAN,  OF   BALLMJOOLAN. 

Constance  on  the  Lake. 

Dearest  Kitty, — With  what  rapture  do 
I  once  more  throw  myself  into  the  arms  of 
your  affection  !  How  devotedly  do  I  seek 
sanctuary  of  my  dearest  Kitty's  heart  !  It 
is  all  over,  my  sweet  friend — all  over  !  I 
see  you  start — your  cheek  is  bloodless,  and 
your  lips  tremble — but  reassure  yourself, 
Kitty,  and  hear  me.  If  there  be  anything 
against  which  I  am  weak  and  powerless — 
if  there  be  aught  in  life  to  oppose  which  I 
have  neither  strength  nor  energy — it  is  the 
reproach  of  one  I  love  !  Already  do  I  stand 
accused  before  you,  even  now  have  you  ar- 
rainged  me,  and  my  condemnation  is  trem- 
bling; on  your  lips.  Avow  it — own  it,  dear 
girl.  Your  heart,  at  least,  has  said  the 
words  of  my  sentence  :  *'  All  over  !  so  then 
Mary  Anne  has  jilted  him — changed  her 
mind  in  the  last  hour — trifled  with  his  af- 
fections, and  made  a  sport  of  his  feelings  " 
Yes,  such  is  the  charge  against  me  ;  and, 
trembling  as  I  stand  before  you,  I  syllable 
the  word  '"Guilty."  "  Guilty,  but  with 
extenuating  circumstances."  Be  calm  then, 
be  patient ;  and,  above  all,  be  merciful, 
while  I  plead  before  you. 

I  deny  nothing,  I  evade  nothing.  I  can- 
not even  pretend  that  my  altered  feelings 
originated  in  any  long  process  of  reason  or 
reflection.  I  will  not  affect  to  say  that  I 
struggled  against  conflicting  doubt's,  and 
only  yielded  when  powerless  to  resist  them. 
No,  dearest,  I  am  above  every  such  shallow 
artifice  ;  and  I  own  that  it  was  on  the  very 
morning  your  letter  arrived — at  the  mo- 
ment when  my  hot  tears  were  falling  over 
the  characters  traced  by  your  hand — as.  en- 
raptured, I  kissed  the  lines  that  breathed 
your  love — then  there  suddenly  broke  upon 


me  a  light  illumining  the  dark  horizon 
around  me.  Space  became  peopled  with 
forms  and  images,  voices  and  warnings 
floated  around  and  above  me,  and  as  I  read 
your  words — -'If,  then,  your  whole  heart 
be  his  " — I  trembled,  Kitty,  my  eyes  grew 
dim,  my'  bosom  heaved  in  agony,  and,  in 
my  heart-wrung  misery,  I  cried  aloud,  "Oh 
save  me  from  this  perfidy— save  me  from 
myself  ! " 

Save  that  the  letter  which  my  fingers 
grasped  convulsively  was  the  offspring  of 
friendshijD  and  not  of  love  betrayed,  the 
scene  was  precisely  like  that  which  closes 
the  second  act  of  the  "  Lucia  di  Lammer- 
moor."  Mamma,  the  Bai'on,  James,  even 
to  the  Priest,  all  were  there ;  and,  like 
Lucia,  dressed  in  my  bridal  robe,  the 
orange-flowers  in  my  hair,  and  such  a  love 
of  a  Brussels  veil  fastened  mantilla-wise  to 
the  back  of  the  head,  I  stood  pale,  trem- 
bling and  conscience-stricken  !  the  awful 
words  of  your  question  ringing  in  my  ears, 
like  the  voice  of  an  angel  come  to  call  me 
to  judgment,  '"If  your  whole  heart  be  his  !' 
But  it  is  not,"  cried  I,  aloud — "it  is  not — 
it  never  can  be  !  "  I  know  not  in  what  wild 
rhapsody  my  emotions  found  utterance.  I 
have  no  memory  of  that  gushing  cataract 
in  which  overwrought  feelings  found  their 
channel.  I  sj)oke  in  that  rapt  enthusiasm 
in  which,  as  we  are  told,  the  ancient  priest- 
esses delivered  their  dream-revealings,  for  I, 
too,  was  as  one  inspired,  as  agony  alone  can 
inspire.  Of  myself  I  know  nothing, but  I  have 
since  heard  that  the  scene  was  harrowing 
1^0  a  degree  that  no  words  can  conve5\  The 
Baron,  mounted  on  his  fastest  courser,  fled 
into  the  woods  ;  James,  spirited  on  by  some 
imagined  sense  of  injury,  thirsting  for  a 
vengeance  on  he  knew  not  Avhat  or  whom, 
pursued  him ;  Mamma  was  seized  with 
frantic  screaming  ;  and  even  Papa  himself, 
whose  lethargic  humor  stands  him  like  an 
arinor  of  proof — even  he  swore  and  im- 
precated in  a  manner  that  called  forth  a 
most  impressive  rebuke  from  the  chaplain* 

The  scene  changes — we  are  away  !  The 
castle  and  its  deep  woods  grow  dim  behind 
us ;  the  wild  mountains  of  the  Schwartz 
Wald  rise  before  and  around  us.  The  dark 
pines  wave  their  stately  tops,  the  wood- 
pigeon  cries  his  plaintive  note  ;  rocky  glen 
and  rugged  precipice,  foaming  waterfalls 
and  wooded  slopes,  pass  swiftly  by,  and  on 
Ave  hasten — on  and  on  ;  but,  with  all  our 
speed,  dark  brooding  care  can  still  outstrip 
us,  and  sorrow  follows  faster  than  the  wind. 

We  arrived  at  Constance  by  midnight, 
when  I  soon  betook  me  to  bed,  and  cried 
myself  to  sleep.  Sweet — sweet  tears  were 
they,  flowing  like  the  crystal  drops   from 
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the  murgin  of  an  overcharged  fountain  ;  for 
such  was  tlie  heart  of  your  afflicted  Mary 
Anne. 

It  is  not  by  any  casuistry  al^out  tlie  in- 
justice I  should  have  done,  had  I  bestowed 
a  moiety  where  I  had  promised  a  whole 
heart.  It  is  not  by  any  pretence  that  I  felt 
this  to  be  an  unworthy  artifice,  that  I  now 
appeal  to  your  merciful  consideration.  It 
is  simply  as  one  suddenly  awakened  to  the 
terrible  conviction  that  she  cannot  be  loved 
as  she  is  cajjable  of  loving  ;  or,  in  other 
words,  that  she  despairs  of  ever  inspiring 
that  passion  which  alone  could  requite  her 
for  the  agony  of  love.  Oh,  Kitty,  it  is  an 
agony,  and  such  a  one  as  no  torture  of  hu- 
man wickedness  ever  equaled.  May  you 
never  foci  it  in  that  intensity  of  sulfering 
which  is  alike  its  ecstasy  and  its  woe. 

Do  not  reproach  me,  Kitty  :  my  heart 
has  already  done  so,  bitterly —  terribly  ! 
Arain  and  again  have  I  asked  myself, 
"Who,  and  what  are  you,  that  dare  to  re- 
ject rank,  wealth,  station,  glorious  lineage, 
and  a  noble  name  ?  If  these  and  t'.ie  most 
devoted  love  cannot  move  you,  what  are 
the  ambitions  that  rise  before  you  ?  "  Over 
and  over  do  I  interrogate  myself  thus,  and 
yet  the  only  reply  is,  a  heart-heaved  sigh — 
"the  spirit-wrung  voice  of  inward  suffering  ! 
You,  dearest,  who  know  your  friend,  will 
not  accuse  her  of  exaggerated  or  over- 
wrought vanity.  None  so  well  as  you  are 
aware  that  these  are  not  my  characteristic 
failings. 

An  excess  of  humility  may  depreciate 
me,  even  to  the  lowliest  condition  of  hum- 
ble fortune  ;  and  if  happiness  bo  but  there, 
I  will  not  deem  the  choice  a  mean  one  ! 
You  will  judge  of  the  sincerity  of  my 
words,  when  I  tell  you  that  I  have  just 
been  unpacking  all  my  things,  and  })utting 
^them  away  in  drawers  and  wardrobes  ;  and 
oh,  Kitty,  if  you  could  but  see  them  !  Pa[)a 
was  really  splendid,  and  allowed  me  to  or- 
der everything  I  could  fancy.  Of  course  his 
generosity  fettered  rather  than  stimulated 
my  extravagance,  so  that  I  merely  took  the 
absolute  nccessaire.  Of  those  I  may  men- 
tion two  cashmeres  and  three  Brussels 
scarfs,  one  a  perfect  love  ;  twelve  morning, 
eighteen  evening  dresses,  of  which  one  for 
the  altar  is  covered  with  Videnciennes, 
looped  up  with  pearls  and  brilliants  ;  the 
corsage  ornamented  down  the  front  with  a 
bouquet  of  the  same  stones,  arranged  to  rep- 
resent lilies  of  the  valley,  with  dewdrops — 
a  pretty  device,  and  quite  simjde,  to  suit 
the  occasion.  The  presentation  robe  is  ac- 
tually magnificent,  and  only  needs  a  dia- 
mond parure  to  be  queenly.  How  I  dote, 
too,  on  these  dear  little  bonnets.      I  never 


weary  of  trying  them  on  :  they  sit  so  co- 
quettish ly  on  the  back  of  the  liead,  and 
make  one  look  sly  and  modest,  and  gentle 
and  saucy,  all  at  once  !  In  this  walk  of  art 
the  French  are  incomparably  above  us. 
Dress  with  them  observes  all  tne  harmony 
of  color  and  the  keeping  of  a  great  picture. 
No  lilac  bonnets  and  blue  shawls — no  scar- 
lets and  pinks  alternately  killing  and  mar- 
ring each  other — none  of  that  false  heraldry 
of  costume  by  which  your  Englishwoman 
displays  lier  vulgar  wealth  and  ill-assorted 
finery.  All  is  graceful,  well  toned,  and 
harmonious.  Your  mise  is,  so  to  sa\',  the 
declaration  of  your  sentiments,  just  as  the 
signal  of  a  man-of-war  proclaims  her  in- 
tention ;  and  liow  ingenious  to  think  that 
your  stately  cashmere  suggests  homage, 
your  ermined  mantle,  watchful  devotion, 
your  muslin  peignoir,  confidence  and  inti- 
mate intercourse. 

Now,  your  "English  "  must  looli  all  these 
to  be  intelligible,  and  constantly  converts 
herself  into  a  great  staring,  ogling,  leering 
machine,  very  shocking  to  contemjilate. 

I  need  scarcely  remark  to  you,  dearest, 
that  the  step  I  have  just  taken  has  made 
my  position  in  the  family  like  that  of  the 
young  lady  who  refused  Louis  Napoleon 
before  Europe.  Our  situations,  if  you 
come  to  consider  them,  are  v.onderfully 
alike  ;  and  there  are  extraordinary  points 
of  resemblance  between  the  genlemeii,  to 
which  I  cannot  at  present  more  fully  al- 
lude. The  ungenerous  observations  and 
slighting  allusions  to  Avhich  I  am  exposed 
would  actually  wring  your  heart.  Even 
James  remarked  that  the  whole  affair  re- 
minded him  of  Joe  Hudson,  who,  after  ac- 
cepting an  Indian  ajiiiointment,  refused  to 
sail  when  he  h;id  obtained  the  outfit, 
"^lary  Anne  only  Avanted  the  kit,'' av;is 
the  vulgiir  impertinence  by  which  he  clo.-ed 
this  piece  of  flattery  ;  and  this  was  in  allu- 
sion to  tlie  trousseau  !  Men  are  so  shallow, 
so  meanly  minded,  Kitty,  and,  above  all, 
so  ungenerous  in  the  measure  of  our  mo- 
tives. Tliey  really  think  that  we  value 
dress  for  itself,  and  not  as  a  means,  to  an 
end --that  end  being  their  own  subjection  I 
Mamnui,  I  must  sav,  \f  truly  kind  ;  she  re- 
grets, naturally  enough  you'will  think,  the 
loss  of  a  grcat^dliance.  '  She  had  pictured 
to  hersolf  the  quartering  of  the  M'Carthys 
with  thehouseof  W ,  and  ranged  in  im- 
agination over  various  remote,  but  ambiti- 
ous contingencies  ;  but,  with  true  maternal 
affection,  she  has  effaced  all  these  memories 
from  her  heart,  only  to  think  of  me  and  of 
my  emotions.  I  have  also  been  able  to  sup- 
ply her  with  a  consolation,  no  less  great 
than  unexpected,  in  this  wise  :  papa,  from 
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one  cause  or  other,  had  been  of  late  seri- 
ously nieditathig  a  return  to  Ireland  ;  I 
shame  to  say.  Kitty,  that  he  never  valued, 
never  understood  the  Continent  ;  its  hab- 
its, its  ways,  and  its  Avines,  all  disagreed 
T.ith  him  ;  financial  reasons,  too,  influ- 
enced him  ;  for  somehow,  up  to  this,  we 
have  been  forced  to  overlook  the  claims  of 
economy,  and  only  regard  those  which  refer 
to  the  station  we  are  to  maintain  in  society. 
Now,  from  all  these  causes,  he  had  brought 
himself  to  think  the  only  safety  lay  in  a 
speedy  retreat  !  Mamma  had  ascertained 
this  beyond  a  doubt  by  some  passages  in 
]\[r.  Purcell's  letters  to  papa ;  how  ol^tained 
I  know  not.  From  these  she  gathered  that 
at  any  moment  he  was  capable  of  abandon- 
ing the  campaign,  and  embarking  the  whole 
army  !  The  misery  such  a  course  would 
entail  upon  us  I  have  no  need  to  enlarge 
upon  ;  nor  could  I,  if  I  tried,  find  words 
to  depict  the  condition  of  suffering  that 
wound  be  ours  if  again  domesticated  in  that 
dreadful  island.  Forgive  me,  dearest,  if  I 
would  one  susceptibility  of  your  tender 
heart — I  would  not  ruffle  even  a  rose-leaf 
of  your  gentle  nature  ;  but  I  cannot  refrain 
from  saying  that  Ireland  is  very  dreadful  ! 
Philosophers  affect  to  tell  us,  Kitty,  that 
from  the  chemical  properties  of  meteoric  j 
stones  we  can  predicate  the  nature  of  the  | 
planets  from  which  they  have  fallen  ;  and  : 
the  most  ingenious  theories  as  to  the  struc- 
ture, size,  and  confirmation  of  their  bodies 
are  built  upon  such  slender  materials. 
Now,  would  it  be  too  wide  a  stretch  of  in- 
genuity to  apply  this  theory  to  home  af- 
fairs, and  argue,  from  the  specimen  one 
sees  of  the  dear  country,  what  must  be 
the  land  that  has  reared  them  ?  And  oh, 
Kitty,  if  so,  what  a  sentence  we  should  be 
condemned  to  pass  ! 

But  to  the  consolation  of  which  I  spoke, 
and  which  in  this  diversion  I  was  nigh  for- 
getting. Papa,  as  I  mentioned,  was  bent 
on  going  home  ;  and  now  these  costly  prep- 
arations of  wedding  finery  offer  the  means 
of  opposing  him,  for  of  what  use  could  they 
possibly  be  at  Dodsborough,  Kitty  ?  To 
what  end  that  enormous  outlay,  if  brought 
back  to  the  regions  of  Bruff  ?  Here  isan 
expensive  armament— all  the  mcUiricl  of  a 
campaign  provided  ;  who  would  counsel  the 
consigning  it  to  rust  and  decay  ?  who 
would  advise  giving  over  to  moths  what 
might  be  made  the  adornment  of  some 
brilliant  capital  ?  Whether  we  consider 
the  question  morally,  financially,  or  strat- 
egically, we  arrive  at  the  same  conclusion. 
Such  a  display  as  this,  if  exhibited  at  home, 
would  revolutionize  the  whole  neighbor- 
hood,  disgust    them    with    home  -  grown 


I  gowns  and  bonnets,  and  lead  to  irrepres- 
!  sible  extravagance,  debt,  and  ruin.  So  far 
for  moral  considerations.  Financially,  the 
!  cost  is  incurred,  and  It  only  remains  to 
I  make  the  outlay  profitable  ;  this,  it  is  need- 
I  less  to  say,  cannot  be  done  at  Dodsborough. 
:  And  now  for  the  strategy,  the  tactical  part, 
i  Kitty.  We  all  know,  that  whenever  a  mar- 
riage is  broken  off,  scandal  seizes  the  occa- 
sion for  any  reports  she  likes  to  circulate, 
and  tb.e  gO(jd-natured  world  always  agrees 
in  condemning  "the  Lady."  If  her  char- 
acter or  conduct  be  unimpeachable,  then 
they  make  searches  as  to  her  temper^  She 
was  a  termagant,  that  ruled  her  whoif;  fam- 
ily, scolded  her  sisters,  bullied  her  brothers, 
and  was  the  terror  of  every  one.  If  this 
indictment  cannot  be  sustained,  they  find  a 
flaw  in  her  fortune  ;  her  twenty  thousand 
was  "  only  ten  ;  "  ten,  Irish  currency  ;  per- 
haps on  an  Irish  mortgage  of  an  Irish  prop- 
erty, mayhap  charged  with  Heaven  laiows 
what  of  annuities  to  Irish  relations  !  Now, 
Kitty,  it  is  essential  to  avoid  every  one  of 
these  evil  imputations,  and  I  have  supplied 
Mamma  with  so  good  a  brief  in  the  cause, 
£0  carefully  drawn  up,  and  so  well  argued, 
that  I  don't  think  Papa  will  let  the  case  go 
to  a  jury,  or,  in  other  words,  that  he  will 
give  in  his  submission  at  once.  I  have 
much  more  to  tell  you,  and  will  write 
again  to-morrow. 

Ever  yours  in  affection, 

Mary  Anne  Dodd. 


LETTER  XLIL 

MARY  AN:^E  dodd  TO  MISS  DOOLAN,  OF  BALLT- 
DOOLAN. 

Lake  of  Constance. 

]\Iy  dearest  Kitty,  —  True  to  my 
pledge,  I  sit  down  to  continue  the  revel- 
ations, the  first  volume  of  which  is  already 
before  you  ;  and,  as  I  left  off  in  a  chapter 
of  "desagreables,*'  let  me  finish  the  theme 
ere  I  proceed  to  pleasanter  paths  and  greener 
pastures. 

Betty  Cobb  has  gone  and  taken  to  her- 
self a  husband  ;  and  such  a  husband  as 
really  I  did  not  fancy  could  be  found 
nearer  us  than  the  AVaterkloof,  if  that  be 
the  correct  spelling  of  the  pleasant  local- 
itv  in  Koffirland,  where  some  of  the  some- 
thing— Fifth  or  Eight — are  always  getting 
surjn'ised  and  cut  to  pieces.  The  creature 
is  a  swineherd — one  of  those  dreadful  semi- 
savages  that  Germany  rears  out  of  respect 
to  its  ancient  traditions  about  wood  demons 
and  kobolds.     So  terrific  an  object  I  never 
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beheld,  anrl  his  ''get  np,"  as  James  would 
call  it,  equals  his  natural  adviintages. 

You  may  remember  the  wretehes  who 
are  thrusting  the  ])a.gG  into  the  furnace  in 
Retsch's  illustrations  of  Schiller's  poem, 
^'  Der  Gang  auf  den  Eisenhammer  " — one  of 
these  is  a  tlattering  likeness  of  iiini.  Hetty, 
however,  whose  taste  in  manly  l)eauty  is  not 
formed  on  the  Antinous  model,  Ix'lieves 
him  to  be  perfection.  At  all  events,  no 
promise  of  double  wages,  presents,  or  other 
seductions,  could  warp  lier  allegiance  from 
this  seductive  object ;  and  as  Mamma 
stuldenly  discovered  that  she  was  quite  in- 
dispensable to  her,  the  consequence  is,  that 
we  have  to  accept  the  company  and  com- 
panionship of  the  graceful  "Taddy,"  who 
is  now  part  of  our  legation  as  a  swineherd 
unattached.  You  must  know,  Kitty,  that 
these  worthy  ]ieople,  who  are  brought  up 
from  infancy  to  regard  pigs  as  the  most 
important  part  of  the  creation,  are  im- 
pressed with  a  profound  contempt  for  the 
human  species — that  all  their  habits  are 
imbued  with  swinish  tastes,  modes,  and 
prejudices— that  they  love  to  live  in 
woods,  sleep  on  the  ground,  and  grunt 
their  sentiments,  when  they  have  any. 
Whether  these  be  the  characteristics  of 
conjugalism,  or,  the  features  which,  as 
the  book  says,  ''make  home  happy,"  time 
and  Betty  alone  can  tell.  I  must  say  that 
fear  and  disgust  are,  for  the  present,  the 
impressions  his  appearance  suggests  to 
me,  but  Betty  is  clearly  of  a  different 
mind. 

Meanwhile,  as  regards  ourselves,  he  is 
really  a  most  embarrassing  clement  of  the 
state.  He  is  totally  unacquainted  with  all 
laws,  divine  and  human,  and  only  suffi- 
ciently gifted  with  speech  to  convey  his 
commonest  wishes  ;  and,  from  what  I  can 
learn,  Caspar  liauser  Avas  a  man  of  the 
world  in  comparison  to  him.  Papa  is,  of 
course,  frantic  at  the  thought  of  his  per- 
taining to  us — but  what  is  to  be  done  ? 
Betty  has  declared  that  she  will  follow  him 
to  Jericho ;  by  which  she  means  to  some 
fabulous  land  of  unreal  geography  ;  and 
Mamma  will  not  part  with  Betty.  To- 
morrow, or  next  day,  I  expect  to  hear  that 
Taddy  protests  he  can't  live  without  his 
pigs,  and  that  a  legion  of  swine  become 
part  of  our  traveling  equijtment.  ^  Already 
has  his  ]iresence  on  our  statf  called  for  the 
attention  of  the  authorities,  who  are,  very 
natunilly,  curious  to  know  what  we  mean 
by  such  a  functionary.  Pa])a,  on  his  side, 
tliinks  its  part  of  an  Englishman's  birth- 
right to  resist,  oppose,  and  torment  the 
police  ;  and,  of  course,  will  give  no  infor- 
mation whatever  as  to  mIiv  he  is  here,  but 


avows  his  determination  to  retain  him  in 
his  service  just  on  that  account. 

These  com>)lications — to  give  them  a 
mild  name — have  so  absorbed  me,  that  I 
have  forgotten  to  tell  you  ahout  our  ))re8- 
ent  pluce  of  sojourn.  The  Lake  of  Con- 
stiiiu-e  sounds  pretty,  dearest.  It  seems  to 
iuldi'css  itself  at  once  to  our  sense  of  the 
beautiful,  and  our  moral  attachment  to 
the  true.  As  we  approached  it,  I  looked 
eagerly  from  tlie  carriage,  at  each  tuining 
of  the  mountain  road,  for  some  glimpses  of 
the  scenery  ;  but  night  fell  suddenly,  and 
closed  all  in  darkness.  Early  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning  I  aroi^e,  and  taking  Augus- 
tine wi'h  my  sketch-book,  hurried  down  to 
the  border  of  the  lake  ;  for  our  most  quaint 
and  ancient  *'  hostelry  "  stands  in  the  very- 
center  of  the  town,  and  fullv  fifteen  min- 
utes' walk  from  the  water.  \Ve  reached  it 
suddenly,  on  turning  the  angle  of  a  narrow 
lane,  and  came  out  upon  a  small  stone  pier 
projecting  into  the  water,  and  this  was  the 
lake — the  Lake  of  Constance  !  Only  think, 
Kitty,  of  a  great  wide  expanse  of  bleak  wa- 
ter, with  low  shores  ;  no  glaciers,  no  alps, 
no  sublimity  !  I  could  have  cried  with 
disappointment.  The  cu.?tom-house  peo- 
ple—very nice-looking  men,  with  a  becom- 
ing uniform  of  green  and  gold — assured 
me  that  at  tlie  upper  end  of  the  lake  I 
should  see  the  mountains  of  the  Vorarl- 
bcrg,  and  also  the  range  of  the  Swiss  Alps, 
and  have  abundant  material  for  my  pencil. 
Meanwhile,  they  made  and  old  l)oatman  sit 
while  I  sketched  him  ;  he  was  mending  his 
net,  and  with  his  long  blue  nightcap,  and 
scarf  of  the  same  color,  his  "snow-white 
beard,  and  fine  Eembrandt  color,  he  really 
made  a  charming  study.  The  chief  officer 
of  the  customs — a  remarkably  handsome 
man,  with  the  very  blackest  moustaches — 
was  in  downright  enthusiasm  at  the  suc- 
cess of  my  little  sketch  ;  and  really,  as  it 
was  nttcily  valueless,  I  could  not  resist 
\ugustine'"s  entreaty  to  tear  it  out  of  my 
book  and  give  it  to  him. 

You  can't  think,  Kitty,  with  what  a 
graceful  mixture  of  gratitude  and  dignity 
lie  accepted  my  worthless  present,  lie 
might,  so  far  as  breeding  went,  have  been 
a  captain  of  hussars.  He  acconij-anied  us 
all  the  way  back  to  the  hotel,  having  pre- 
viously placed  his  boat  and  his  Imat's  crew 
at  my  disposal  during  our  stay  here.  Ah, 
Kitty,  what  a  charm  there  is  in  the  ami- 
able tone  of  foreigner!  How  striking  the 
contrast  between  their  cultivated  politeness 
and  the  rude  barbsu-ism  of  our  own  people! 
Fancy  for  a  moment  what  is  our  home  no- 
tion of  a  custom-house  oflicial  ! — a  shabby- 
genteel  individual,  with  a  week's  beard  and 
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a  brandj-aiul-wator-cye,   that   pokes   into ; 
your     trunk     after     t'rencli     gloves,    and  [ 
searches   your  ■  brother's   pocket    for    che-  i 
roots.     Imagine  him   beside  one  of  tlicse 
magnificently  dressed  aud  really  splendid- 
looking  men,  with  all  the  air  of  an  aide-de- 
camp to  the  Queen  !     How  naturally  we  i 
are  led  to  estimate  the  style  in  which  peo- 
ple live  by  the  dress  and  appointment  of 
their  household  ;  and  should  we  not  pass  a 
similar   judgment   on   states,    and    argue,  1 
from  the  appropriate  costume  of  the  func- 
tionaries, to  their  own   completeness  and 
perfection  of  system  ? 

I  said  notliing  to  Mamma  of  our  newly 
made  acquaintance  ;  for  as  I  entered  the 
inn  I  learned  that  James  and  another  gen- 
tleman had  just  arrived,  but  so  tired  and 
fatigued,  that  they  both  had  given  orders 
that  they  should  not  be  disturbed  on  any 
account.  You  may  be  sure,  Kitty,  I  was 
intensely  curious  to  knowAvho  the  stranger 
was  ;  but  all  my  inquiries  were  only  so 
many  additional  provocatives  to  my  eager- 
ness, without  any  satisfaction  !  I  learned, 
indeed,  that  he  was  young,  handsome,  tall, 
and  spoke  French  and  German  fluently ;  so 
much  so,  indeed,  that  the  waiter  hesitated 
whether  to  call  him  Engltsh  or  not !  James 
and  his  fellow-traveler  had  arrived  by  the 
diligence  from  Schaffhausen,  so  that  there 
was  really  nothing  by  which  we  could  catch 
a  clue  to  his  friend  ;  and  I  was  left  to  my 
patience  and  my  conjectures  till  brealcfast 
time. 

I  own  to  you,  Kitty,  the  trial  was  toe 
much  for  my  nerves,  overstrung  as  they 
have  been '  by  late  events.  I  fancied  a 
thousand  things.  I  imagined  incidents, 
events,  casual ities,  of  which,  even  to  you, 
dearest,  I  cannot  give  the  interpretation. 
Unable,  at  last,  to  resist  the  Avorking  of  a 
curiosity  that  had  risen  to  a  torture,  I 
took  the  resolution  to  awake  James,  and 
ask  who  was  his  friend,  I  traversed  the 
corridor  with  stealthy  footsteps,  and  sought 
out  the  number  of  his  room.  It  was  43, 
the  waiter  said,  and  the  last  on  the  gallery; 
and  so  I  found  it.  I  turned  the  handle 
noiselessly,  and  entered.  The  window- 
curtains  were  closely  drawn,  and  all  was 
in  deep  shadow  In  one  corner  of  the 
chamber  stood  the  bed,  from  which  the 
deep  respirations  of  the  sleeper  issued  ;  and, 
poor  fellow,  it  must  have  been  more  than 
common  fatigue  and  weariness  that  could 
have  caused  such  sounds.  As  with  cat-like 
stillness  I  stole  across  the  chamber,  my 
eyeS;  growing  accustomed  to  the  dim  half- 
light,  began  to  di.scovcr  objects  on  each  side 
of  me.  For  instance,  I  perceived  a  splen- 
did  dressing-gown  of   amber-colored  silk, 


lined  with  pale  bhie,  and  gorgeously  em- 
broidered ;  a  cap  of  the  same  colors,  Avith 
a  silver  tassel  of  a  foot  in  length,  lay  beside 
it.  Slippers  of  costly  embroidery  in  silver 
thread,  and  a  mosu  magnificent  meer- 
schaum, with  a  mounting  of  gold  and 
nibies,  was  on  the  table,  beside  a  pair  of 
pistols,  whose  carved  stocks  were  inlaid 
with  a  tracery  of  the  finest  workmanship. 
These  I  knew  to  be  James's,  for  I  had  seen 
them  with  him  ;  and  there  were  various 
other  articles  equally  splendid  and  costly, 
all  new  to  me — such  as  card-cases,  tablets, 
cigar-holders,  and  a  most  gorgeous  dress- 
ing-case of  gold  and  Bohemian  glass,  from 
which,  reall}',  I  could  scarcely  tear  myself 
away.  I  was  well  aware  that  James  had 
set  no  limit  to  his  personal  extravagance  ; 
but  these,  and  the  display  of  rings,  pins, 
buttons,  shirt-studs,  chains  and  trinkets  of 
all  kinds,  perfectly  astounded  me.  And 
here  let  me  remark,  Kitty,  that  the  young 
men  of  the  present  day  far  exceed  us  in  all 
that  pertains  to  this  taste  for  oroamental 
jewelry.  As  my  eyes  ranged  over  these 
attractive  and  beautiful  objects,  I  was  par- 
ticularly struck  with  an  opal  brooch,  repre- 
senting a  jjarrot  in  the  midst  of  palm-leaves. 
It  was  a  most  beautiful  piece  of  enamel 
work,  studded  witii  gems  of  every  brilliant 
hue. 

It  was,  as  you  may  imagine,  far  too  pretty 
for  a  man's  wear,  and  I  resolved  to  profit 
by  the  occasion,  to  appropriate,  or,  as  the 
Americans  say,  to  ''annex,'"  it  to  my  own 
possessions.  I  had  just  fastened  it  in  the 
front  of  my  dress,  when  the  handle  of  the 
door  turned,  aud — oh,  Kitty  !  conceive  my 
agony  as  I  heard  James's  voice  speaking 
from  without !  It  was  therefore  not  Ids 
chamber  where  I  was  standing,  nor  could 
the  sleeper  be  he  !  Escape  and  concealment 
were  my  first  thought,  and  I  sprang  behind 
a  screen  at  the  very  moment  the  door 
opened.  Should  I  live  a  hundred  years,  I 
shall  never  cease  to  remember  the  intense 
misery  of  that  moment.  You  need  only 
picture  my  situation  to  your  own  mind,  to 
see  how  distressing  it  must  have  been.  The 
certainty  of  being  discovered  if  I  made  the 
slightest  noise  saved  me  from  fainting,  but 
I  almost  fancied  that  the  loud  beating  cf 
my  heart  might  have  betrayed  me. 

James  eame  in  without  any  peculiar  def- 
erence for  the  sleeper's  nei-\TS,  and,  upset- 
ting a  chair  or  two,  stumbled  across  the 
room  towards  the  bed,  on  which  he  seated 
himself,  calling  out  "George — Tiverton — 
old  fellow  !  don't  you  mean  tagetupat  all, 
to-day  ?  " 

Oh,  Kitty  !  fancy  my  trembling  terror  as 
I  heard  that  I  was  in  the  chamber  of  Lord 
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George  Tiverton.     Tho  very  utmost  I  could  | 
do  was  to  refrain  from  a  scream  ;  nor  do  I 
now  know  liow  I  succeeded   in   i-epressing 
it. 

It  was  not  till  after  repeated  cfTorts  that 
James  succeeded  in  awaking  his  friend,  wlio 
at  length,  Avith  a  long-drawn  sigh,  ex- 
claimed, "  By  Jove,  Jemmy!  Tin  glad  you 
routed  me  up.  I've  iiad  a  horrid  dream. 
Only  think,  I  imagined  that  I  was  still  in 
the llousc  of  Lords  listening  to  that  con- 
founded case !  I  fancied  that  .Scratchley 
was  addressing  their  Lordships  in  reply, 
and  pledging  himself  to  show  that  gross 
neglect,  and  even  cruelty,  could  be  proved 
against  me.  The  old  scoundrel's  harsh  voice 
is  still  ringing  in  my  ears,  and  I  hear  him 
tearing  me  to  very  tatters  !" 

"Was  there  anything  of  that  sort  ?  "  said 
James,  as  ho  struck  a  light  for  his  cigar  and 
began  smoking. 

"  Why,  I  must  sa}'^,  he  was  7iot  compli- 
mentary. These  fellows,  you  are  aware, 
have  a  vocabulary  of  their  own,  and  when 
setting  up  a  defense  for  a  pretty  woman, 
married  at  seventeen,  they  pitch  into  one's 
little  frailties  at  a  very  cruel  rate.  Not 
exactly  that  the  narrative  is  very  detrimen- 
tal to  a  man's  future  prospects  ;  what  real- 
ly damages  you  is  what  they  call  cruelty, 
and  your  wife's  maid — particularly  if  she 
be  a  Frenchwoman  —  can  alwavs  prove 
this." 

** Indeed!"  exclaimed  James,  in  some 
astonishment. 

"  To  be  sure  she  can.  Why,  everything 
that  thwarts  her    mistress   in   anything — 

food,  bad,  or  indifferent — is  cruelty  in  the 
"rench  sense.  You  are  rather  given  to  fast 
acquaintances ;  you  bring  home  with  you 
to  sujiper,  some  three  or  four  times  a  week, 
detachments  of  that  respectable  company 
one  meets  at  Tattersall's  Yard,  or  in  the 
Turf  Club  ;  chicken  hazard  and  the  coulis- 
ses of  the  Opera  are  amongst  your  weak 
nesses  ;  you  have  a  taste  for  sport,  and 
would  rather  take  the  odds  against  the 
favorite  than  lay  out  your  spare  cash  at 
Howell  and  James's.  That's  cruelty  1  when 
regularly  dome  up  in  town,  you  make  a 
bolt  for  Boulogne,  or  rush  down  to  your 
!:hooting-box  in  the  Highlands.  That's 
more  cruelty,  and  neglect  besides  !  Terribly 
]n-essed  for  money,  you  try  to  bully  your 
wife's  uncle,  one  of  the  trustees  to  her 
settlement,  and  threaten  to  kick  him  down 
stairs.  Gross  cruelty  !  Harder  up  again, 
you  pledge  her  diamonds.  Shocking  cruelty ! 
Cleared  out  and  sold  up,  you  suggest  the 
pro])riety  of  her  sending  away  the  French 
mil  id,  and  traveling  up  to  Paris  alone. 
That's  monstrous  cruelty  1     And,  in  fact. 


all  together  establish  a  clear  jurisdiction 
for  anything  that  may  befall  you.  Besides 
this,  Jemmy,  if  you  marry  a  girl  of  good 
family,  she  is  sure  to  have  either  a  father, 
an  uncle,  or  a  brother,  or  perhaps  some 
three  or  four  cousins  in  the  Lords  :  now, 
whatever  comes  off,  they  oppose  your  bill, 
and  as  their  Lordshij)S  only  want  to  hear 
your  story,  to  listen  to  the  piquant  nari-a- 
tive  of  domestic  dilTerences  and  conjugal 
jarrings,  nobody  cares  a  straw  whether  you 
succeed  or  not.     Give  me  a  light,  Jem." 

They  both  continued  to  pufl  their  cigars 
for  some  time  in  silence,  during  which  my 
sufferings  rose  to  absolute  torture,  for,  in 
addition  to  the  shocking  circumstances  of 
my  own  situation,  was  now  the  fact  of  my 
having  overheard  a  most  private  conversa- 
tion. 

"Sothoy  threw  out  your  bill  ?"  asked 
James,  after  a  ])ause. 

"  Deferred  judgment !  "  replied  the  other, 
puffing,  "  which  comes  to  pretty  nigh  .the 
same  thing.  Asked  for  further  .evidence, 
ex])lanation3  what  not ! — Cursed  cigars  ! 
don't  draw  at  all." 

"  They're  Bollard's  best  Hayanahs.'' 

*'  Well,  perhaps  I've  been  unlucky  in  my 
choice  ;  if  so,  it's  not  the  first  time,  Jem  ;" 
and  he  laughed  heartily  at  the  notion.  "  I 
say,  take  care  and  don't  say  anything  about 
this  affair  of  mine." 

"  Btit  it  will  be  in  all  the  papers.  The 
Times  will  give  it  to-morrow  or  next  day.'' 

''Xot  a  bit  of  it — had  a  private  hearing, 
old  fellow.  Too  many  good  names  com- 
promised to  have  the  thing  made  town 
talk — you  understand." 

"  Ah,  that's  it !  "  said  James. 

'*Yes,  it's  one  of  the  few  privileges  re- 
maining to  what  Lord  Grey  ctdls  'our  or- 
der,' except,  perhaps,  the  judgments  of  the 
London  ]\Iagistrates.  To  do  them  justice, 
the  fellows  do  know  .wliat  a  Lord  is,  and 
'  they  act  accordingly.'  There  it's  out  at 
last" — and  he  threw  away  his  cigar — "and 
I  suppose  I  may  as  well  think  of  gettingup. 
Just  draw  that  curtain,  Jem,  and  open  the 
shutter." 

Oh,  Kitty  dearest,  can  you  form  to  your- 
self any  idea  of  my  situation  !  James  had 
already  risen  from  the  bedside,  and  was 
groping  his  way  to  the  window.  Another 
moment,  and  a  ilood  of  light  would  pour 
into  the  room  and  inevitably  discover  me. 
My  agitation  almost  choked  me  :  it  was 
like  a  sense  of  drowning,  and  at  the  same 
time  accompanied  by  the  terrible  thought 
that  I  must  not  dare  to  cry  for  succor. 
James  was  busy  with  the  button  of  the  win- 
dow-fastening —  another  instant  and  it 
would  be  too  late  — and  with  the  energy  of 


208 


CHARLES  LEVERS  WORKS. 


nfctor  despair  I  ppranp;  from  hchind  the  \ 
screen,  and  then,  pushing  it  with  all  my  j 
force,  npset  it  over  the  toilet-table,  the  i 
whole  tumbling  against  James  with  a  hor- 
rid crash,  and  laying  him  prostrate  beneath 
the  ruins.  I  dashed  from  the  room  with 
the  si)eed  of  lightning  ;  I  know  not  how  I 
flew  along  the  gallery,  up  the  stairs,  and 
gained  my  own  chamber,  but,  as  I  turned 
the  key  niside,  all  consciousness  left  me, 
and  I  fell  fainting  on  the  floor.  The  noise 
ol  many  footsteps  on  the  corridor  outside, 
and  the  sound  of  voices,  aroused  me.  The 
iragments  I  could  collect  showed  me  that 
all  were  discussing  the  late  catastrophe,  and 
none  able  to  explain  it.  Oh,  Kitty,  what 
a  gush  of  delight  rushed  through  me  to 
hear  that  I  had  escaped  unseen,  unknown, 
unsuspected  ! 

The  genei'al  voice  attributed  the  accident 
to  James's  awkwardness,  and  I  could  per- 
ceive that  he  had  not  escaped  without  some 
bruises. 

It  was  a  long  time,  too,  ere  I  could  turn 
my  thoughts  from  my  late  peril  to  think  of 
the  strange  revelation  I  had  been  witness 
to  ;  nor  was  it  witliout  a  certain  shock  to 
my  feelings  that  I  learned  Lord  George  was 
married.  Ilis  attentions  to  me  were  cer- 
tainly particular,  Kitty,  No  girl,  with  any 
knowledge  of  life,  makes  any  mistake  on 
the  subject,  because,  if  she  entertains  a 
doubt,  she  knows  how  at  once  to  resolve  it, 
by  tests  as  unerring  as  those  a  chemist  em- 
ploys to  discover  arsenic. 

Now,  I  had  submitted  him  to  one  or  two  of 
these  at  times,  and  they  all  show^ed  him  to 
be  ^'infallibly  affected."  With  what  a 
sense  of  disappointment,  then,  was  I  to  hear 
that  he  was  already  married,  the  only  alle- 
viation being  tliat  he  was  seeking  to  dis- 
solve the  tic  !  Poor  fellow  !  how  completely 
•did  this  unhappy  circumstance  explain 
many  expressions  whose  meaning  had  hith- 
erto puzzled  me  !  IIow  I  saw  through  the 
clouds  and  mists  that  once  obscured  the  at- 
'mosphere  of  my  hopes  !  And  how  readily 
did  I  forgive  him  for  vacillation  and  uncer- 
tainty, which  before  had  often  distressed 
and  displeased  me.  Until  free,  it  was  of 
course  impossible  that  he  could  avow  his 
sentiments  undisgtiisedly,  and  now  I  recog- 
nized the  noble  character  of  the  struggle 
that  he  had  maintained  with  liimself.  Oh, 
Kitty,  it  is  not  only  that  ''the  course  of 
true  love  never  did  run  smooth,"  but  it 
really  could  not  be  true  love  if  it  did  so. 
The  sluggish  stream  of  common  affection 
flows  lazily  along  ])etween  the  muddy  banks 
and  sedgy  sides  of  ordinary  life,  but  the 
boiling  torrent  of  passionate  love  requires 
the  rocks  of  difficulty  to  dam  its  course. 


and  impart  that  character  of  foamy  impet- 
uosity that  sweeps  away  every  obstacle  and 
dashes  onward  to  its  goal  regiirdless  of  dan- 
ger !  I'm  sure  I  feel  quite  convinced  that 
such  is  the  nature  of  Lord  G.'s  passion  ; 
and  that  now  these  stupid  "Lords  "have 
rejected  his  plea  for  a  divorce,  if  he  be  not 
rescued  by  the  hand  of  devoted  affection, 
he  may  rush  madly  into  every  excess,  and 
dissipate  the  great  talents  Avith  which  he  is 
so  remarkably  gifted. 

Be  candid  now,  my  darling  Kitty,  and 
confess  frankly  that  you  arc  greatly  shocked 
at  these  doctrines,  and  your  dear  little  Irish 
prudery  blushes  crimson  at  the  bare 
thought  of  feeling  even  an  interest  in  a 
man  already  married,  and  horrified  at  the 
notion  of  his  hypothetical  attentions.  Yes, 
I  see  it  all  ;  your  sweetly  dimpled  mouth  is 
pursed  tip  with  conscious  propriety,  and 
you  are  arranging  your  features  into  all  the 
sternness  of  judicial  severity  ;  but  hear  me 
for  one  moment  in  defence,  if  not  in  justi- 
fication. All  these  things  seem  very  dread- 
ful to  you  in  the  solitudes  of  Tipperary, 
simply  because  of  their  infrequency.  The 
man  who  has  separated  from  his  wife,  or 
the  woman  divorced  from  her  husband,  are 
great  criminals  to  your  home-bred  notions, 
and  by  your  social  code  they  are  sentenced 
at  once  to  a  life  of  solitude  and  isolation  ; 
but  in  the  real  world,  my  dear  Kitty,  on 
the  great  stage  of  life,  this  severity  would 
be  downright  absurdity  ;  the  category  so 
mercilessly  condemned  by  you  is  exactly 
that  which  contains  the  true  salt  of  society  ; 
these  are  the  very  people  tliat  everybody 
calls  charming,  fascinating,  delightful  I  All 
the  elastic,  buoyant  natures,  the  joyous 
spirits,  the  invariable  good  tempers,  the 
generous  hearts  one  meets  Avith,  are 
amongst  them.  Why  such  happily  gifted 
creatures  should  not  have  made  tlieir 
homes  a  Paradise,  is  a  problem  none  can 
solve.  It  is  like  the  squaring  of  the  circle 
— the  cause  of  Irish  misery — or  anything 
else  you  can  think  of  equally  inscrutable  ; 
but  the  fact  is  as  I  tell  you  ;  and  if  you  will 
just  run  your  eye  over  any  list  of  fashion- 
able company  and  select  such  as  I  speak  of, 
believe  me  you  will  have  extracted  all  the 
plums  from  the  pudding.  As  for  Lord 
George  himself,  a  more  delightful  creature 
does  not  exist  ;  and  one  has  only  to  know 
him  to  be  convinced  that  the  Avoman  who 
could  not  be  happy  with  him  must  be  a  de- 
mon. Of  the  generous  character  he  possess- 
es, and  at  the  same  time  the  consummate 
tact  of  his  manner,  an  instance  grew  out  of 
the  little  event  I  have  just  related.  In  my 
confusion  and  embarrassment  after  escap- 
ing from  the  room,   I    totally  forgot   the 
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Droocli  wiiich  I  had  placed  in  my  dress,  and  j  so  much  good  agony  for  notliing,  but  take 
actually  came  down  to  breakfast  with  it  it  out  for  what  Sir  Boyle  Roach  fought  his 
still  there.  Guess  my  shame  and  horror,  j  duel — *' miscellaneous  reasons/" 
Kitty,  when  James  called  out,  across  the  Gary  is  still  staying  with  the  Morrises, 
table,  "I  say,  Mary  Anne,  what  a  smart 'Mow  she  endures  it  I  can't  conceive:  u 
pin  you've  got  there — one  of  the  neatest  half- pay  lover,  and  a  half-pay  m!.nn(jc.  are 
things  I  have  seen.''  I  grew  scarlet— then  ]  two  things  that,  to  me  at  least,  would  be 
])ale  ;  and  felt  as  if  I  was  going  to  faint ;  i  in.sup])ortablc.  The  girl  is  really  totally 
when  Lord  George  cried  out,  *'  It  is^  really,  {  destitute  of  all  proper  pride,  and  makes  the 
very  tasty.  I  had  one  myself  something  |  silly  mistake  of  su])posing  that  a  spirit  of 
like  it,  but  the  stones  were  emeralds,  not  j  indei)endence  is  the  best  form  of  self-esteem, 
rubies;  and  1  think  Miss  Dodd's  is  pret-  I  suppose  it  Avill  end  by  the  '-'Captain's" 
tier."  proposing  for  her  ;  but  up  to  thin,  I  believe, 

The  man  who  could  rescue  one  at  such  a  it  is  all  friendship,  regard,  and  so  on. 
conjecture,  Kitty,  is  Avorthy  of  all  confi- 
dence, and  so  I  told  him  by  a  glance.  Mean- 
while, he  gave  the  conversation  another 
turn  l)y  projjosing  a  fishing  excursion  on 
the  lake,  and  immediately  after  breakfast 
"we  all  sallied  forth  to  the  water. 

Notwithstanding  his  agreeability — and 
he  never  displayed  it  to  greater  advantage 
— I  was  silent  and  abstracted  during  the 
entire  day.  The  embarrassment  of  my  po- 
sition was  almost  unendurable  ;  and  it  was 
only  as  he  took  my  arm,  to  conduct  me 
back  to  the  hotel,  that  I  regained  anything 
like  courage. 

"  Why  are  you  so  serious  ? "  said  he. 
"  Mind,  I  don't  Avant  a  confession  ;  only, 
that  I  have  a  secret  for  your  ear,  whenever 
ycu  will  trust  me  with  one  of  yours." 

I  made  him  no  answer,  Kitty,  but  walked 
along  in  silence,  and  with  my  veil  down. 

I  write  all  these  things  to  my  dearest 
friend  with,  less  reserve  than  I  could  recall 
them  to  my  own  memory  in  solitude.  I  tell 
her  everything  ;  and  she  is  tliQ  true  partner 
of  my  joys,  my  sorrows,  my  hopes,  and  my 
terrors.  Yet  must  I  leave  much  to  her  im- 
agination to  picture  forth  the  state  of  my 
affections,  and  the  troubled  sea  of  my 
heart's  emotions.  And,  oh  !  dearest,  kind- 
est, tenderest  of  all  friends,  do  not  mistake, 
do  not  misconstrue  the  feelings  of  your  ever 
attached  and  devoted 

Mary  Axxe. 


I  wanted  to  tell  you  something  of  our 
future  destination,  and  I  have  detained  this 
for  that  purpose,  but  still  everything  is  un- 
certain and  uiulecided.  Papa  received  a 
large  packet,  like  law  jxipers  and  leases, 
from  Mr.  Purcell  yesterday,  and  has  been 
occupied  in  perusing  them  ever  since.  We 
arc  in  terror  lest  he  should  decide  on  coinir 


LETTER  XLIIL 

KENNY  JAMES *UOnD  TO  THOMAS  PCRCELL,  ESQ.,  OP 
THE  GRANGE,  RRCFF. 

Constance. 

My  dear  Tom, — I  got  the  papers  all 
safe.  I  am  sure  the  account  is  perfectly 
correct.  I  only  wish  the  balance  was  big- 
ger. I  waited  here  to  receive  these  things, 
and  now  I  discover  that  I  can't  si.^n  the 
warrant  of  attorney  except  before  a  Consul, 
and  there  is  none  in  this  place,  so  that  I 
must  keep  it  over  till  I  can  find  one  of 
those  pleasant  functionaries — a  class  that, 
between  ourselves,  I  detest  heartily.  They 
are  a  presumptuous,  imdcr-bred.  consequen- 
tial race — a  cross  between  a  small  skij)per 
and  smaller  secretary  of  legation,  with  a 
mixture  of  official  pedantry  and  maritime 
off-handedness  that  is  perfectly  disgusting. 
Why  our  reforming  economists  don't  root 
them  all  out  I  cannot  conceive.  Xobody 
wants,  nobody  benefits  by  them  ;  and  save 
that  you  are  now  and  then  called  on  for  a 
"consular  fee,"  you  might  never  hear  of 
their  existence. 

I  don't  rightly  understand  what  you  say 
about  tiie  loan  "^from  that  Land  Improve- 
ment Society.  Do  you  mean  that  the  money 
lent  must  be  laid  out  on  the  land  as  a  nec- 
essary condition  ?  Is  it  possible  that  this 
is  what  I  am  to  infer  ?  If  so,  I  never'heard 
anything  half  so  jireposterous  !  Sure,  if  I 
raise  live  hundred  ]iounds  from  a  Jew,  he 
has  no  right  to  stipulate  that  I  must  spend 
the  cash  on  cop])er  coal-scuttles  or  potted 
meats  !  I  want  it  for  my  own  convenience  ; 
enouijh  for  him  that  I  comply  with  his  de- 


back  ;  and  every  time  he  enters  the  Voom  i  mands  for  interest  and  repayment.  Any- 
wc  are  tremblincr  in  dread  of  the  announce-  j  thing  else  would  l)e  downright  tyranny  and 
ment.  Mamma  las  had  an  hysterical  attack  oi)i.ression,  Tom  — as  a  mere  momentary 
in  preparation  for  the  moment,  for  the  last  consideration  of  the  matter  will  show  you. 
twenty-four  hours  ;  and  even  if  "no  cause  ■  At  all  events,  let  us  get  the  money,  for  I'd 
be  shown,"  I  fancy  she  will  not  throw  away  'like  to  contest  the  point  with  these  fellows  ; 
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ami  if  ever  there  was  a  man  lieart  and  soul 
determined  to  break  down  any  antiquated 
barrier  of  cruelty  or  dotnination,  it  is  your 
friend  Kenny  Dodd  !  As  to  that  printed 
paper,  with  its  twenty-seven  queries,  it  is 
positive  balderdasli  from  bei;'innin<T  to  end. 
What  right  have  they  to  conclude  that  I 
approve  of  sub-soil  draining  ?  When  did  I 
tell  them  that  I  believed  in  Smith  of  Deans- 
town  ?  Where  is  it  on  record  that  I  gave  in 
my  adhesion  to  model  cottages,  Bcrkshii'e 
pigs,  green  crops,  and  guano  manure  ?  In 
what  document  do  these  appear  ?  Maybe  I 
have  my  own  notions  on  these  matters — 
mavbe  I  keep  them  for  my  own  guidance, 
too'! 

You  say  that  the  gentry  is  ay  changing 
throughout  the  whole  land,  and  I  believe 
you  well,  Tom  Purcell.  Changed  indeed 
must  they  be  if  they  subscribe -to  such  pre- 
posterous humbug  as  this  !  At  all  events,  I 
repeat  we  want  the  money,  so  fill  up  the 
the  blanks  as  you  think  best^  and  remit  me 
the  amount  at  your  earliest,  for  I  have  bare- 
ly enough  to  get  to  the  end  of  the  present 
month.  I  don't  dislike  this  place  at  all.  It 
is  quiet,  peaceful — humdrum,  if  you  will  ; 
but  we've  had  more  than  our  share  of  racket 
and  row  latel^y,  and  the  reclusion  is  very 
grateful.  One  day  is  exactly  like  another 
with  us.  Lord  George — for  he  is  back 
again — and  James  go  a  fishing  as  soon  as 
breakfast  is  over,  and  only  return  for  sup- 
per. Mary  Anne  reads,  writes,  sews,  and 
sings.  Mrs.  D.  fills  up  the  time  discharg- 
ing Betty,  settling  with  her,  searching  her 
trunks  for  missing  articles,  and  being  rec- 
onciled to  her  again,  which,  with  occa- 
sional crying  fits  and  her  usual  devotions, 
don't  leave  her  a  single  moment  unoccu- 
pied !  As  for  me,  I'm  trying  to  learn  Ger- 
man, whenever  I'm  not  asleep.  I've  got  a 
master — he  is  a  Swiss,  and  maybe  his  accent 
is  not  of  the  purest ;  but  he  is  an  amusing 
old  vagabond — an  umbrella- maker,  but  in 
his  youth  a  travelling  servant.  His  time  is 
not  very  valuable  to  him,  so  that  he  sits 
with  me  sometimes  for  half  a  day  ;  but  still 
I  make  little  progress.  My  notion  is,  Tom, 
that  th'ere's  no  use  in  either  making  love, 
or  trying  a  new  language,  after  you're  five 
or  six-and-twenty.  It's  all  up-hill  work 
after  that,  believe  me.  JSTeither  your  declen- 
sions nor  declarations  come  natural  to  you, 
and  ifs  a  bundling  i)erformance  at  the  best.' 
The  first  condition  of  either  is,  to  have  your 
head  perfectly  free — as  little  in  it  as  need 
be.  So  long  as  your  thoughts  are  jostled 
by  debts,  duns,  mortgages,  and  marriage- 
able daughters,  you'll  have  no  room  for 
vows  or  irregular  verbs  !  It's  lucky,  how- 
ever, that  one  can  dispense  both  with  the 


love- and  the  learning,  and  indeed  of  the 
two — with  the  last  best,  for  of  all  the  use- 
less, uni)roli table  kinds  of  labor  ever  pur- 
sued out  of  a  goal,  acquiring  a  foreign 
language  is  the  most.  The  few  words  re- 
quired for  daily  necessaries,  such  as  schnaps 
and  cigars,  are  easily  learnt ;  all  beyond 
that  is  downright  rubbish. 

For  what  can  a  man  express  his  thoughts 
in  so  well  as  his  mother  tongue  ?  with 
whom  does  he  want  to  talk  but  his  country- 
men ?  Of  course  you  come  out  with  the  old 
cant  about  "intelligent  natives,"  "infor- 
mation derived  at  the  fountain  head," 
"  knov/ledge  obtained  by  social  intimacy 
with  people  of  the  country."  To  which  I 
briefly  reply,  "  It's  all  gammon  and  stuff 
from  beginning  to  end  ;"  and  what  between 
iiour  blunders  in  grammar  and  your  infor- 
mant's ignorance  of  fact,  all  such  informa- 
tion isn't  worth  a  "trauneen."  !Now,  once 
for  all,  Tom,  let  me  observe  to  you,  that 
ask  what  you  will  of  a  foreigner,  be  it  an 
inquiry  into  the  financial  condition  of  his 
country,  its  military  resources,  prison  dis- 
cipline, law,  or  religion,  he'll  never  acknow- 
ledge his  inability  to  answer,  but  give  you 
a  full  and  ready  reply,  with  facts,  figures, 
dates,  and  data,  all  in  most  admirable  or- 
der. At  first  you  are  overjoyed  with  such 
ready  resources  of  knowledge.  You  flatter 
yourself  that  even  with  the  most  moderate 
opportunities  you  cannot  fail  to  learn  much  ; 
by  degrees,  however,  you  discover  errors  in 
your  statistics,  and  at  last  you  come  to  find 
out  that  your  accomplished  friend,  too  po- 
lite to  deny  you  a  reasonable  gratification, 
had  gone  to  the  pains  of.  inventing  a  Code, 
a  church,  and  a  Coinage  for  your  sole  use 
and  benefit,  but  without  the  slightest  inten- 
tion of  misleading,  for  it  never  once  en- 
tered his  head  that  you  could  possibly 
believb  him  !  I  know  it  will  souncl  badly. 
I  am  well  aware  of  the  shock  it  will  give  to 
many  a  nervous  system  ;  but  for  all  that  I 
will  not  blink  the  declaration — v»'hich  I  de- 
sire to  record  as  formally  and  as  flatly  as  I 
am  capable  of  expressing  it — which  is,  that 
of  one  liundred  statements  an  Englishman 
accepts  and  relics  upon  abroad,  as  matter 
of  fact,  ninety-nine  are  untrue  ;  full  fifty 
being  lies  by  premeditation,  thirty  by  igno- 
rance, ten  by  accident  or  inattention,  and 
the  remainder,  if  there  be  a  balance,  for  I'm 
bad  at  figures,  from  any  other  cause  you 
like. 

It  is  no  more  disgrace  for  a  foreigner  not 
to  tell  the  truth  than  to  own  that  he  does 
not  sing,  nor  dance  the  mazurka  ;  not  so 
much,  indeed,  because  these  are  marks  of  a 
polite  education.  And  yet  it  is  to  hold  conver- 
sation with  these  people  we  pore  over  die- 
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tionaries,  and  Ollendorfs,  and  Ilamiltonian 
gospels.  As  for  tlio  enlai-gernent  and  ex- 
pansion of  the  intelligence  that  comes  of 
acquiring  languages,  there  never  was  a 
greater  fallacy.  Look  abroad  iiiion  your 
acquaintances  :  who  are  the  glib  linguists, 
who  are  the  faultless  in  French  genders, 
and  ihe  immaculate  in  German  declensions? 
the  liippant  boarding-school  miss,  or  the 
brainless,  unpaid  attachi',  that  cannot  com- 
pose a  note  in  his  own  language.  Who  are 
the  bungling  conversers  that  make  drawijig- 
rooms  blush  and  dinner-tables  titter  ?  j^our 
first-rate  debater  in  the  Commons,  your 
leader  at  the  bar,  your  double  first,  or  your 
great  electro-magnetic  fellow  that  knows  the 
secret  laws  of  water-spouts  and  whirlpools, 
and  can  make  thunder  and  lightning  just 
to  amuse  himself.  Take  my  word  for  it, 
your  linguist  is  as  poor  a  creature  as  a 
dancing-master,  and  Just  as  great  a  for- 
malist. 

If  you  ask  me,  then,  why  T  devote  my- 
self to  such  unrewarding  labor,  I  answer, 
*' It  is  true  I  know  it  to  be  so,  but  my 
apology  is,  that  I  make  no  progress."  No, 
Tom,  I  never  advance  a  step.  I  can  nei- 
ther conjugate  nor  decline,  and  the  auxili- 
ary verbs  will  never  aid  me  in  anything.  So 
far  as  my  lingual  incapacity  goes,  I  might 
be  one  of  the  great  geniuses  of  the  age  ; 
and  very  probably  I  am,  too,  without  know- 
ing it ! 

I  have  little  to  tell  you  of.  the  place  itself. 
It  is  %  quaint  old  town  on  the  side  of  the 
lake  •  die  most  remarkable  object  being  the 
minster,  or  cathedral.  They  show  you  the 
spot  in  rhe  aisle  where  old  Huss  stood  to 
receive  i:is  sentence  of  death.  Even  after 
a  lapse  of  centuries,  there  was  something 
affectiu,!>  to  stand  where  a  man  once  stood 
to  hear  th.it  he  was  to  be  burned  alive.  Of 
course  I  h;v,^e  little  sympathy  with  a  heretic, 
but  stil',  I  N'onerate  the  martyr,  the  more, 
since  I  am  ^itrongly  disposed  to  think  that 
it  is  one  of  those  characters  which  are  not 
the  peculiar  proauct  cf  an  age  of  railroads 
and  submaiine  tb.'egraphs.  The  expansion 
of  the  intelligence,  Tom,  seems  to  be  in  the 
inverse  ratio  of  the  expansion  of  the  con- 
science, and  the  stubborn  old  spirit  of  right 
that  was  once  the  mode,  would,  now-a- 
days,  be  construed  into  a  dogged,  stupid 
bull-headcdness,  unworthy  of  the  cnlight- 
ment  of  our  glorious  era.  TaKe  my  word 
for  it,  there's  a  great  maily  eloquent  and 
indignant  letter-writers  in  the  news})apers 
■would  shrink  from  old  IIuss's  test  for  their 
opinions,  and  a  fossil  elk  is  not  a  greater 
curiosity  than  would  be  a  man  ready  to 
stake  life  on  his  belief.  When  a  fellow  tells 
you  of  "  dying  on  the  floor  of  the  House," 


he  simply  means  that  he'll  talk  till  there's 
a  "count  out;"'  and  as  for  "registering 
vows  in  heaven,"  and  "  wasting  out  exist- 
ence in  the  gloom  of  a  dungeon,"  it's  just 
balderdash  and  nothing  else. 

The  simple  fact  is  this,  Tom  Purcell  :  we 
live  in  an  age  of  universal  cant,  and  I  f-wal- 
low  all  your  shams  on  the  easy  condition 
that  you  swear  to  mitie,  and  whenever  I 
hear  people  praising  the  present  age,  and 
extolling  its  wonderful  progress,  and  all 
that,  I  just  think  of  all  the  quackery  I  see 
advertised  in  the  newspapers,  and  sigh 
heartily  to  myself  at  our  degradation  I 
Win',  man,  the  '•  Patent  Pills  for  the  Cure 
of  Cancer,''  and  the  Agapemone,  would  dis- 
grace the  middle  ages  I  And  it  is  not  a 
little  rcmar^alc  that  England,  so  prone  to 
place  herselFat  the  hcud  of  civilization,  is 
exactly  the  tery  metropolis  of  all  this  hum- 
bug ! 

To  come  back  to  ourselves,  I  have  to  re- 
port that  James  arrived  here  a  couple  of 
days  ago.  lie  followed  that  scoundrel  "the 
Baron  "  for  thirty  hours,  and  only  desist- 
ed from  the  pursuit  when  his  horse  could 
go  no  further.  The  police  autliorities 
mainly  contributed  to  the  escape  of  the  fu- 
gitive, by  detaining  James  on  every  possi- 
ble occasion,  and  upon  any  or  no  pretext. 
The  poor  fellow  reached  Freyburg  dead 
beat,  and  without  a  sou  in  his  pocket ;  but 
good  luck  would  have  it  that  Lord  George 
Tiverton  had  just  arrived  there,  so  that  bv 
his  aid  he  came  on  here,  where  they  both 
made  their  appearance  at  breakfast  on  Tues- 
day morning. 

Lord  George,  I  suspect,  has  not  made  a 
successful  campaign  of  it  latelv  :  though  in 
what  he  has  failed— if  it  be  failure — I  have 
no  means  of  guessing.  He  looks  a  little  out 
at  elbows,  however,  and  travels  without  a 
servant.  In  siiirits  and  bearing  I  see  no 
change  in  him  ;  but  these  follows,  I  have 
remarked,  never  show  depression,  and  india- 
rubber  itself  is  not  so  elastic  as  a  bad  char- 
acter !  I  don't  half  fancy  his  companion- 
ship for  James  ;  but  I  know  well  tliat  this 
opinion  would  be  treated  by  the  rest  of  the 
family  as  downright  heresy  ;  and  certainly 
j  he  is  an  amusing  dog,  and  it  is  imjiossible 
to  resi.st"  liking  him  ;  but  there  lies  the  very 
j  peril  I  am  afraid  of.  If  your  loose  fish,  as 
'.the  slang  phrase  calls  them,  were  disagree- 
able chaps — })rosv,  selfish,  sententious- 
vulgar  in  their  habits,  and  obtrusive  in 
their  manners,  one  would  run  little  risk  of 
contamination  ;  but  the  revei-se  is  the  case, 
Tom— the-  very  reverse  !  Meet  a  fellow  that 
speaks  every  tongue  of  the  continent,  dress- 
es to  perfection^  rides  and  drives  adniir- 
i  ably,  a  dead  shot  with  the  pistol,  a  sure  cue 
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at  billiards— if  he  be  the  <lelif?ht  of  every 
circle  he  goes  into — look  out  sharp  in  the 
Times,  and  the  odds  ai-e  that  there's  a 
liandsome  reward  olfored  for  him,  and  he's 
cither  a  forger  or  a  defaulter.  The  truth 
is,  a  man  may  be  ill-mannered  as  a  great 
lawyer,  or  a  great  physician  :  he  may  make  a 
great  figure  in  the  field  or  the  cabinet ;  there 
may  beno  end  to  his  talents  as  a  geometri- 
cian or  a  chemist  ;  it's  only  your  adventur- 
er nnist  be  well-bred,  and  swindling  is  the 
solitary  profession  to  which  a  man  must 
bring  fascinating  manners,  a  good  address, 
personal  advantages,  and  tlie  powpr  of  pleas- 
ing. I  own  to  you,  Tom  Purcell,  I  like 
these  follow^s,  and  I  can't  help  it !  I  take  to 
them  as  I  do  to  twenty  things  that  are  agree- 
able at  the  time,  but  are  sure 'to  disagree 
Avith  me — afterwards.  Thoy^rally  me  out 
of  my  low  spirits,  they  put  me  on  better 
terms  with  myself,  and  they  administer 
that  very  balmy  flattery  that  says,  "  Don't 
distress  yourself,  Kenny  Dodd.  As  the 
Avorld  goes,  you're  better  than  nine-tenths 
of  it.  You'd  be  hospitable,  if  you  could  ; 
you'd  pay  your  debts,  if  you  could  ;  and 
there  wouldn't  be  an  easier  tempered,  more 
good-natured  creature  breathing  than  your- 
self, if  it  was  only  the  will  was  wanting  !" 
Now,  these  are  very  sootliing  doses  when  a 
man  is  scarified  by  duns,  and  flayed  alive 
by  lawsuits  ;  and  "when  a  fellow  comes  to 
my  time  of  life,  he  can  no  more  bear  the 
candid  rudeness  of  what  is  called  friendship 
than  an  ex-Lord  Mayor  could  endure  Peni- 
tentiary diet  ! 

I  must  confess,  however,  that  whenever 
we  come  to  divide  on  any  question.  Lord 
George  always  votes  with  Mrs.  1).  He  told 
me  once,  that  with  respect  to  parliament, 
he  always  sided  with  the  Government, 
whatever  it  was,  when  he  could,  and  per- 
haps he  follows  the  same  rule  in  private 
life.  Last  night,  after  tea,  we  discussed 
our  future  movements,  and  I  found  him 
strongly  in  favor  of  getting  us  on  to  Italy 
for  the  winter.  I  didn't  like  to  debate  the 
matter  exactly  on  financial  grounds,  but  I 
hazarded  a  half-conjecture  that  the  expe- 
dition would  be  a  costly  one.  He  stopped 
me  at  once.  ''Up  to  this  time,"  said  he, 
"you  have  really  not  benefited*  by  the 
cheapness  of  continental  living  " — that  was 
certainly  true — "and  for  this  simple  rea- 
son you  have  always  lived  iu  the  beaten 
track  of  the  wandering  Cockney.  You 
must  go  further  away  from  England.  You 
must  reach  those  places  where  people  settle 
as  residents,  not  ramble  as  tourists  ;  you 
will  then  be  rewarded,  not  only  economic- 
ally but  socially.  The  markets  and  the 
morals  are  both  better  ;  for  our  countrymen 


filter  by  distance,  and  the  further  from 
home  the  purer  tliey  fiecome."  To  Mrs.  D. 
and  Mary  Anne  he  gave  a  glowing  descrip- 
tion of  Trans- Alpine  existence,  and  raptu- 
rously pictured  forth  the  fascinations  of 
Italian  life.  I  can  only  give  you  the  items, 
Tom  ;  you  must. arrange  them  for  yourself . 
So  make  what  you  can  of  starry  skies, 
olives,  ices,  tenors,  volcanoes,  music,  moun- 
tains, and  macaroni.  He  appealed  to  me 
by  the  budget.  Never  was  there  such 
cheapness  in  the  known  world.  The  Italian 
nobility  were  actually  crushed  down  with 
house  accommodation,  and  only  entreated 
a  stranger  to  accept  of  a  palace  or  a  villa. 
The  climate  produced  everything  without 
labor,  andcoTisequently  without  cost.  Fruit 
had  no  price  ;  wine  was  about  twopence  a 
bottle  ;  a  strong  tap  rose  to  two  and  a  half  ! 
Clothes  one  scarcely  needed :  and,  except 
for  decency,  "nothing  and  a  cocked-hat" 
would  suffice.  These  were  very  seductive 
considerations,  Tom  ;  and  I  own  to  you 
that,  even  allowing  a  large  margin  for  ex- 
aggeration, there  was  a  great  amount  of 
solid  advantage  remaining.  Mrs.  D.  ad- 
duced an  additional  argument  when  v/e  were 
alone,  and  in  this  wise  :  What  was  to  be 
done  with  the  wedding  finery  if  w^e  should 
return  to  Ireland  ?  for  all  purposes  of  home 
life  they  would  be  totally  inapplicable.  You 
might  as  well  order  a  service  of  plate  to 
serve  up  potatoes  as  introduce  Paris  fash- 
ions and  foreign  elegance  into  our  provin- 
cial circle.  "We  have  the  tilings  now," 
said  she  ;  "let  us  have  the  good  of  them." 
I  remember  a  cask  of  Madeira  being  left 
with  my  father  once,  by  a  mistake,  and 
that  was  the  very  reason  he  gave  for  drink- 
ing it.  She  made  a  strong  case  of  it,  Tom  ; 
she  argued  the  matter  well,  laying  great 
stress  upon  the  duty  we  owed  our  girls,  and 
the  necessity  of  "getting  them  married  be- 
fore we  went  back."  Of  course,  1  didn't 
give  in.  If  I  was  to  give  her  the  notion 
that  she  could  convince  me  of  anything, 
Ave'd  never  have  a  moment's  peace  again  ; 
so  I  said  I'd  reflect  on  the  subject,  and 
turn  it  over  in  my  mind.  And  now,  I 
want  you  to  say  what  disposable  cash  can 
we  lay  our  hands  on  for  the  winter.  I  am 
more  than  ever  disinclined  to  have  any- 
thing to  say  to  these  Drainage  Commission- 
ers. It's  our  pockets  they  drain,  and  not 
our  farms.  I'd  rather  try  and  raise  a  trifle 
on  mortgage  ;  for  you  see,  now-a-days,  they 
have  got  out  of  the  habit  of  doing  it,  and 
there's  many  a  one  has  money  lying  idle 
and  doesn't  know  what  to  do  with  it.  Look 
out  for  one  of  these  fellow.s,  Tom,  and  see 
what  you  can  do  with  him.  Dear  me,  isn't 
it  a  strange  thing  the  way  one  goes  through 
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life,  and  the  contrivances  one  i.-'  put  to  to 
make  two  ends  meet ! 

1  roniember  tlie  time,  and  so  do  you,  too, 
v/Iicn  an  Irish  c^entlenian  could  raise  what 
Ik;  liJicd  ;  and  tliei'o  wasn't  an  estate  in  my 
own  county  wasn't  cnciinihered,  as  tlicy  tali 
it,  to  inoi-e  than  doutde  its  value.  There's 
fellows  will  tell  you  "that's  the  cause  of  all 
the  present  distress."  Not  a  bit  of  it. 
They're  all  wronf]^ !  It  is  because  that  sys- 
tem has  come  to  an  end  that  we  are  ruined  ; 
that's  the  root  of  the  evil,  Tom  Purcell ; 
and  if  I  was  in  Parliament  I'd  tell  them  so. 
Where  will  you  find  any  one  willing  to  lend 
money  now,  if  the  estate  wouldn't  pay  it  ? 
AVe  may  thank  the  English  Government  for 
that ;  and,  as  poor  Dan  used  to  say,  ''They 
know  as  much  about  us  as  the  Chinese  !  " 

I  can't  answer  your  question  about  James. 
Vickars  has  not  rei)lied  to  my  last  two  let- 
ters ;  and  I  really  see  no  opening  for  the 
boy  whatcNcr.  1  mean  to  write,  however, 
in  a  day  or  two  to  Lord  Muddleton,  to 
whom  Lord  George  is  nearly  related,  and 
ask  for  somethiiig  in  the  diplomatic  way. 
Lord  G.  says  it's  the  only  career  now-a-days 
doesn't  require  some  kind  of  qualification 
— since  even  in  the  army  they've  instituted 
a  species  of  examination.  "  Get  him  made 
an  attache  somewhere,"  says  Tiverton, 
"and  he  must  be  a  '  Plenipo'at  last."'  J. 
is  good  looking,  and  a  great  deal  of  dash 
about  him  ;  and  I'm  informed  that's  exact- 
ly what's  wanting  in  the  career.  If  noth- 
ing comes  of  this  application,  I'll  think 
seriously  of  Australia  ;  but,  of  course,  Mrs. 
D.  must  know  nothing  about  it ;  for,  ac- 
cording to  her  notions,  the  boy  ought  to  be 
Chamberlain  to  the  Queen,  or" Gold-stick  at 
least. 

I  don't  know  whether  I  mentioned  to  you 
that  Betty  Cobb  had  entered  the  holy  bonds 
with  a  semi-civilized  creature  she  picked  ' 
up  in  the  Black  Forest.    The  orang-outang 
is  now  a  part  of  our  household — at  least  so 
far  as  living  at  rack  and  manger  at  my  cost  i 
— though  in  what   way  to  em})loy  liim  I; 
have   not   the   slightest   notion.     Do    you ' 
think,  if  I  could  manage  to  send  him  over  , 
to  Ireland,  that  we  could  get  him  indicto<:l 
for  any  transportaljle  offense  ?    Ask  Curtis 
about  it ;  for  I  know  he  did  something  of  ■ 
the  kind  once  in  the  case  of  a  natural  son  \ 
of  Tony  Barker's,  and  the  lad  is  now  a  judge,  - 
I  believe,  in  Sydney.  : 

Gary  is  quite  well.     I  heard   from   her 
yesterday  ;  and  when  I  write,  I'll  be  sure  to  I 
send  h(^r  your  atfectionato  message.    I  don't 
mean  to  leave  this  till  I  hear  from  30U 
So  write  immediately,  and  believe  me, 
Very  sincerely  your  friend, 

KenkV  James  Dodd. 


1  LETTER  XLIV. 

i 

JAMES     DODD     TO      ROBERT      DOOLAN,     ESQ.,     TRINITY 
COLLEOi;,   DUBEIN. 

Bregenz. 
I  My  DEAii  BoR, — I  had  made  up  my 
mind  not  to  write  to  you  till  we  had  quit- 
ted this  place,  where  our  life  has  been  of 
the  "slowest;"  but  this  morning  has 
brought  a  letter  with  a  piece  of  good  news 
which  I  cannot  defer  imparting  to  you.  It 
'is  a  communication  from  the  Under-Secre- 
tary for  Foreign  Affairs  to  the  Goveraor, 
to  say  that  1  have  l)een  appointed  to  some- 
thing somewhere,  and  that  I  am  to  come 
over  to  London,  and  be  examined  by  some- 
j  body.  Very  vague  all  this,  but  I  suppose 
'  it's  the  style  of  diplomac}^  and  one  will  get 
used  to  it.  The  real  bore  is  the  examina- 
tion, for  George  told  "Dad"  that  there 
was  none,  and,  in  fact,  that  very  circum- 
stance it  was  which  gave  tlie  peciiliar  value 
to  the  "  service."  Tiverton  tells  me,  how- 
ever, he  can  make  it  "  all  safe  : "  whether 
you  "tip"  the  Secretary,  or  some  of  the 
underlings,  I  don't  know.  Of  course  there 
is  a  way  in  all  these  things,  for  half  the  fel- 
lows that  pass  are  just  as  ignorant  as  your 
iiumble  servant. 

I  am  mainly  indebted  to  Tiverton  for  the 
appointment,  for  he  wrote  to  everybody  he 
could  think  of,  and  made  as  much  interest 
as  if  it  was  for  himself,  lie  tells  me  in 
confidence,  that  the  list  of  names  down  is 
about  six  feet  long,  and  actually  wonders 
at  the  good  fortune  of  my  success.  From 
all  I  can  learn,  however,  there  is  no  salary 
at  first,  so  that  the  Governor  m.ust  'stumj> 
out  Jiandsome,"  for  an  Attache  is  expected 
to  live  in  a  certain  style,  keep  horses,  and, 
in  fact,  come  it'*rayther  strongish."  In 
some  respects,  I  should  have  preferred  the 
Army  ;  but  then  there  are  terrible  draw- 
l:)acks  in  colonial  banishment,  whereas,  in 
Diplomacy,  you  are  at  least  stationed  in  the 
vicinity  oi'  a  Court,  which  is  always  some- 
thing. 

I  wonder  where  I  am  to  be  gazetted  for ; 
I  hope  Naples,  l)ut  even  Vienna  would  do. 
In  the  midsc  of  our  universal  joy  at  my 
good  fortune,  it's  not  a  little  provoking  to 
see  the  Governor  pondering  over  all  it  will 
cost  for  outfit,  and  wondering  if  the  ])ost 
be  worth  the  gold  lace  on  the  uniform. 
IIap;nly  for  me.  Bob,  he  never  l)rought  me 
up  to  any  profession,  as  it  is  called,  and  it 
is  too  late  now  to  make  me  anything  either 
in  law  or  physic.  I  say  h:i]iiuly,  because  I 
see  ]ilainly  enough  that  he'd  refuse  tlie  pre- 
sent opportunity  if  he  knew  of  any  other 
career  for  me.  ^  Mv  ^lother  does  net  im- 
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prove  matters  by  little  jokes  on  his  low 
tastes  and  vulgar  anibilioiis ;  and,  in  fact, 
the  announcement  has  brought  a  good  deal 
of  discussion  and  some  discord  amongst 
us. 

I  own  to  you,  frankly,  that  once  named 
to  a  Legation,  I  will  do  my  utmost  to  per- 
suade the  Governor  to  go  back  to  Ireland. 
]n  the  first  place,  nothing  but  a  very  rigid 
economy  at  Dodsborough  will  enal)le  him 
to  make  me  a  liberal  allowance  ;  and 
secondly,  to  have  my  family  prowling 
about  the  Lcgationto  which!  was  attached, 
would  be  perfectly  insufferable.  I  like  to 
have  my  Father  and  Mother  what  theatri- 
cal folk  call  "practicable,"  that  is,  good 
for  all  efficient  purposes  of  bill-paying,  and 
such  like  ;  but  1  shudder  at  the  notion  of 
being  their  pioneer  into  fashionable  life; 
and,  indeed,  I  am  not  aware  of  any  one 
having  carried  his  parent  on  his  back  since 
the  days  of  ^neas. 

I  am  obliged  to  send  you  a  very  brief 
desjiatch,  for  I'm  off  to-morrow  for  Lon- 
don, to  make  my  bow  at  "  F.  0.,"  and  kiss 
hands  on  my  appointment.  I'd  have  liked 
another  week  here,  for  the  fishing  has  just 
come  in,  and  we  killed  yesterday,  with  two 
rods,  eleven  large,  and  some  thirty  small 
trout.  They  are  a  short,  thick-shouldered 
kind  of  fish,  ready  enough  to  rise,  but  slug- 
gish to  play  afterwards.  The  place  is  pret- 
ty, too  ;  the  Swiss  Alps  at  one  side,  and 
the  Tyrol  mountains  at  the  other.  Bre- 
genz  itself  stands  well,  on  the  very  verge 
of  the  lake,  and  although  not  ancient 
enough  to  be  curious  in  architecture,  has  a 
picturesque  air  about  it.  The  people  are 
as  primitive  as  anything  one  can  Avell  fancy, 
and  wear  a  costume  as  ungracefully  barbar- 
ous as  any  lover  of  nationality  could  desire. 

Their  waists  are  close  under  their  arms, 
and  the  longest  jietticoats  I  have  yet  seen 
finish  at  the  knee  !  They  affect,  besides,  a 
round,  low-crowned  cap,  like  a  fur  turban, 
or  else  a  great  piece  of  filigree  silver,  shaped 
like  a  peacock's  tail,  and  fastened  to  the 
back  of  the  head.  Nature,  it  must  be 
owned,  has  been  somewhat  ungenerous  to 
them  ;  and  with  the  peculiar  adA'antagcs 
conferred  on  them  by  costume,  tliey  are  the 
ugliest  creatures  I've  ever  set  eyes  on. 

It  is  only  just  to  remark  that  Mary  Anne 
dissents  from  me  in  all  this,  and  has  made 
various  ''studies"  of  them,  which  arc, 
after  all,  not  a  whit  moreflattering  than  my 
ov/n  description.  As  to'  a  good-looking 
peasantry,  J3ob,  it's  all  humbug.  It's  only 
the  well-to-do  classes,  in  any  country,  have 
pretensions  to  beauty.  The  woman  of  rank 
numbers  amongst  her  charms  the  unmis- 
takable stamp  of  her  condition.     Even  in 


her  gait,  like  the  Goddess  in  Virgil,  she 
displays  her  divinity.  The  pretty  "hour- 
gcoise"  has  her  peculiar  fascination  in  the 
brilliant  intelligence  of  her  laughing  eye, 
and  the  sly  archness  of  her  witty  mouth  ; 
but  your  peasant  beauty  is  essentially 
heavy  and  dull.  It  is  of  the  earth,  earth- 
ly ;  and  there  is  a  bucolic  grossness  about 
the  lips  the  very  antithesis  to  the  pleasing. 
I'm  led  to  these  remarks  by  the  question  in 
your  last  as  to  the  character  of  continental 
physiognomy.  Up  to  this.  Bob,  I  have 
seen  nothing  to  compare  with  our  own  peo- 
ple, and  you  will  meet  more  pretty  faces  be- 
tween Stephen's  Green  and  the  Eotunda 
than  between  Schatfhausen  and  the  sea. 
I'm  not  going  to  deny  that  they  **make 
up  "  better  abroad,  but  our  boast  is  the  raw 
material  of  beauty.  The  manufactured 
article  we  cannol  dispute  with  them. 
It  Avould  be,  however,  a  great  error  to  sup- 
pose that  the  artistic  excellence  I  speak  of 
is  a  small  consideration  ;  on  the  contrary, 
it  is  a  most  important  one,  and  well  deserv- 
ing of  deep  thought  and  reflection,  and,,  I 
must  say,  that  all  our  failures  in  the  deco- 
rative arts  are  as  nothing  to  our  blunders 
when  attempting  to  adorn  beauty.  A 
French  woman,  with  a  skin  like  an  old 
drumhead,  and  the  lower  jaw  of  a  baboon, 
will  actually  "  get  herself  up  "  to  look  bet- 
ter than  many  a  really  pretty  girl  of  our 
country,  disfigured  by  unbecoming  hair- 
dressing,  ill-assorted  colors,  ill  put  on 
clothes,  and  that  confounded  walk,  Avhich 
is  a  cross  between  the  stride  of  a  Grena- 
dier and  running  in  a  sack  ! 

With  all  our  parade  of  Industrial  Exhi- 
bitions, and  shows  of  National  Productions 
lately,  nobody  has  directed  his  attention  to 
this  subject,  and  for  my  part,  I'd  infinitely 
rather  know  that  our  female  population 
had  imbibed  some  notions  of  dress  and  self- 
adornment  from  their  French  neighbors, 
than  that  Glasgow  could  rival  Genoa  in  vel- 
vet, or  that  we  beat  Bohemia  out  of  the 
field  in  colored  glass.  If  the  proper  study 
of  mankind  be  man — which  of  course  in- 
cludes woman — we  are  throwing  a  precious 
deal  of  time  away  on  centrifugal  pumps, 
sewing  machines,  and  self-acting  razors.  If 
I  ever  get  into  Parliament,  Bob,  and  I 
don't  see  Avhy  I  should  not,  when  once  fair- 
ly launched  into  the  Di])lomatic  line,  I'll 
move  for  a  Special  Commission,  not  to  ex- 
amine into  foreign  railroads,  or  mines,  or 
schools,  or  smelting-houses,  but  to  inquire 
into,  and  report  upon,  how  the  women 
abroad,  with  not  a  tenth  of  the  natural  ad- 
vantages, contrive  to  look — I  won't  say  bet- 
ter— but  more  fascinating  than  our  own, 
and  how  it  is  that  they  convert  something 
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a  shade  below   plainness   into  features  of 
downright  pleasin^r  cxpi-ession  ! 

•Si.'icu  tliis  apiioinlnient  lias  como,  I  have 
been  working  away  to  brush  \\\)  my  French 
and  (ierniaii,  whicii  you  will  be  surprised  to 
hear  is  pretty  nearly  where  it  was  when  we 
first  came  abroad.  Wc  English  herd  so 
much  together,  andcf.ntinue  lo  follow  our 
home  habits,  and  u:^e  our  own  lan^iage, 
wherever  we  happen  to  be,  that  it  is  not 
very  easy  to  break  out  of  the  beaten  track. 
This  observation  applies  only  to  the  men  of 
the  family,  for  our  sisters  make  a  most  as- 
tonishing progress,  under  the  guidance  of 
those  mustachioed  and  well-whiskered  gents 
they  meet  at  balls.  The  Governor  aiul  my 
Motlier  of  course  believe  that  I  am  as  great 
a  linguist  as  Mezzofanti,  if  that  be  the  fel- 
low's name,  and  I  shall  try  and  keep  up  the 
delusion  to  the  last.  It  is  not  quite  impos- 
sible I  may  have  more  time  for  my  studies 
here  than  I  fancy,  for  "Dad"  has  come  in 
this  moment,  to  say  that  he  hasn't  got  five 
shillings  towards  the  expenses  of  my  jour- 
ney to  London,  nor  has  he  any  very  im- 
mediate prospect  of  a  remittance  from  Ire- 
land. "What  a  precious  mess  will  it  be  if  my 
whole  career  in  life  is  to  be  sacrificed  for  a 
shabby  hundred  or  two  !  The  Governor  ap- 
pears to  have  spent  about  three  times  as 
much  as  lie  si^cculated  on,  and  our  affairs 
at  this  moment  present  as  pleasant  a  speci- 
men of  hopeless  entanglement  as  a  Counsel 
in  Bankruptcy  dould  desire. 

I  wish  I  was  out  of  the  ship  altogether, 
Bob,  and  would  willingly  adventure  on  the 
broad  ocean  of  life  in  a  punt,  w^ere  it  only 
my  own.  I  trust  that  by  the  time  this 
reaches  you,  her  Majesty's  gracious  pleasure 
will  have  numbered  me  amongst  the  ser- 
vants of  the  crown  ;  but  whether  in  liigh 
or  humble  estate,  believe  me  ever 

Unaltei'ably  yours, 

James  Dodd. 

I 

P.  S. — My  sister  Gary  has  written  to  say 
she  will  be  here  to-iiigiit  or  to-morrow  ; 
she  is  coming  expressly  to  see  me  before  1  go, 
but  from  all  that  I  can  surmise  she  need  not , 
have  used  such  haste.  What  a  bore  it  will 
be  if  the  Governor  should  not  lie  able  to 
"  stump  out !  "  I'm  in  a  perfect  fever  at  the 
very  thought.  , 


LETTER  XLV. 

CAnOI.INF.    DODD    TO    MISS     COX,     AT   MISS     MIXCIXO's 
ACADEMY,    BLACK    ROCK,     IRELAND. 

My  dear  Miss  Cox, — It  would  appear 
from  your  last,  that  a  letter  of  mine  to  you 


I  must  have  miscarried  ;  for  I  most  distinct- 
;  ly  remember  having  written  to  you  on  the 
topics  you  allude  to,  and,  so.  lar  as  I  was 
able,  answered  all  y(Hir  kind  inquiries  about 
myself  and  my  pursuits.  Lest  my  former 
note  should  ever  reach  you,  I  do  not  dare 
to  go  over  again  the  selfish  narrative,  whicli 
would  task  even  your  friendship  to  peruse 
once. 

1  remained  with  my  kind  friend,  Mrs. 
Morris,  till  three  days  ago,  Avhen  I  came 
back  here  to  see  my  brother  James,  Avho 
\  has  been  promised  some  Government  em- 
ployment, and  is  obliged  to  repair  at  once 
to  London.  Mamma  terrified  me  greatly 
by  saying  that  he  was  to  go  to  China  or  to 
India,  so  that  I  hurried  back  to  see  and 
stay  with  him  as  much  as  I  could  before  he 
left  us.  I  rejoice,  however,  to  tell  you  that 
his  prospects  are  in  the  Diplomatic  service, 
and  he  will  be  most  probably  named  to  a 
Legation  in  some  European  capital. 

lie  is  a  dear,  kind-hearted  boy  ;  and,  al- 
though not  quite  untainted  by  the  corrup- 
tions which  are  more  or  less  inseparable 
from  this  rambling  existence,  is  still  as 
fresh  in  his  affections,  and  as  generous  in 
nature,  as  when  he  left  home.  Captain 
Morris,  whose  knowledge  of  life  is  consider- 
able, predicts  most  favor-ably  of  him,  and 
has  only  one  misgiving — the  close  intimacy 
he  maintains  with  Lord'  George  Tiverton. 
Towards  this  young  nobleman  the  Ca]itain 
expresses  the  greatest  distrust  and  dislike  ; 
feelings  that  I  really  own  seem  to  me  to  be 
frequently  tinctured  by  a  degree  of  preju- 
dice rather  than  suggested  by  reason.  It  is 
true,  no  two  beings  can  be  less  alike  than 
they  are.  The  one,  rigid  and  unbending 
in  all  his  ideas  of  right,  listening  to  no 
comiiromise,  submitting  to  no  expediency, 
reserved  towards  strangers  even  to  the  verge 
of  stiffness,  and  proud  from  a  sense  that  his 
humble  station  might  by  possibility  expose 
him  to  freedoms  he  could  not  reciprocate 
The  other,  all  openness  andcnndor.  pushed 
probably  to  an  excess,  and  not  unfreqnent- 
ly  transgressing  the  barrier  of  an  honorable 
self-esteem  ;  without  the  slightest  preten- 
sion to  principle  of  any  kind,  and  as  ready 
to  own  his  own  inditrerence  as  to  ridicule 
the  profession  of  it  by  another.  Yet,  with 
all  tins,  kind  and  generous  in  all  his  im- 
pulses, ever  willing  to  do  a  good-natured 
thing  ;  and,  so  far  as  I  can  judge,  even  })re 
pared  to  bear  a  friendly  part  at  the  hazard 
of  personal  inconvenience. 

Characters  of  this  stamp  are.  as  you  have 
often  observed  to  me.  far  more  acceptable 
to  very  young  men  than  those  more  swayed 
by  rigid  rules  of  right  ;  and  when  they  join 
to  natural  acuteuess  considerable  practical 
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knowledge  of  life,  tlicy  soon  oljtain  a  great 
influence  over  the  less  gifted  and  less  ex- 
perienced. I  see  this  in  James  ;  for,  though 
not  by  any  means  blind  to  the  blemishes  in 
Lord  George's  character,  nor  even  indiifer- 
ent  to  them,  yet  is  he  submissive  to  every 
dictate  of  his  will,  and  an  implicit  believ- 
er in  all  his  opinions.  But  wliy  should  I 
feel  astonished  at  this  ?  Is  not  his  influence 
felt  by  every  member  of  the  family ;  and 
Papa  himself,  with  all  his  native  shrewd- 
ness, strongly  disposed  to  regard  his  judg- 
ments as  wise  and  correct.  I  remark  this 
the  more,  because  I  have  been  away  from 
home  ;  and  after  an  absence  one  returns 
with  a  mind  open  to  every  new  impression  ; 
nor  can  I  conceal  from  myself  that  many 
of  the  notions  I  now  see  adopted  and  ap- 
proved of,  are  accepted  as  being  those 
popular  in  high  society,  and  not  because  of 
their  intrinsic  correctness.  Had  we  re- 
mained in  Ireland,  my  dear  Miss  Cox,  this 
had  never  been  the  caoe.  There  is  a  cor- 
rective force  in  the  vicinity  of  those  who 
have  loiown  us  long  and  intimately,  Avho 
can  measure  our  pretensions  by  our  station, 
and  pronounce  upon  our  mode  of  life  from 
the  knowledge  they  have  of  our  condition  ; 
and  tills  discipline,  if  at  times  severe  and 
even  unpleasant,  is,  upon  the  whole,  bene- 
ficial to  us.  NoWj  abroad,  this  wholesome 
— shall  I  call  it — "  surveillance  "  is  want- 
ing altogether,  and  people  are  induced  by 
its  very  absence  to  give  themselves  airs,  and 
assume  a  style  quite  above  them.  From 
that  very  moment  they  insensibly  adopt  a 
new  standard  of  right  and  wrong,  and  sub- 
stitute fashion  and  conyentionality  for 
purity  and  good  conduct.  I'm  sure  t  wish 
x^Q  were  back  in  Dodsborough  v\'ith  all  my 
heart !  It  is  not  that  there  are  not  objects 
and  scenes  of  intense  interest  around  us 
here  on  every  hand.  Even  I  can  feel  that 
the  mind  expands  by  the  variety  of  impres- 
sions that  continue  to  pour  in  upon  it. 
Still,  I  would  not  say  that  these  things  may 
not  be  bought  too  dearly  ;  and  that  if  the 
price  they  cost  is  discontent  at  our  lot  in 
life,  a  craving  ambition  to  be  higher  and 
richer,  and  a  cold  shrinking  back  from  all  of 
our  own  real  condition,  they  are  unquestion- 
ably not  worth  tlie  sacrifice. 

To  really  enjoy  the  Continent,  it  is  not 
necessary — at  least  for  people  bred  and 
brought  up  as  we  have  been — to  be  rery 
rich ;  on  the  contrary,  many  —ay,  and  the 
gi-eatest — advantages  of  continental  travel 
are  open  to  very  small  fortunes,  and  very 
small  ambitions.  Scenery,  climate,  inex- 
pensive acquaintanceship,  galleries,  works 
of  art,  public  libraries,  gardens,  prome- 
nades, are  all  available.     The  Morrises  have 


certainly  mucli  less  to  live  on  than  we  have, 
and  yet  they  have  traveled  over  every 
jjart  of  Europe,  know  all  its  cities  well, 
and  never  found  the  cost  of  living  consid- 
erable. You  will  smile  when  I  tell 
you  that  the  single  secret  for  this  is, 
not  to  cultivate  English  society.  Once 
make  up  your  mind  abroad  to  live 
with  the  people  of  the  country,  French, 
German,  and  Italian — and  there  is  no  class 
of  tlieso  above  the  reach  of  well-bred  Eng- 
lish— and  you  need  neither  shine  in  equi- 
page, nor  excel  in  a  cook.  There  is  no 
pecuniary  test  of  respectability  abroad ; 
partly  because  this  vulgarity  is  the  offspring 
of  a  commercial  spirit,  which  is  of  course 
not  the  general  characteristic,  and  partly 
from  the  fact,  that  many  of  the  highest 
names  have-  been  brought  down  to  hiimble 
fortunes  by  the  accidents  of  war  and 
revolution,  and  poverty  is  consequently  no 
evidence  of  deficient  birth.  Our  gorgeous 
notions  of  hospitality  are  certainly  very  fine 
things,  and  v/ell  become  great  station  and 
large  fortune,  but  are  ruinous  when  they 
are  imitated  by  inferior  means  and  humble 
incomes.  Foreigners  are  quite  above  such 
vulgar  mimicry  ;  and  nothing  is  more  com- 
mon to  hear  than  the  avowal,  "  I  am  too 
poor  to  do  this  ;  my  fortune  would  not  ad- 
mit of  that ;"  not  uttered  in  a  mock  hu- 
mility, or  with  the  hope  of  a  polite  incredu- 
lity, but  in  all  the  unalfected  simplicity 
with  which  one  mentions  a  personal  fact,  to 
which  no  shame  or  disgrace  attaches.  You 
may  imagine,  then,  how  unimpressively  fall 
upon  the  ear  all  those  pompous  announce- 
ments by  which  we  traveling  English  her- 
ald our  high  and  mighty  notions  ;  the 
palaces  wo  are  about  to  hire,  the  fetes  we 
are  going  to  give,  and  the  other  splendors 
we  mean  to  indulge  in. 

I  have  read  and  re-read  that  part  of  your 
letter  wherein  you  speak  of  your  wish  to 
come  and  live  abroad,  so  soon  as  the  fruits 
of  your  life  of  labor  will  enable  you.  Oh, 
my  dear  kind  governess,  with  what  emotion 
the  words  filled  me — emotions  very  differ- 
ent from  those  you  ever  suspected  they 
would  call  up ;  for  I  bethought  me  how 
often  I  and  others  must  have  added  to  that 
toilsome  existence  by  our  indolence,  our 
carelessness,  and  our  wilfullness.  In  a 
moment  there  rose  before  me  the  anxieties 
you  must  have  suffered,  the  cares  you  must 
have  endured,  the  hopes  for  those  who 
threw  all  their  burdens  upon  you,  and  left 
to  you  tlie  blame  of  their  shortcomings 
and  the  reproach  of  their  insufficiency. 

What  rest,  what  repose  v^^ould.  ever  re- 
quite such  labor  !  How  delighted  am  I  to 
say,  that  there  are  places  abroad  where  even 
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tlie  smallest  fortunes  will  suffice.  I  prof- 
ited by  the  permission  you  gave  me  to  show 
your  letter  to  ;^^rs.  Morris,  and  she  gave  me 
in  return  a  list  of  ])lacos  for  you  to  choose 
from,  at  any  one  of  which  you  could  live 
with  comfort  for  less  than  you  speak  of. 
Some  arc  in  Belgium,  some  in  Germany, 
and  some  in  Italy.  Tiiink,  for  instance  of 
a  small  house  on  tho  *'  Meiise,"  in  the  midst 
of  the  most  beauteous  scenery,  and  with  a 
country  teeming  in  every  abundance  around 
you,  for  twelve  pounds  a  year,  and  all  tl)o 
material  of  life  ecjually  cheap  in  proportion. 
Imagine  the  liabits  of  a  Grand-Ducal  capi- 
tal, where  the  Prime  Mini.'^ter  receives  three 
hundred  ])er  annum,  and  spends  two  : 
where  the  admission  to  the  theatre  is  four- 
pence,  and  you  go  to  a  Court  dinner  on  foot 
at  four  o'clock  in  the  day,  and  sit  out  of  an 
evening  with  your  work  in  a  i^ublic  garden 
afterwards. 

]^fow,  I  know  that  in  Ireland  or  Scotland, 
and  pcrha})s  in  Wales  too,  places  might  bo 
discovered  where  all  the  ordinary  wants  of 
life  would  not  be  dearer  than  here,  but 
tiien  remember,  that  to  live  with  this  econ- 
omy at  home,  you  subject  yourself  to  all 
that  pertains  to  a  small  estate  ;  you  endure 
the  barbarisi  ng  influences  of  a  solitary  life, 
or,  what  is  worse,  the  vulgarity  of  village 
society,  'riie  well-to-do  classes,  the  educated 
and  refined,  will  not  associate  with  yon. 
Not  so  here.  Your  small  means  are  no 
barrier  against  your  admission  into  the  best 
circles  :  you  will  be  received  anywhere. 
Your  black  silk  gown  will  bo  *' toilet  "for 
the  "Minister's  reception,"  your  wdiite 
muslin  will  be  good  enougli  for  a  ball  at 
Court  !  When  the  army  numbers  in  its 
cavalry  fifty  hussars,  and  one  battalion  for 
its  infantry,  the  simple  resident  need  never 
blush  for  his  humble  retinue,  nor  feel 
ashamed  that  a  maid-servant  escorts  him  to 
a  Court  entertainment  vrith  a  lantern,  or 
that  a  latch-key  and  a  lucifer-match  do 
duty  for  a  hall-porter  and  a  chandelier  ! 

due  night — I  was  talking  of  these  things 
— Captain  Morris  quoted  a  Latin  author  to 
the  elfect  "that  poverty  had  no  such 
heavy  infliction  as  in  its  power  to  make 
people  ridiculous."  The  remark  sounds  at 
first  an  unfeeling  one,  but  there  is  vet  a 
true  and  deep  philosophy  in  it,  for  it  is  in 
our  own  abortive  and  silly  al tempts  to  gloss 
over  narrow  fortune  that  the  chief  sting  of 
poverty  resides,  and  the  ridicule  alluded  to 
IS  all  of  our  making  !  The  poverty  of  two 
thousand  a  year  can  be  thus  as  glaringly 
absurd — as  ridiculous,  as  that  of  two  hun- 
dred, and  even  more  so,  since  its  failures 
are  more  conspicuous. 

Now,  had  we   been  satisfied  to  live  in 


this  way,  it  is  not  alone  that  we  .should 
have  avoided  debt  and  embarrassment,  but 
we  should  really  have  profited  largely 
besides.  I  do  not  speak  of  the  negntive  ad- 
vantages of  not  mingling  with  tho.se  it  had 
been  better  to  have  escaped  ;  but  that  in 
the  society  of  these  smaller  capitals  there 
is,  especially  in  Germany,  a  highly  culti- 
vated and  most  instructive  class,  slightly 
pedantic,  it  may  be,  but  always  agreeable 
and  always  affable.  The  domesticity  of 
Germany  is  little  known  to  us,  since  even 
their  writers  afford  few  gl impses  of  i  t.  There 
are  no  Bulwers,  nor  Bo/.es,  nor  Thackerays 
to  show  the  play  of  passion,  nor  the  work- 
ing of  deep  feeling  around  the  family  board 
and  hearth.  The  cares  of  fathers,  the 
hopes  of  sons,  the  budding  anxieties  of  the 
girlish  heart,  have  few  chroniclers.  How 
these  people  think,  and  act,  and  talk  at 
home,  and  in  the  secret  circle  of  their  fami- 
lies, we  know  as  little  as  we  do  of  the  Chi- 
nese. It  may  be  that  the  inquiry  would  re- 
quire long,  and  deep,  and  almost  microsco- 
pic study.  Life  with  them  is  not  as  with 
us,  a  stormy  wave-tossed  ocean  ;  it  is  rather 
a  calm  and  land-locked  bay.  They  have 
no  colonial  empires,  no  vast  territories  for 
military  ambition  to  revel  in,  nor  great 
enterprise  to  speculate  on.  There  are  nei- 
ther gigantic  schemes  of  wealth,  nor  gold 
fields  to  tempt  them.  Existence  presents 
few  prizes,  and  as  few^  vicissitudes.  The 
march  of  events  is  slow,  even,  and  monot- 
onou.=:,.and  men  conform  themselves  to  the 
same  measure  !  How,  then,  do  they  live — 
what  are  their  loves,  their  hates,  their  am- 
bitions, their  crosses,  their  troubles,  and 
their  Joys  ?  How  are  they  moved  to  pity — 
how  stirred  to  revenge  ?  I  own  to  you  I 
cannot  even  fancy  this.  The  Gei-man 
heart  seems  to  me  a  clasped  volume  ;  and 
even  Goethe  has  but  shown  us  a  chance 
page  or  two,  gloriously  illustrated  I  ac- 
knowledge, but  closed  as  quickly  as  dis- 
played. 

Is  Marguerite  herself  a  type  ?  I  wish 
some  one  would  tell  nie.  Is  that  childlike 
gentleness,  that  trustful  nature,  that  resist- 
less, juissionate  devotion,  Avarring  with  her 
piety,  and  yet  heightened  by  it — are  these 
German  traits  ?  They  seem  so  :  and  yet 
do  these  Frauleins  that  I  see,  with  yellow 
hair,  ap]X'ar  capable  of  this  headlong  and 
imi)etnous  love.  Faust,  I'm  convinced,  is 
true  to  his  nationality.  He  loves  like  a 
German — and  is  mad.  and  mystical,  fond, 
dreamy,  and  devoted  by  turns. 

But  all  these  are  not  what  I  look  for.  I 
want  a  family  picture — a  Teerbnrgh  or  a 
Micris — painted  by  a  German  Dickens,  or 
touched  bv  a  native  Titmarsh.     So  far  as  I 
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have  read  of  it,  too,   the  German   Drama 
docs  not  fill  up  this  void  ;  the  comedies  of 
the  stage  present  nothing  identical  of  the 
people,  and  yet  it  appears  to  me  they  are 
singularly  good  materials  for  portraiture. 
The  stormy  incidents  of  university  life,  its  j 
curious  vicissitudes,  and  its  strange,  half-  j 
crazed  modes  of  thought   hlend  into    the , 
quiet  realities  of  after-life,  and  make  up ; 
men  such  as  one  sees  nowhere  else.     The 
tinge  of  romance  tliey  hilve  contracted  in  \ 
boyliood  is  never  tlioroughly  washed  out  of 
their  natures,  and  although  statecraft  may 
elevate  them  to  be  grave  privy  councillors, 
or  good  fortune  select  them  for  its  revenue 
officers,   they  cherish  the  old  memories  of 
Halle  and  Heidelberg,  and  can  grow  valor- 
ous over  the  shape  of  a  rapier,  or  pathetic 
about    the    color  of    Fraulein    Lydchen's 
hair. 

It  is,  doubtless,  very  presumptuous  in  me 
to  speak  thus  of  a  people  of  whom  I  have 
seen  so  little  ;  but  bear  in  mind,  my  dear 
]\Iiss  Cox,  that  I"m  rather  giving  Mrs. 
Morris's  experiences  than  my  own,  and,  in 
some  cases,  in  her  own  very  words.  She 
has  a  very  extensive  acquaintance  in  Ger- 
many, and  corresponds,  besides,  with  many 
very  distinguished  persons  of  that  country. 
Perhaps  private  letters  give  a  better  insight 
into  the  habits  of  a  people  than  most  other 
things  ;  and  if  so,  one  should  pronounce 
very  favorably  of  German  character  from 
the  specimens  I  have  seen.  .  There  are, 
everywhere,  great  truthfulness,  great  fair- 
ness ;  a  willingness  to  concede  to  others  a 
standard  different  from  their  own  ;  a  hope- 
ful tone  in  all  things,  and  extreme  gentle- 
ness towards  women  and  children.  Of  rural 
life,  and  of  scenery,  too,  they  speak  with 
true  feeling  ;  and,  as  Sir  Walter  said  of 
Goethe,  "■  they  understand  trees. 

You  will  wish  to  hear  something  of  Bre- 
genz,  where  we  are  staying  at  present,  and 
I  have  little  to  say  beyond  its  situation  in 
a  little  bay  on  the  Lake  of  Constance,,  be- 
girt with  high  mountains,  amidst  which 
stretches  a  level  flat,  traversed  by  the 
Rhine.  The  town  itself  is  scarcely  old 
enough  to  be  picturesque,  though  from  a 
distance  on  the  lake  the  effect  is  very 
pleasing.  A  part  is  built  upon  a  consider- 
able eminence,  the  ascent  to  which  is  by  a 
very  steep  street,  impassable  save  on  foot ; 
at  the  top  of  this  is  an  old  gateway,  the 
centre  of  which  is  ornamented  by  a  gro- 
tesque attempt  at  sculpture,  representing  a 
female  figure  seated  on  a  horse,  and.  to  all 
seeming,  traversing  the  clouds.  The  phe- 
nomenon is  explained  by  a  legend,  that  tells 
how  a  Bregenzer  maiden,  some  three  and  a 
half  centuries  ago,  had  gone  to  seek  her 


fortune  in  Swit/.erland,  a,?id,  becoming  do- 
mesticated there  in  a  family,  lived  for  years 
among  the  natural  enemies  of  her  people. 
Having  learned,  by  an  accident  one  night, 
that  an  attack  was  meditated  on  her  native 
town,  she  stole  away  unperceived,  and, 
taking  a  horse,  swam  the  current  of  the 
Rhine,  and  reached  Bregenz  in  time  to  give 
warning  of  the  threatened  assault,  and 
thus  rescued  her  kinsmen  and  her  birth- 
place from  sack  and  slaughter.  This  is  the 
act  commemorated  by  the  sculpture,  and 
the  stormy  waves  of  the  river  are  doubtless 
typified  in  what  seem  to  be  clouds. 

There  is,  however,  a  far  more  touching 
memory  of  the  heroism  preserved  than  this  ; 
for,  each  night,  as  the  watchman  goes  his 
round  of  the  village,  when  he  comes  to  an- 
nounce midnight,  he  calls  aloud  the  name 
of  her^who  at  the  same  dead  hour,  three 
centuries  back,  came  to  wake  the  slcejiing 
town  and  tell  them  of  their  peril.  I  do  not 
know  of  a  monument  so  touching  as  this  ! 
!N'o  bust  nor  statue,  no  grou)?  of  marble  or 
bronze,  can  equal  in  association  the  simple 
memory  transmitted  from  age  to  age,  and 
preserved  ever  fresh  and  green  in  the  hearts 
of  a  remote  generation.  As  one  thinks  of 
this,  the  mind  at  once  reverts  to  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  early  church,  and  insensibly 
one  is  led  to  feel  the  beauty  of  those  trans- 
mitted words  and  acts,  which,  associated 
with  place,  and  bound  up  with  customs  not 
yet  obsolete,  gave  such  impressive  truthful- 
ness to  all  the  story  of  our  faith.  At  the 
same  time,  it  is  apparent  that  the  current 
of  tradition  cannot  long  run  pure.  Even 
now  there  are  those  who  scoff  at  the  grate- 
ful record  of  the  Bregenzer  maiden  !  Where 
will  her  memory  be  five  years  after  the  first 
railroad  traverses  the  valley  of  the  Vorarl- 
berg  ?  Tiie  shrill  whistle  of  the  "  express  " 
is  the  death-note  to  all  the  romance  of  life  ! 

Some  deplore  this,  and  assert  that,  with 
this  immense  advancement  of  scientific  dis- 
covery, we  are  losing  the  homely  virtues  of 
our  fathers.  Others  pretend  that  we  grow 
better  as  we  grow  wiser,  and  that  increased 
intelligence  is  but  another  form  of  enlarged 
goodness.  To  myself,  the  great  change 
seems  to  be,  that  every  hour  of  this  pro- 
gress diminishes  the  influence  of  woman, 
and  that,  as  men  grow  deeper  and  deeper 
engaged  in  the  pursuits  of  wealth,  the  fe- 
male voice  is  less  listened  to,  and  its  coun- 
sels less  heeded  and  cared  for. 

But  why  do  I  dare  to  hazard  such  con  jec- 
tures  to  you,  so  far  more  capable  of  judg- 
insr,  so  much  more  able  to  solve  questions 
like  this ! 

I  am  sorry  not  to  be  able  to  speak  more 
I  confidently  about  my  music  ;  but  although 
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Germany  is  essentially  the  land  of  sonir,  ' 
there  is  less  dorjiostic  cultivation  of  the  art ' 
than  1  had  expected  ;  or,  ratlier,  it  is  made  ' 
less  a  matter  of  display.     Your  mere  ac-  [ 
quaintances  seldom  or  never  will  m\g  for 
your  amusement ;  your  friends  as  rarely  re- 
fuse you.     To  our  notions,  also,  it  seems 
strange  that  men  are  more  <rivcii  to  the  art 
here  than  Avomen.      The  Fran  is  almost ; 
entirely  devoted  to  household  cares.    Small 
fortunes  and  primitive  habits  seem   to  re- 
quire this,  and  certainly  no   one  Avho  has 
ever  witnessed  the  domestic  peace  of  a  Ger- 
man family  could  find  fault  with  the  system. 

What  has  most  struck  mo  of  all  here,  is 
the  fact,  that  while  many  of  the  old  peo- 
ple retain  a  freshness  of  feeling,  and  a  warm 
susceptibility  that  is  quite  remarkable,  the 
children  are  uniformly  grave,  even  to  sad- 
ness. The  bold,  dasliing,  half-reckless  boy  ; 
the  gay,  laughing,  high-spirited  girl,  have 
no  types  here.  The  season  of  youth,  as  we 
understand  it,  in  all  its  jocund  merriment, 
its  frolics,  and  its  Avildness,  has  no  exist- 
ence amongst  them.  The  child'  of  ten 
seems  weighted  with  the  responsibilities  of 
manhood;  the  little  sister  carries  her  keys 
about,  and  scolds  the  maids  with  all  the 
semblance  of  maternal  rigor.  \Yould  that 
these  liquid  blue  eyes  had  a  more  laughing 
look,  and  that  pretty  mouth  could  open  to 
joyous  laughter ! 

With  all  these  draAvbacks,  it  is  still  a 
country  that  I  love  to  live  in,  and  should 
leave  with  regret ;  besides  that,  I  have  as 
yet  seen  but  little  of  it,  and  its  least  re- 
markable parts. 

Whither  we  go  hence,  and  when,  are 
points  that  I  cannot  inform  you  on.  I  am 
not  sure,  indeed,  if  any  determination  on 
the  subject  has  been  come  to.  Mamma  and 
Mary  Anne  seem  most  eager  for  Rome  and 
Naples  ;  but  though  I  should  anticipate  a 
world  of  delight  and  interest  in  these  cities 
I  am  disjiosed  to  think  that  they  would 
prove  far  too  expensive — at  least  with  our 
present  tastes  and  habits. 

AVherever  my  destiny,  hoAvever,  I  shall 
not  cease  to  remember  my  dear  governess, 
nor  to  convey  to  her,  in  all  the  frankness 
of  my  ail'ection,  every  thought  and  feeling 
of  her  sincerely  attached 

Caroline  Dodd. 


LETTER  XLVI. 

STBS.     DODD     TO    J'.KS.     MARY    GAtLAGBER,    DODSBOR- 
OUGU. 

Bregenz. 
My  dear  Molly, — It's  well  I  ever  got 
your  last  letter,  for  it  seems  there's  four 


l)laces  called  Freyburg,  and  they  tried  the 
three  wrong  ones  first,  and  I  believe  they 
o|)enefI  and  read  it  everywhere  it  stopped. 
"Much  good  may  it  do  them,"  says  I,  "if  they 
did  I''  They  know  at  least  the  price  of  wool 
in  Kinnegad,  and  wliat  Ijoneens  is  briiiging 
in  Jiallinasloe,  not  to  mention  the  news  vou 
tell  of  IJetty  Walsh  !  I  thought  I  cautioned 
you  before  not  to  Avrite  anything  like  a  se- 
cret when  the  letter  came  through  a  foreign 
post,  seeing  that  the  police  reads  every- 
thing, and  if  there's  a  word  against  them- 
selves, you're  ordered  over  the  frontier  in 
six  hours.  That's  liberty,  my  dear  !  But 
that  is  not  the  worst  of  it,  for  nobody 
wants  the  dirty  spalpeens  to  read  about 
their  private  affairs,  nor  to  know  the  secrets 
of  their  families.  I  must  say,  you  are  very 
unguarded  in  this  respect,  and  poor  Betty's 
mishap  is  now  known  to  the  Emperor'of 
Prussia  and  the  King  of  Sweden,  just  as 
well  as  to  Father«Xiuke  and  the  Coadjutor  ; 
and  as  they  say  that  these  Courts  are  always 
exchanging  gossip  with  each  otiier,  it  will 
be  back  in  England  by  the  time  this  reach- 
es you.  Let  it  be  a  caution  to  you  in  fn- 
iiire,  or,  if  \o\\  must  allude  to  these  events, 
do  it  in  a  way  that  can't  be  understood,  as 
you  may  remark  they  do  in  the  newspapers. 
I  wish  you  wouldn't  be  tormenting  me 
about  coming  home  and  living  among  my 
own  people,  as  you  call  it.  Let  tliem  pay 
up  the  arrears  first,  Molly,  before  they 
think  of  establishing  any  claim  of  the  kind 
on  yotir  humble  servant.  But  the  fact  is, 
my  dear,  the  longer  you  live  abroad,  the 
more  yoti  like  it ;  and  going  back  to  the 
strict  rules  and  habits  of  England,  after  it, 
is  for  all  the  world  like  putting  on  a 
straight- waistcoat.  If  you  only  heard  for- 
eigners the  way  they  talk  of  us,  and  Ave  all 
the  while  thinking  ourselves  the  A'cry  pink 
of  the  creation  ! 

But  of  all  the  things  they're  most  scA-ere 
upon  is  Sunday.  The  manner  avc  pass  the 
day.  according  to  their  notions,  is  down- 
right barbarism.  No  diA'ersion  of  any  kitid, 
no  dancing,  no  theatres;  shops  siiut  up, 
and  nothing  legal  but  intoxication.  I 
always  tell  them  that  the  fault  isn't  ours, 
that'  it's  the  Protestants  that  do  these 
things;  for,  as  Father  ^laher  says,  ''they'd 
put  a  bit  of  crape  over  the  blessed  sun  if 
they  could ."  But  between  ourselves,  Molly,, 
even  we  Catholics  are  greatly  behind  the 
foreigners  on  all  matters  of  civilization.  It 
may  be  out  of  fear  of  the  others,  but  really 
we  don't  enjoy  ourselves  at  all  like  the 
French  or  the  Germans.  Even  in  the  little 
place  I'm  writing  now,  there's  more  amuse- 
ment than  in  a  bio:  city  at  home  ;  and  if 
there's  anything  I  m  convinced  of  at  all. 
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Molly,  it's  this  :  that  there  is  no  keeping 
13eopie  out  of  great  wickedness  except  by  em- 
ploying them  in  small  sins  ;  and,  let  me  tell 
yon,  tliere's  not  a  Political  Economist  that 
ever  I  heard  of  has  hit  npon  the  secret. 

"Wo  are  all  in  good  health,  and  except 
that  K.  I.  is  in  one  of  his  habitual  moods 
of  discontent  and  grumbling,  there's  not 
anything  particular  the  matter  with  ns. 
Indeed,  if  it  wasn't  for  his  natural  perverse- 
ness  of  disposition,  he  oughtn't  to  be  cross 
and  disagreeable,  for  dear  James  has  just 
been  appointed  to  an  elegant  situation,  on 
what  they  call  the  "Diplomatic  Service." 
AVhen  the  letter  came  first,  I  was  almost  off 
in  a  faint.  I  didn't  know  wdiere  it  might 
be  they  might  be  sending  the  poor  child — 
perhaps  to  Great  Carey-o,  or  the  Hymenaeal 
Mountains  of  India  ;  tjut  Lord  George  says 
that  it's  at  ona  of  the  great  Courts  of  Eu- 
rope he's  sure  to  be  ;  and,  indeed,  with  his 
figure  and  advantages,  that's  the  very  thing 
to  suit  him.  He's  a  picture  of  a  young 
man,  and  the  very  image  of  poor  Tom 
M'Carthy,  that  Avas  shot  at  Ballyhealey  the 
year  of  the  great  frost.  If  he  doesn't  make 
a  great  match  I'm  surprised  at  it ;  and  the* 
young  ladies  must  be  mighty  different  in 
their  notions  from  what  I  remember  them, 
besides.  Getting  him  ready  and  fitting  him 
out  has  kept  us  here  ;  for  whenever  there's 
a  call  npon  K.  I.'s  right-hand  pocket,  he 
buttons  up  the  left  at  once  ;  so  that,  till 
James  is  fairly  off,  there's  no  \\o])Q.  for  us  of 
getting  away  from  this.  That  once  done, 
however,  I'm  determined  to  pass  the  win- 
ter in  Italy.  As  Lord  George  says,  com- 
ing abroad  and  not  crossing  the  Alps,  is 
like  going  to  a  dinner-party  and  getting  up 
after  the  ** roast " — "you  have  all  the  solids 
of  the  entertainment,  but  none  of  the  light 
and  elegant  trifles  that  aid  digestion,  and 
engage  the  imagination."  It's  a  beautiful 
simile,  Molly,  and  very  true  besides  ;  for, 
after  all,  the  heart  requires  more  than  mere 
material  eiijoyments  ! 

You're  maybe  surprised  to  hear  that 
Lord  G.  is  back  here ;  and  so  was  I  to  see 
him.  "What  his  intentions  are,  I'm  nnable 
to  say ;  but  it's  surely  Mary  Anne  at  all 
events ;  and  as  she  knows  the  world  well, 
I'm  very  easy  in  my  mind  about  her.  As  I 
told  K.  I.  last  night — "  Abuse  the  Conti- 
nent as  you  like,  K.  I.,  waste  all  your  bad  i 
words  ai)out  the  cookery,  and  the  morals,  ] 
and  the  light  wnnes  and  women,  but  there's 
one  thing  you  can't  deny  to  it — there's  no 
falling  in  love  abroad — that  I  maintain  ! " 
And  when  you  come  to  think  of  it,  I  believe  j 
that's  the  real  evil  of  Ireland.  Everybody 
there  falls  in  love,  and  the  more  sui-ely 
when  they  haven't  a  sixpence  to  marry  on  ! 


All  the  young  lawyers  without  briefs — all 
the  young  doctors  in  disjiensaries — every 
marching  lieutenant  living  on  his  pay — 
every  young  curate  with  seventy  pounds  a 
year — in  fact,  Molly,  every  case* of  hopeless 
poverty — all  what  the  newspapers  call  heart- 
rending distress — is  sure  to  have  a  sweet- 
heart !  When  you  think  of  the  misery  that 
it  brings  on  a  single  family,  you  may  im- 
agine the  ruin  that  it  entails  on  a  whole 
country.  And  I  don't  speak  in  ignorance, 
Mrs.  Gallagher  ;  I've  lived  to  see  the  misery 
of  even  a  tincture  of  love  in  my  own  unfor- 
tunate fate.  Not  that  indeed  1  ever  went 
far  in  my  feelings  towards  K.  I.,  but  my 
youth  and  inexperience  carried  me  away  ; 
and  see  where  they've  left  me  !  Now  that's  ' 
an  error  nobody  commits  abroad  ;  and  as  to 
any  one  being  married  according  to  their 
inclination,  it's  quite  unheard  of  ;  and  if 
they  have  less  love,  they  have  fewer  disap- 
pointments, and  that  same  is  something  ! 

Talking  of  marriage  brings  me  to  Betty 
— I  suppose  I  mustn't  say  Betty  Cobb,  now 
that  she  calls  herself  the  Frau  Tadd}'. 
Hasn't  she  made  a  nice  business  of  it ! 
"They're  fighting,"  as  K.  I.  says,  "like 
man  and  wife,  already  !  "  The  creature  is 
only  half  human  ;  and  when  he  has  gorged 
himself  with  meat  and  drink,  he  sometimes 
sleei^s  for  twenty-four,  or  maybe  thirty 
hours  ;  and  if  there's  not  something  ready 
for  him  when  he  wakes  up,  his  passion^  is 
dreadful.  I'm  afraid  of  my  life  lest  K.  1. 
should  see  the  bill  for  his  food,  and  told 
the  landlord  only  to  put  down  his  four 
regular  meals,  and  that  I'd  pay  the  rest, 
which  I  have  managed  to  do  up  to  this 
by  disposing  of  K.  I.'s  w^earing  apparel. 
And  Avould  you  believe  it,  that  the  beast 
has  already  eaten  a  brown  surtout,  two 
waistcoats,  and  three  pair  of  kerseymere 
shorts  and  gaiters,  not  to  say  a  spencer  that 
he  had  for  his  lunch,  and  a  Mackintosh 
cape  that  he  took  the  other  night  before 
going  to  bed!  Betty  is  always  crying  from 
his  bad  usage,  and  consequently  of  no  earth- 
ly use  to  any  one  ;  but  if  a  word  is  said 
against  him,  she  flies  out  in  a  rage,  and 
there's  no  standing  her  tongue  ! 

Maybe,  however,  .it's  all  for  the  best; 
for  Avithout  a  little  excitement  to  my  nerv- 
ous system,  I'd  have  found  this  place  very 
dull.  Doctor  Morgan  ]\Ioore,  that  knew 
the  M'Carthy  constitution  better  than  any  * 
one  living,  used  to  say,  "Miss  Jemima  re- 
quires movement  and  animation  ; "  and, 
indeed,  I  never  knew  any  place  agree  with 
me  like  the  "Sheds"  of  Clontarf. 

Mary  Anne  keeps  telling  me  that  this  is 
now  quite  vulgar,  and  that  your  people  of 
first  fashion   are   never  pleased  with  any- 
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body,  or  anything ;  und  wlicnover  a  i)lacc, 
cr  a  party,  or  even  an  individual  is  pecu- 
liarly tiresome,  siie  says,  '^  Be  sure,  then, 
that  it's  quite  the  mode."  That  is  possibly 
the  reason  why  Lord  George  recommends 
us  passing  a  few  weeks  on  the  Lake  of  Co-  \ 
mns  ;  and  if  it's  the  right  thing  to  do  I'm  ^ 
ready  and  willing  ;  but  I  own  to  you,  Mol-  i 
ly,  I'd  like  a  little  sociality,  if  it  was  only 
for  a  change.  At  any  rate,  Comus  is  in 
Italy  ;  and  if  we  once  get  there,  it  will  go 
far  with  me  if  I  don't  see  the  Pope.  I'm 
obliged  to  be  brief  this  time,  for  the  post 
closes  here  whenever  the  postmaster  goes 
to  dinner  ;  and  to-day  I'm  told  he  dines 
early.  I'll  write  you,  however,  a  full  and 
true  account  of  us  all  next  week,  till  when, 
believe  me  yoxxv  ever  affectionate  and  at- 
tached friend, 

Jemima  Dodd. 

P.  S. — Mary  Anne  has  just  reconciled 
me  to  the  notion  of  Comus,  It  is  really 
the  most  aristocratic  place  in  Europe,  and 
she  remarks  that  it  is  exactly  the  spot  to 
make  excellent  acquaintances  in  for  the  en- 
suing winter  ;  for  you  see,  Molly,  that  is 
really  what  one  re({uires  in  summer  and 
autumn,  and  the  English  that  live  much  \ 
abroad  study  this  point  greatly.  But,  in- 
deed, there's  a  wonderful  deal  to  be  learned 
Ijofore  one  can  saythat  they  know  life  on  , 
the  Continent ;  and  the  more  I  think  of  it, 
the  less  am  I  surprised  at  the  mistakes  and 
blunders  of  our  travelling  countrymen — 
errors,  I  am  proud  to  say,  that  we  have 
escaped  up  to  this. 


LETTER   XLVIL 

KENNY    JAMES    UODD   TO    THOMAS    PITRCEI4,,    ESQ.,    OF 
THE   GRANGE,    BRUKF. 

Brogenz. 

My  dear  Tom, — Although  it  is  im- 
prol)able  I  shall  be  able  to  despatch  this 
by  the  post  of  to-day,  1  take  the  opportu- 
nity of  a  few  moments  of  domestic  peace  to 
answer  your  last — I  wish  I  could  say  agree- 
able— letter.  It  is  not  that  your  intentions 
are  not  everything  that  consists  with  recti- 
tude and  honor,  or  that  your  sentiments 
are  not  always  those  of  a  right-minded 
man,  but  I  beg  to  observe  to  you,  Tom 
Purcell,  in  all  the  candor  of  a  five-and- 
forty  years"  friendship,  that  you  have  about 
the  same  knowledge  of  life  and  the  world 
that  a  toad  has  of  Lord  Rosse's  telescope. 

We  have  come  abroad  for  an  object, 
which,  whether  attainable  or  not,  is  not 
now  the  question ;  but  if  there  be  any  pros- 


pect whatever  of  realising  it — confound  the 
phrase,  but  I  have  no  other  at  hand — it  is 
surely  by  an  ample  and  liberal  style  of  liv- 
ing, sucli  as  shall  place  us  on  a  footing  of 
equality  with  the  best  society,  and  make 
the  Dodds  eligible  anywhere. 

I  suppose  you  admit  tliat  much.  I  take 
it  for  granted  that  even  bucolic  dullness  is 
capable  of  going  so  far.  "Well,  then,  what 
do  you  mean  l)y  your  incessant  ai)peals  to 
"  retrenchment"  and  "economy  ?"  Don't 
you  see  that  you  make  yourself  just  as  pre- 
posterous as  Cobden,  when  he  says,  cut 
down  the  estimates,  reduce  the  navy,  and 
dismiss  your  soldiers,  but  still  be  a  first- 
rate  power.  Tie  your  hands  behind  your 
back,  but  cry  out  ''Beware  of  me,  for  I'm 
dreadful  Avhen  I'm  angry."     . 

You  quote  me  against  myself  ;  you  bring 
up  my  old  letters,  like  Hansard,  against 
me,  and  saythat  all  our  attempts  have  been 
failures :  but  without  calling  you  to  order 
for  referring  "to  what  passed  in  another 
place,"  I  will  reply  to  you  on  your  own 
grounds.  If  we  have  failed,  it  has  been 
because  our  resources  did  not  admit  of  our 
maintaining  to  the  end  what  we  had  begun 
in  splendor— that  our  means  fell  short  of 
our  requirements — that,  in  fact,  with  a  well- 
chosen  position  and  picked  troops,  we  lost 
the  battle  only  for  want  of  ammunition, 
having  fired  away  all  our  powder  in  the 
beginning  of  the  engagement.  Whose  fault 
wiis  that,  I  beg  to  ask  ?  Can  the  Commis- 
sary-General Purcell 'come  clear  out  of  that 
charge  ? 

I  know  your  hair-splitting  habit  —  I  at 
once  anticipate  your  reply.  An 'agent  and 
a  commissary  are  two  very  different  things  ! 
And  just  as  flatly  I  tell  you,  you  are  wrong, 
and  tliat,  rightly  considered,  the  duties  of 
both  are  precisely  analogous,  and  that  a 
general  commanding  an  army,  and  an  Irish 
landlord  travelling  on  the  Continent,  pre- 
sent a  vast  number  of  ])oints  of  similitude 
and  resemblance.  In  the  one  case  as  in  the 
other,  supplies  are  indispensable  —  come 
what  will,  the  forces  must  be  fed,  and  if  it 
would  be  absurd  for  the  general  to  halt  in 
his  march  and  inquire  into  all  the  ditlicui- 
ties  of  providing  stores,  it  would  be  equally 
preposterous  for  the  landlord  to  arrest  his 
career  by  going  into  every  petty  grievance 
of  his  tenantry,  and  entering  into  a  minute 
examination  of  the  state  of  every  cottier  on 
his  land.  J-'end  the  rations,  Tom,  and  PU 
answer  for  the  campaign.  I  don't  mean  to 
say  that  there  are  not  some  hardships  at- 
tendant ui)on  this.  I  know  that  to  raise 
contributions,  an  occasional  severity  must 
be  employed  ;  but  is  the  fate  of  a  great  en- 
gagement to  be  jeopardised  for  the  sake  of 
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such  considerations  ?  No,  no,  Tom .  Even 
your  spirit  v/ill  recoil  from  sucli  an  admis- 
sion as  this  ! 

It  is  only  fair  to  mention  that  these  arc 
not  merely  my  own  sentiments.  Lord  George 
Tiverton,  to  whom  I  hai)pcncd  to  show 
your  letter,  was  really  shocked  at  the  con- 
tents. I  don't  wish  to  offend  you,  Tom, 
but  the  expression  he  used  was  "  It  is  for- 
tunate for  your  friend  Purcell  that  he  is 
not  my  agent."  I  will  not  repeat  what  he 
said  about  llie  management  of  English 
landed  property,  but  it  is  obvious  that  our 
system  is  not  their  system,  and  that  such  a 
thing  as  a  landlord  in  my  position  is  actu- 
ally unheard  of.  "If  Ireland  were  subject 
to  earthquakes,"  said  he,  *'if  the  arable 
land  were  no\y  and  then  covered  over  ten 
feet  deep  with  lava,  I  could  understand 
your  agent's  arguments;  but,  wanting  these 
causes,  they  are  downright  riddles  to  me." 

He  was  most  anxious  to  obtain  posses- 
sion of  your  letter;  and  I  learned  from 
Mary  Anne  that  he  really  meant  to  use  it 
in  the  House,  and  show  you  up  bodily  as 
one  of  the  prominent  causes  of  Irish  mis- 
ery. I  have  saved  you  from  this  exposure, 
but  I  really  cannot  spare  you  some  of  the 
strictures  your  conduct  calls  for. 

I  must  alsa  observe  to  you  that  there  is, 
what  the  Duke  used  to  call  '•  a  terrible 
sameness  "  about  your  letters.  The  pota- 
toes are  always  going  to  rot,  the  people  al- 
ways going  to  leave.  It  rains  for  ten  weeks 
at  a  time,  and  if  you  -have  three  fine  days 
you  cry  out  that  the  country  is  ruined  by 
drought.  Just  for  sake  of  a  little  variety, 
can't  you  take  a  prosperous  tone  for  once, 
instead  of  '* drawing  my  attention,"  as  you 
superciliously  phrase  it,  to  the  newspaper 
announcement  about  '*  George  Davis  and 
other  petitioners,  and  the  lands  of  Bally- 
clough,  Kiltimaon,  and  Knocknaslattery, 
being  part  of  the  estates  of  James  Kenny 
Dodd,  Esq.,  of  Dodsborough."  I  have  al- 
ready given  you  my  opinion  about  that  En- 
cumbered Estates  Court,  and  I  see  no  rea- 
son for  changing  it.  Confiscation  is  a  mild 
name  for  its  operation.  What  Ireland  really 
wanted  Avas  a  Loan  Fund — a  good  round 
sum,  say  three  and  a  half  or  four  millions, 
lent  out  on  reasonable  security  but  free 
from  all  embarrassing  conditions.  Compel 
every  proprietor  to  plant  so  many  potatoes 
for  the  use  of  the  poor,  and  get  rid  of  those 
expensive  absurdities  called  "Unions,"  with 
all  the  hxA\,  indoleni)  officials ;  do  that, 
and  we  might  have  a  chance  of  pro.,  "iring 
once  more. 

It  makes  me  actually  sick  to  hear  yen, 
an  Irishman  born  and  bred,  repeating  all 
that  English   balderdash    about  "a  •'•heap 


and  indisputable  title,"  and  so  forth.  Do 
you  remember  about  four-ai id-twenty  years 
ago,  Tom,  wiien  1  wanted  to  breach  a  place 
for  a  window  in  part  of  the  old  house  at 
Dodsborough,  and  Ilackett  warned  me  that 
if  I  toucheil  a  stone  of  it  I'd  maybe  have 
the  wliole  edifice  come  tumbling  about  my 
ears?  Don't  you  see  the  analogy  between 
that  and  our  condition  as  landlords,  and 
that  our  real  security  lay  in  the  fact  that 
nobody  could  dare  to  breach  us?  Meddle 
with  us  once,  and  who  could  tell  where  the 
ruin  Avould  fall!  So  long  as  the  system 
lasted  we  were  safe,  Tom.  Now,  your  En- 
cumbered Court,  with  its  Parliamentary 
title,  has  upset  all  that  security;  and  that's 
the  reason  of  all  the  distress  and  misfortune 
that  have  overtaken  us. 

I  think,  after  this  specimen  of  my  opin- 
ions, I'll  hear  no  more  of  your  reproaches 
about  my  "growing  indifference  to  home 
topics,"  my  "apparent  apathy  regarding 
Ireland,''  and  other  similar  reflections  in 
your  last  letter.  Forget  my  country,  in- 
deed! Does  a  man  ever  forget  the  can- 
tharides  when  he  has  a  blister  on  his  back? 
If  I'm  warm,  I'm  sorry  for  it;  but  it's  your 
own  fault,  Tom  Purcell.  You  know  me 
since  I  was  a  child,  and  understand  my 
temper  well;  and  whatever  it  Avas  once,  it 
hasn't  improved  by  conjugal  felicity. 

And  now  for  the  Home  Office.  James 
started  last  night  for  London,  to  go  through 
whatever  formalities  there  may  be  before 
receiving  his  appointment.  What  it  is  to 
be,  or  Avhere,  1  have  not  an  idea;  but  I 
cling  to  the  hope  that  when  they  see  the 
lad,  and  discover  his  utter  ignorance  on  all 
subjects,  it  will  be  something  very  humble, 
and  not  requiring  a  sixpence  from  me.  All 
that  I  have  seen  of  the  Avorld  shows  me  that 
the  higher  you  look  for  A^our  children  the 
moi-e  they  cost  you;  and  for  that  reason, 
if  I  had  my  choice,  I'd  rather  have  him  a 
ganger  than  in  the  Grenadier  Guards. 
Even  as  it  i«,  the  outfit  for  this  journey  has 
run  away  Avith  no  small  share  of  3'our  late 
remittance;  and  now  that  Ave  have  come  to 
the  end  of  the  M'Carthy  legac}' — the  last 
fifty  Avas  "appropriated"  by  James  before 
starting — it  Avill  require  all  the  financial 
skill  you  can  commaud  to  furnish  me  Avith 
sufficient  means  for  our  new  campaign. 

Yes,  Tom,  Ave  are  going  to  Italy.  I  have 
discussed  the  matter  so  long,  and  so  fully 
argued  it  in  every  shape,  artistical,  philo- 
sophical, economical,  and  moral,  that  I 
verily  believe  that  our  dialogues  Avould  fur- 
nish a  very  respectable  manual  to  Trans- 
Alpine  travellers;  and  if  I  am  not  a  convert 
to  the  vieAvs  of  my  opponents,  I  am  so  far 
vanquished  in  the  controversy  as  to  give  in. 
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Lord  George  i)ut  tlie  matter,  I  must  say. 
Tery  Ktron;^iy  liefore  mo.  "To  turn  your 
stops  liomeward  from  the  Alps,"  said  lie, 
"is  like  the  act  of  a  man  wlio,  liavin^ 
dressed  for  an  evening  party,  and  ascended 
tlic  stairs,  wheels  round  at  the  door  of  tlie 
drawing-room,  and  quits  the  house.  All 
your  })revious  knowledge  of  the  Continent, 
so  costly  and  so  difficult  to  attain,  is  al)OUt, 
at  length,  to  become  jirofitalde  ;  that  insight 
into  foreign  life  and  haljits,  whicli  you  have 
arrived  at  by  study  and  observation,  is  now 
about  to  be  available.  Italy  is  essentially 
the  land  of  taste,  elegance,  and  refinement ; 
and  there  w'ill  all  the  varied  gifts  and  ac- 
quirements of  your  accomplished  family  be 
appreciated."  Besides  this,  Tom,  he  showed 
me  that  the  **  Snobs,"  as  he  politely  desig- 
nated them,  are  all  "  Cis- Alpine  ;  "  strictly 
confining  themselves  to  the  Eliine  and 
Switzerland,  and  never  descending  the 
southern  slopes  of  the  Alps.  According  to 
his  account,  therefore,  the  climate  of  Italy 
is  not  more  marked  by  superiority  than  the 
tone  of  its  society.  There,  all  is  polished, 
elegant,  and  retlncd  ;  and  if  the  men  be 
'•'not  all  brave,  and  the  women  all  virtu- 
ous," it  is  because  "their  moral  standard 
is  one  more  in  accordance  with  the  ancient 
traditions,  the  temper,  and  the  instincLS  of 
the  people."  I  quote  you  his  words  here, 
because  very  possibly  they  may  be  more  in- 
telligible to  you  than  to  myself.  At  all 
events,  one  thing  is  quite  clear — we  ought 
to  go  and  judge  for  ourselves,  and  to  this 
resolve  have  we  come.  Tiverton — without 
Avhom  Ave  should  be  actually  helpless — has 
arranged  the  whole  affair,  and,  really  with 
a  regard  to  economy  that,  considering  his 
habits  and  his  station,  can  only  be  attrib- 
uted to  a  downriglit  feeling  of  friendship 
for  us.  By  a  mere  accident  he  hit  upon  a 
villa  a*".  Como,  for  a  mere  trifle — he  won't 
tell  me  the  sum,  l)ut  he  calls  it  a  "  noth- 
ing"— and  now  he  has,  with  his  habitual 
good  luck,  chanced  upon  a  return  carriage 
going  to  Milan,  the  driver  of  wliich  horses 
our  Carriage,  and  takes  the  servants  with 
him,  for  very  little  more  than  the  keep  of 
his  beasts  on  the  road.  This  piece  of  in- 
telligence will  tickle  every  stingy  fibre  in 
your  economical  old  heart,  and  at  last  shall 
I  know  you  to  mutter.  "K.  I.  is  doing  the 
prudent  thing." 

Tiverton  himself  says,  "It's  not  exactly 
the  most  elegant  mode  of  travelling;  but 
as  the  season  is  early,  and  the  S})lugen  a 
pass  seldom  traversed  we^  shall  slip  down 
to  Oomo  unobserved,  and'  save  some  ?orty 
or  fifty  'Naps.,'  without  any  one  being  the 
wiser."  Mrs.  D.  would  of  course  object  if 
she  had  the  faintest  suspicion  that  it  was 


inexpensive;  but,  "my  lord,"  who  seems 
to  read  her  like  a  book,  has  told  her  that  it 
if?  the  very  mode  in  which  all  the  aristoc- 
racy travel,  and  that  by  a  hapjjy  piece  of 
fortune  we  have  secared  the  vetturino  that 
took  Prince  Albert  to  Kome,  and  the  Em- 
})ress  of  Russia  to  Palermo  I 

lie  has,  or  he  is  to  find,  four  horses  for 
our  coach,  and  three  for  iiis  own  ;  we  are 
to  take  the  charge  of  bridges,  barriers, 
raft.s,  and  "  remounts,"  and  give  him  be- 
sides fiA'e  Najjoleons  per  diem,  and  a 
"buona  mano,"  or  gratuity,  of  three  more, 
if  satisfied,  at  tlie  end  of  the  journey.  Now, 
notliing  could  be  more  economical  than 
til  is ;  for  Ave  are  a  large  i)artA',  and  with 
luggage  enough  to  fill  a  sliip's  jolly-boat. 

You  sec,  therefore,  Avhat  i.  ^s  to  have  a 
shrewd  and  intelligent  friend.  You  and  I 
might  have  AA'alked  the  main  street  of  Bre- 
genz  till  our  shoes  Avere  thin,  before  we  dis- 
covered that  the  word  '^' Gelegenheit," 
chalked  up  on  the  back-leather  of  an  old 
calcche,  meant  "A  return  convenicncy  to 
be  had  cheap."  The  Avord  is  a  German 
one,  and  means  "Opportunity;"  and  ah, 
my  dear  Tom,  into  Avhat  a  strange  channel 
does  it  entice  one's  thoughts  !  What 
curious  reflections  come  across  the  mind, 
as  Ave  think  of  all  our  real  Opportunities  in 
this  Avorld,  and  hoAV  little  we  did  of  them. 
Not  but  there  might  be  a  debit  side  to  the 
account,  too,  and  that  some  two  or  three 
may  liaA'e  escaped  us,  that  it  was  just  as 
Avell  Ave  let  pass  ! 

"VVe  intended  to  have  left  this  to-morroAv, 
but  Mrs.  D.  won't  travel  on  a  Friday. 
"It's  an  unlucky  day,"  she  saA"s,  and  may- 
be she's  right.  If  I  don't  mislake  greatly, 
it  was  on  a  Friday  I  was  married,  but  of 
course  this  is  a  reminiscence  I  keep  to  niA'- 
self.  This  reminds  me  of  the  question  in 
your  postscript,  and  to  Avhich  I  reply  :  Not 
a  bit  of  it,  nothing  of  the  kind.  So  far  as" 
I  see,  Tiverton  feels  a  strong  attachment  to 
James,  but  never  even  notices  the  girls.  I 
ought  to  add,  that  this  is  not  Mrs.  D.'s 
opinion  ;  and  she  is  ahvays  flouncing  into 
my  dressing-room,  Avith  a  new  discoverv  of 
a  look  that  lie  gave  ]\Iary  Anne,  or  a  wliis- 
per  that  he  drojiped  into  Gary's  ear.  Mo- 
thers Avould  be  a  grand  element  in  a  deti^ct- 
ive  police,  if  they  didn't  iiow  ar.d  then  see 
more  than  Avas  in  sight  :  but  that's  their 
failing,  Tom.  The"  same  generous  zeal 
which  thev  employ  in  magnifying  their 
husbands' ifaults,  helps  them  to' many  an- 
other exaggeration.  Now  Jlrs  D.  is  Avhat 
she  calls  fully  persuaded— in  other  words, 
she  has  some  shadowy  su.:picions  —  that 
Lord  George  has  formed  a  strong  attach- 
ment to  one  or  other  of  her  daughters,  the 
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only  doubtful  point  being  which  of  them 
is  to  bo  "  my  Lady." 

Shall  I  confess  to  you,  that  I  rather 
cherish  the  notion  than  seek  to  disabuse 
her  of  it,  and  for  this  simple  reason  :  when- 
ever she  is  in  full  cry  after  giandeur, 
w.'iether  in  the  shape  of  an  acquaintance, 
and  invitation,  or  a  match  for  tiie  girls, 
she  usually  gives  me  a  little  peace  and 
quietness.  The  Peerage,  "God  bless  our 
old  Nobility,"  acts  like  an  anodyne  on 
her. 

I  give  you,  therefore,  both  sides  of  the 
question,  repeating  once  more  my  own  con- 
viction that  Lord  G.  has  no  serious  inten- 
tions to  use  the  phrase  maternal,  whatever. 
And  now  to  your  second  query  :  If  not,  is 
it  prudent  to  encourage  his  intimacy  ? 
Why,  Tom  Purcell,  just  bethink  you  for  a 
moment,  and  see  to  wliat  a  strange  condi- 
tion would  your  theory,  if  acted  on,  resolve 
all  the  inhabitants  of  the  globe.  Into  one 
or  other  category  they  must  go  infallibly. 
'*  Either  they  want  to  marry  one  of  the 
Dodds,  or  they  don't."  Now,  though  the 
fact  is  palpable  enough,  it  is  for  all  pur- 
poses of  action  a  most  embarrassing  one, 
and  if  I  proceed  to  make  use  of  it,  1  shall 
either  be  doomed  to  very  tiresome  acquain- 
tances, or  a  life  of  utter  solitude  and  deser- 
tion. 

Can't  a  man  like  your  society,  your  din- 
ners, your  port,  your  jokes,  and  your  cigars, 
but  he  must  perforce  marry  one  of  your 
daughters  ?  Is  your  house  to  be  like  a  rat- 
trap,  and  if  a  fellow  puts  his  head  in  must 
he  be  caught  ?  I  don't  like  the  notion  at 
all  ;  and  not  the  less,  that  it  rather  throws 
a  slight  ovet  certain  convivial  gifts  and 
a.greeable  qualities  for  which,  once  upon  a 
time  at  least,  I  used  to  have  some  reputa- 
tion. As  to  Tiverton,  I  like  Mm,  and'  I 
have  a  notion  that  he  likes  me.  We  suit 
each  other  as  well  as  it  is  possible  for  two 
men  bred,  born,  and  brought  up  so  perfectly 
unlike.  We  both  have  seen  a  great  deal  of 
the  world,  or  rather  of  two  worlds,  for  Ms 
is  not  mine.  At  the  same  time,  every  re- 
mark he  makes— and  all  his  observations 
show  me  that  mankind  is  precisely  the  same 
thing  everywhere,  and  that  it  is  exactly 
with  the  same  interests,  the  same  impulses, 
and  the  same  passions,  my  Lord  l)ets  his 
thousaridsat  '*  Crocky's,"  that  Billy  Healey, 
or  Father  Tom,  ventures  his  half-crown  at 
the  Pig  and  Pincers,  in  Bruff.  I  used  to 
think  tliat  what  with  races,  elections,  horse- 
fairs,  and  the  like,  I  had  seen  my  share  of 
rascality  or  roguery  ;  but,  compared  to  my 
Lord's  experiences,  I  might  be  a  babe  in 
the  nursery.  'J'here  isn't  a  dodge — not  a 
piece  of  knavery  that  was  ever  invented — 


he  doesn't  know.  Trickery  and  deception 
of  every  kind  a?*o  all  familuir  to  him,  and, 
as  he  says  himcelf,  he  only  wants  a  few 
weeks  in  a  convict  settlement  to  put  the 
finish  on  his  education. 

You'd  fancy,  from  what  I  say,  that  he 
must  be  a  cold,  misanthropic,  suspcetful 
fellow,  with  an  ill-natured  temper,  and  a 
gloomy  view  of  everybody  and  everything. 
Far  from  it ;  his  whole  theory  of  life  is 
benevolent ;  and  his  maxim,  to  believe 
every  one  honorable,  trustworthy,  and  ami- 
able. I  see  the  half-cynical  smile  with 
which  you  listen  to  this,  and  I  already 
know  the  remark  that  trembles  on  your  lip. 
You  would  say,  that  such  a  code  cuts  both 
ways,  and  that  a  man  who  pronounces  so 
favorably  of  his  fellows  almost  secures 
thereby  a  merciful  verdict  on  himself.  In 
fact,  that  he  who  passes  base  money  can 
scarcely  refuse,  now  and  then,  to  accept  a 
bad  half-penny  in  change.  Well,  Tom, 
I'll  not  argue  the  case  with  you,  for  if  not 
myself  a  disciple  of  this  creed,  I  have 
learned  to  think  that  there  are  very  few 
indeed  who  are  privileged  to  play  censor 
upon  their  acquaintances,  and  that  there  is 
always  the  chance  that  when  you  are  occu- 
pied looking  at  your  neighbor  drifting  on 
a  lee  shore,  you  may  bump  on  a  rock  your- 
self. 

You  said  in  your  last  that  you  thought 
me  more  lax  than  I  used  to  be  about  right 
and  wrong — "less  straitlaced,"  you  were 
polite  enough  to  call  it ;  and  with  an  equal 
urbanity  you  ascribed  this  change  in  me  to 
the  habits  of  the  Continent.  I  am  proud 
to  say  "  Guilty"  to  the  charge,  and  I  be- 
lieve you  are  right  as  to  the  cause.  Yes, 
Tom,  the  tone  of  society  abroad  is  eminent- 
ly merciful,  and  it  must  needs  be  a  bad 
case  where  there  are  no  attenuating  circum- 
stances. So  much  the  worse,  say  you ; 
where  vice  is  leniently  looked  on,  it  will 
be  sure  to  flourish.  To  which  I  answer: 
Show  me  where  it  does  not  !  Is  it  in  the 
modern  Babylon,  is  it  in  moral  Scotland, 
or  drab-colored  Washington  ?  On  my  con- 
science, I  don't  believe  there  is  more  of 
wickedness  in  a  foreign  city  than  a  home 
one ;  the  essential  difference  being  that  we 
do  wrong  with  a  consciousness  of  our  im- 
morality ;  whereas  the  foreigner  has  a 
strong  impression  that  after  all  it's  only  a 
passing  frailty,  and  that  human  nature  was 
not  ever  intended  to  be  perfect.  Which 
system  tends  most  to  corrupt  a  people,  and 
which  creates  more  hopeless  sinners,  I  leave 
to  you,  and  others  as  fond  of  such  specula- 
tions, to  ponder  over. 

Another  charge — for  your  letter  has  as 
many  counts  as  an  indictment — another  you 
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make  against  me  is,  that  I  seem  as  if  I  was 
beginning  to  like — or  as  you  modestly 
phrase  it — as  if  I  was  getting  more  recon- 
ciled to  tiie  Continent.  Mayl)e  I  am,  now 
tiuit  I  have  learned  iiow  to  qualify  the  I'ght 
wines  with  a  little  brandy,  and  to  make  my 
dinner  of  the  eight  or  nine,  instead  of  the 
two-and-thirty  dishes  they  serve  up  to  you  ; 
and  since  I  have  trained  myself  to  walk  the 
length  of  a  street,  in  ram  or  sunshine, 
without  my  hat,  and  have  attained  to  the 
names  of  the  cards  at  whist  in  a  foreign 
tongue,  I  believe  I  do  feel  more  at  home 
here  than  at  tirst  ;  hut  still  1  am  far,  very 
far,  in  arrear  of  the  knowledge  that  a  man 
bred  and  born  abroad  would  possess  at  my 
age.  To  begin,  Tom  :  He  would  be  a  per- 
fect cook  ;  you  couldn't  put  a  clove  of  gar- 
lic too  little,  or  an  olive  too  much,  without 
his  detecting  it  in  the  dish.  Secondly,  he 
would  be  curious  in  snuffs,  and  a  dead  hand 
at  dominoes  ;  then  he  would  be  deep  in  the 
private  histories  of  the  ballot,  and  tell  you 
the  various  qualities  of  short-draperied 
damsels  that  had  figured  on  the  boards  for 
the  last  thirty  years.  These,  and  snch-like 
would  be  the  consolations  of  his  declining 
years  ;  and  of  these  I  know  absolutely  next 
to  nothing.  Who  knows,  however,  but  I 
may  improve  ?  The  world  is  a  wonderful 
school-nuister,  and  if  Mrs.  J),  is  to  be 
believed,  I  am  an  apt  scholar  whenever  the 
study  is  of  an  equivocal  kind. 

We  hope  to  spend  the  late  autumn  at 
Como,  and  then  step  down  into  some  of  the 
cities  of  the  South  for  the  winter  months. 
The  approved  plan  is  'Florence  till  about 
the  middle  of  January,  Rome  till  the  begin- 
ning of  Lent,  then  Naples  till  the  Holy 
AVeek,  whence  back  again  for  the  ceremo- 
nies. After  that,  northward  wherever  you 
please.  All  this  sounds  like  a  good  deal  of 
locomotion,  and  consequently  of  expense, 
but  Lord  (1.  says,  "Just  leave  it  to  ?«e.  I'll 
be  your  courier;"  and  as  he  not  only  per- 
forms that  function,  but  unites  with  it  that 
of  banker — he  can  get  anything  discounted 
at  any  moment — I  am  little  disposed  to  de- 
pose him  from  his  ollice.  Now  no  more 
eomplaints  that  I  haVe  not  replied  to  you 
about  this,  that,  and  t'other,  not  informed 
you  about  our  future  movements,  nor  given 
you  any  hint  as  to  our  plans  :  you  know 
everything  about  us,  at  least  so  far  as  it  is 
known  to  your 

Very  sincere  friend, 
"Kexjsty  I.  DoDD. 

As  I  mentioned  in  the  beginning,  I  am 
too  late  for  the  post,  so  I'll  keep  this  open 
if  anything  should  occur  to  me  before  the 
next  mail. 

VOL.  IV. — 15 


The  Inn.  Splugen,  Monday. 
I  thought  this  was  already  far  on  its  way 
to  you  ;  l)ut,  to  my  great  suri)rise,  on  open- 
ing my  writing-desk  this  morning,  I  dis- 
covered it  there  still.  The  truth  is,  I  grow 
more  absent,  and  Avliat  the  French  call 
"distracted,"  every  day  ;  and  it  frequently 
happens  that  I  forget  some  infernal  bill  or 
other,  till  the  fellow  knocks  at  the  door 
with  '/  the  notice."  Here  we  are,  at  a  liltle 
inn  on  the  very  top  of  the  Alps.  We  ar- 
rived yesterday,  and,  to  our  utter  astonish- 
ment, found  ourselves  suddenly  in  a  land 
of  snow  ami  iccljcrgs.  The  wlujle  way  from 
Bregenz  the  season  was  a  mellow  autumn  : 
some  of  the  corn  was  still  standing,  but 
most  was  cut,  and  the  cattle  turned  out 
over  the  stubble  :  the  trees  were  in  full  leaf, 
and  the  mountain  rivulets  were  clear  and 
sparkling,  for  no  rain  had  fallen  for  some 
time  back.  It  Avas.a  picturesque  road,  and 
full  of  interest  in  many  ways.  From  Coire 
we  made  a  little  excursion  across  the  Ehine 
to  a  place  called  Ragatz — a  kind  of  summer 
resort  for  visitors  who  come  to  bathe  and 
drink  the  waters  of  Pfelfers,  one  of  the 
most  extraordinary  sights  I  ever  beheld. 
These  baths  are  built  in  a  cleft  of  the 
mountain,  about  a  thousand  feet  in  depth, 
and  scarcely  thirty  wide  in  many  parts  : 
the  sides  of  the  precipices  are  straight  as  a 
wall,  and  only  admit  of  a  gleam  of  the  sun 
when  perfectly  vertical.  The  gloom  and 
solemnity  of  the  spot,  its  death-like  still- 
ness and  shade,  even  at  noonday,  are  terri- 
bly oppressive.  Nor  is  the  sadness  dispelled 
by  the  living  objects  of  the  picture.  Swiss, 
Germans,  French,  and  Italians,  swathed  in 
flannel  dressing  gowns  and  white  dimity 
cerements,  with  nightcaps  and  slippers,  steal 
along  the  gloomy  corridors  and  the  gloom- 
ier alleys,  pale,  careworn,  and  cadaverous. 
They  come  here  for  health,  and  their  whole 
conversation  is  sickness.  Now,  however 
consoling  it  may  be  to  an  invalid  to  find  a 
recipient  of  his  sorrows,  the  price  of  listen- 
ing in  turn  is  a  tremendous  infliction.  Nor 
is  the  character  of  the  scene  such  as  wcmld 
probably  suggest  agreeable  reflections  :  had 
it  been  the  portico  to  the  nameless  locality 
itself,  it  could  not  possibly  be  more  dreary 
and  sorrow-stricken.  Now,  whatever  vir- 
tues the  waters  possess,  is  surely  antagon- 
ized by  all  this  agency  of  gloom  and  de]n-cs- 
sion  ;  and  except  it  be  as  a  preparation  for 
leaving  the  world  without  regret,  this  i)lace 
seems  to  be  marvelously  ill  adapted  for  its 
object.  It  appears  to  me,  however,  that 
foreigners  run  into  the  greatest  extremes 
in  these  matters  ;  a  sick  man  must  either 
live  in  a  perpetual  Vauxhall  of  fireworks, 
I  music,  dancing,  dining,  and  gambling,  m 
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at  Baden,  or  be  condemned  to  tlie  worse 
than  penitentiary  diet  and  prison  discipline 
of  Pfeffcrs  !  Surely  there  must  be  some 
lialting-place  between  the  ball-room  and 
ihc  cloister,  or  some  compromise  of  cos- 
tume between  silk  stockings  and  bare  feet ! 
liut  really,  to  a  thinking,  reasonable  being, 
it  api)oars  very  distressing  that  you  must 
cither  dance  out  of  the  world  to  Strauss's 
music,  or  ]iol)blc  miserably  out  of  life  to 
the  sound  of  the  falling  waters  of  Pfolfers. 
Does  it  not  sound  also  very  oddly  to  our 
free-trade  notions  of  malady,  that  the  doc- 
tor of  these  places  is  ap})ointed  by  the  State  ; 
that  without  his  sanction  and  opinion  of 
your  case,  you  must  neither  bathe  nor 
drink  ;  that  no  nuitter  how  satisfied  you 
may  be  with  your  own  physician,  nor  how 
little  to  your  liking  the  Government  med- 
ico, he  has  the  last  word  on  the  subject  of 
your  disorder,  and  without  his  wand  the 
pool  is  never  to  be-  stirred  in  your  behalf. 
You  don't  quite  approve  of  this,  Tom — • 
neither  do  I.  The  State  has  no  more  a 
right  to  choose  my  doctor  than  to  select  a 
wife  for  me.  If  there  be  anything  essen- 
tially a  man's  own  prerogative,  it  is  his — 
wliat  shall  I  call  it  ?  — his  caprice  about  his 
medical  adviser.  One  man  likes  a  grave, 
sententious,  silently  disposed  fellow,  who 
feels  liis  pulse,  shakes  his  head,  takes  his 
fee,  and  departs,  with  scarcely  more  than 
a  muttered  monosyllable  ;  another  prefers 
the  sympathetic  doctor,  that  goes  half-and- 
half  m  all  his  sufferings,  lies  awake  at  night 
thinking  of  his  case,  and  seems  to  rest  his 
own  hopes  of  future  bliss  in  life  on  curing 
him.  As  for  myself,  I  lean  to  the  fellow 
that,  no  matter  what  ails  me,  is  sure  to 
make  me  pass  a  pleasant  half-hour  ;  that 
has  a  lively  way  of  laughing  down  all  my 
unpleasant  symptoms,  and  is  certain  to 
liave  a  droll  story  about  a  patient  that  he 
is  just  come  from.  That's  the  man  for  my 
money ;  and  I  wish  you  could  tell  me  where 
a  man  gets  as  good  value  as  for  the  guinea 
he  gives  to  one  of  these.  jSIow,  from  what 
I  have  seen  of  the  Continent,  this  is  an  or- 
der of  which  they  have  no  representative. 
All  the  professional  classes,  but  more  essen- 
tially tlie  medical,  are  taken  from  an  infe- 
rior grade  in  society,  neither  brought  up 
in  intercourse  with  the  polite  world,  nor 
ever  admitted  to  it  afterwards.  The  con- 
sequence is,  that  your  doctor  comes  to  visit 
you  as  your  shoemaker  to  measure  you  for 
shoes,  and  it  would  be  deemed  as  a  great 
liberty  were  he  to  talk  of  anything  but  your 
complaint,  as  for  Crispin  to  impart  his  sen- 
timents about  Russia  or  the  policy  of  Louis 
Napoleon.  I  don't  like  the  system,  and  I 
am  convinced  it  doesn't  work  well.     If  I 


know  anything  of  liuman  nature,  too,  it  is 
1  this — that  nobody  tells  the  whole  truth  to 
his  physician  till  he  cunH  help  it.  No,  Tom, 
it  only  comes  out  after  a  long  cross-exam- 
ination, great  patience,  and  a  deal  of  dodg- 
ing ;  and  for  these  you  must  have  no  vul- 
garly-minded, common-place,  under-bred 
fellow  but  a  consummate  man  of  tiie  world, 
who  knows  when  you  arc  bamboozling  him, 
arul  when  fencing  him  oft'  with  a  sham. 
He  must  be  able  to  use  all  the  arts  of  a 
priest  in  the  confessional,  and  an  advocatj 
in  a  trial,  with  a  few  more  of  liis  own  not 
known  to  either,  to  extort  your  secret  from 
you  ;  and  I  am  sure  that  a  man  of  vulgar 
habits  and  low  associations  is  not  the  best 
adapted  for  this. 

I  wanted  to  stop  and  dine  with  this  lu- 
gubrious comjiany.  I  was  curious  to  see 
what  they  ate,  and  whether  their  natures  at- 
tained any  social  expansion  under  the  genial 
influences  of  food  and  drink  ;  but  Mrs.  D. 
wouldn't  hear  of  it.  She  had  detected,  she 
said,  an  "impudent  hussy  with  black  eyes" 
bestowing  stispicious  glances  at  your  hum- 
ble servant.  I  thought  that  she  was  get- 
ting out  of  these  fancies — I  fondly  ho})ed 
that  a  little  peace  on  these  subjects  would 
in  a  degree  reconcile  me  to  many  of  the  dis- 
comforts of  old  age  ;  but,  alas  !  the  grey 
hairs  and  the  stiff  ankles  have  come,  and  no 
writ  of  ease  against  conjugal  jealousies. 
Awa}'  we  came,  fresh  and  fasting,  and  as 
there  was  nothing  to  be  had  at  Ragatz,  we 
Avere  obliged  to  go  on  to  Coire  before  we 
got  supper ;  and  if  you  only  knew  what  it 
is  to  arrive  at  one  of  these  foreign  inns  after 
the  hour  of  the  ordinary  meals,  you'd  con- 
fess there  was  little  risk  of  our  committing 
an  excess. 

I  own  to  you,  Tom,  that  the  excursion 
scarcely  deserved  to  be  called  a  pleasant 
one.  Fatigue,  disappointment,  and  hun- 
ger are  bttt  ill  antagonised  by  an  outbreak 
of  temper ;  and  Mrs.  D.  lightened  the  Avay 
homeward  by  a  homily  on  fidelity  that 
would  have  made  Don  Juan  appear  de- 
serving of  being  canonised  as  'a  saint  !  I 
must  also  observe,  that  1'iverton's  conduct 
on  this  occasion  was  the  very  reverse  of 
what  I  expected  from  him.  A  shrewd- 
keen  fellow  like  him  could  not  but  know 
in  his  heart  that  Mrs.  D.'s  suspicions  were 
only  nonsense  and  absurdity  ;  and  yet  vv'hat 
did  he  do  but  play  shocked  and  horrified, 
agreed  completely  with  every  ridiculous  no- 
tion of  my  wife,  and  actually  went  so  far 
as  to  appeal  to  me,  as  a  father,  against  my- 
self as  a  profligate.  I  almost  choked  with 
passion  ;  and  if  it  was  not  that  we  were 
under  obligations  to  him  about  James's 
business,  I'm  not  certain  I  should  not  have 
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thrown  him  out  of  the  coach.  I  wisli  to 
the  saints  that  the  women  would  take  to 
any  oilier  line  of  suspicion,  even  for  the 
sake  of  variety  —  I'anc}'  me  an  incurai)le 
drunkard,  a  gambler,  an  uncertificated 
l)ankrui)t,  or  a  forger.  I'm  not  certam  if 
1  wouhl  not  accept  the  charge  of  a  trans- 
portable felony  rather  tlian  be  regarded 
as  the  sworn  enemy  of  youth  and  virtue, 
and  the  snake  in  the  grass  to  all  unpro- 
tected females. 

From  Coire  we  travelled  on  to  Keiche- 
nau,  a  ])retty  village  at  the  foot  of  the  Alps, 
watered  by  the  Rhino,  which  is  there  a  very 
inconsiderable  stream,  and  with  as  little 
promise  of  future  greatness  as  any  barrister 
of  six  years'  standing  you  please  to  mention. 
There  is  a  ueat-looking  chateau,  which 
stands  on  a  small  terrace  above  the  river 
here,  not  without  a  certain  interest  attached 
to  it.  It  was  here  that  Louis  Philippe,  then 
Duke  of  Orleans,  taught  mathematics  in 
the  humble  capacity  of  usher  to  a  school. 
Just  fancy  that  deep  politician — the  wiliest 
head  in  all  Europe,  with  the  largest  view3 
of  statecraft,  and  the  most  consummata 
knowledge  of  men — instilling  angles  and 
triangles  in'.o  impracticable  numskulls,  and 
crossing  the  Asses'  bridge  ten  times  a  day 
ivith  lame  and  cri))p]ed  intellects. 

It  would  be  curious  to  know  what  views 
of  mankind,  what  studies  of  life,  he  made 
during  this  period.  Such  a  man  was  not 
made  to  suffer  any  op])ortunity,  no  matter 
how  inconsiderable  in  itself,  to  escape  him 
without  profiting  ;  and  it  may  be  easily  be- 
lieved that  in  the  monarchy  of  a  school  he 
might  have  meditated  over  the  rule  of 
larger  masses . 

History  can  scarcely  present  greater 
changes  of  fortune  than  those  that  have 
befallen  that  family,  which  is  the  more  sin- 
gular, since  the}''  have  been  brought  about 
neither  by  great  talents  nor  great  crimes. 
The  Orleans  family  was  more  remarkable 
for  the  cpialities  which  shine  in  the  mid- 
dle ranks  of  life  than  either  for  any  tower- 
ing genius  or  any  unscrupulous  ambition. 
Their  strength  was  essentially  in  this  medi- 
ocrity, and  it  was  a  momentary  forgetful- 
ness  of  that  same  stronghold — by  the  Span- 
ish marriage — that  cost  the  King  his  throne. 
The  truth  was,  Tom,  that  the  nation  never 
liked  us — they  hated  England  just  as  they 
hated  it  at  Cressy,  at  Blenheim,  and  at 
Waterloo,  and  will  hate  it,  notwithstand- 
ing your  great  Industrial  gatherings,  to 
the  end  of  time.  They  were  much  dissatis- 
fied with  Louis  Philippe's  policy  of  an  Eng- 
lish alliance  ;  they  deemed  it  disadvanta- 
geous, costly,  and  humiliating  ;  but  that  it 
should  be  broken  up  and  destroyed  for  au 


object  of  mere  family,  for  a  piece  of  dyna.<  - 
tic  ambition,  was  a  gross  outrage  and  af- 
front to  the  spirit. of  national  pride.  It  was 
the  sentiment  of  insulted  honor  tliut  leagued 
tiie  followers  of  the  Orleans  branch  with 
the  Legitimists  and  the  Republicans,  and 
formed  that  terrible  alliance  that  extended 
from  St.  Anloine  to  the  Faubourg  St.  Ger- 
main, and  included  every  one  fi*om  tiie 
peer  to  the  common  laborer. 

All  this  prosing  about  politics  will  never 
take  us  over  the  Alps  ;  and,  indeed,  so  far 
as  I  can  see,  there  is  small  prospect  of  that 
event  just  now  ;  for  it  has  been  snowing 
smartly  all  night,  with  a  strong  southerly 
wind,  which  they  say  always  leaves  heavy 
drifts  in.dilferent  parts  of  the  mountain. 

We  are  cooped  up  here  in  a  eui-ious,  strag- 
gling kind  of  an  inn,  that  gradually  dwin- 
dles away  into  a  barn,  a  stable,  and  a  great 
shed,  filled  with  disabled  diligences  and 
smashed  old  sledges — an  incurable  asylum 
for  diseased  conveyances.  The  house  stands 
in  a  cleft  of  the  hills;  but  from  the  win- 
dows you  can  see  the  zig-zag  road  that  as- 
cends for  miles  in  front,  and  which  now  is 
only  marked  by  long  poles,  already  some 
ten  or  twelve  feet  deep  in  the  snow.  It  is 
snow  on  every  side— on  the  mountains,  on 
the  roofs,  on  the  horses  that  stand  shaking 
their  bells  at  the  door ;  on  the  conductor 
that  drinks  his  schnaps  ;  on  the  postilion 
as  he  lights  his  pijjc.  The  thin  flakes  are 
actually  plating  his  whiskers  and  mous- 
taches, till  he  looks  like  one  of  the  "Old 
Guard,"  as  we  see  them  in  a  melodrama. 

Tiverton,  Avho  conducts  all  our  arrange- 
ments, has  had  a  row  with  our  vetturino, 
who  says  that  he  never  co:itracted  to  take 
us  over  the  mountain  in  sledges ;  and  as 
the  carriages  cannot  run  on  wheels,  here 
we  are  discussing  the  question.  There  have 
lieen  three  stormy  debates  already,  and  an- 
other IS  to  come  ofi  this  afternoon  ;  mean- 
while, the  snow  is  falling  heavily,  and  what- 
ever chance  there  was  of  getting  forward 
yesterday,  is  now  ten  times  less  practica- 
ble. The  landlord  of  our  inn  is  to  be  arbi- 
ter I  understand  ;  and  as  he  is  the  proprie- 
tor of  the  sledges  we  shall  have  to  hire,  if 
defeated,  without  impugning  in  any  way 
the  character  of  Alpine  justice,  you  can 
possibly  anticipate  the  verdict. 

A  word  upon  this  vetturino  system  ere  I 
leave  it — I  hope  for  ever.  It  ic  a  perfect 
nuisance  from  beginning  to  end.  From  the 
moment  you  set  oif  with  one  of  these  ras- 
cals, till  "the  hour  you  arrive  at  your  jour- 
ney's end,  it  is  ])lague,  squabble,  inso- 
lence, and  torment.  They  start  at  what 
hour  of  the  morning  they  please  ;  they  halt 
where  they  like,  and  for  as  long  as  they 
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like,  invariably,  too,  at  tlio  worst  wayside 
inns — away  from  a  town  and  from  all  chance 
of  accommodation-  since  rye-bread  and  sour 
wine,  witli  a  mess  of  stewed  garlic,  will  al- 
Avays  satisfy  thein.  They  rarely  drive  at  fnll 
five  miles  the  hour,  and  walk  every  inch 
v.-ith  an  ascent  of  a  foot  in  a  hundred  yards. 
If  expostulated  with  by  the  wretched  trav- 
eller, they  halt  in  some  public  place,  and 
appeal  to  the  bystanders  in  some  dialect 
unknown  to  you.  The  result  of  vdiich  is 
that  a  ferocious  mob  surrounds  you,  and 
with  invectives,  insults,  and  provocative 
gestures,  assail  and  outrage  you,  till  it 
please  your  tormentor  to  drive  on  ;  which 
you  do  at  length  amidst  hooting  and  up- 
roar that  even  convicted  felons  would  feel 
ashamed  of. 

On  reaching  your  inn  at  night,  they  either 
give  such  a  representation  of  you  as  gets 
you  denied  admittance  at  all,  or  obtain  for 
you  the  envikl)le  privilege  of  paying  for 
everything  "eij  Milor."  Between  being  a 
swindler  and  an  idiot  the  chance  alone  lies 
for  you.  Then  they  refuse  to  unstrap  your 
luggage ;  or  if  they  do  so,  tie  it  on  again 
so  insecurely  that  it  is  sure  to  drop  off 
next  day.  I  speak  not  of  a  running  lire  of 
petty  annoyances  :  such  as  fumigating  3'ou 
with  pestilent  tobacco,  nor  the  blessed  en- 
joyment of  that  infernal  Spitz  dog  which 
stands  all  day  on  the  roof,  and  barks  every 
mile  of  the  road  from  Berne  to  Naples.  As 
to  any  redress  against  their  insolence,  mis- 
conduct, or  extortion,  it  is  utterly  hopeless 
— and  for  this  reason:  they  are  sure  to  have 
a  hundred  petty  occasions  of  rendering 
small  services  to  the  smaller  authorities  of 
every  village  they  frequent.  They  carry 
the  Judge's  mother  for  nothing  to  a  water- 
ing-place ;  or  they  fetch  his  aunt  to  the 
market  town ;  or  they  smuggle  for  him — or 
thieve  for  him — something  that  is  onl}'  to 
be  had  over  the  frontier.  Very  probal)ly, 
too,  on  the  very  morning  of  your  appeal, 
yon  have  kicked  the  same  Judge's  brother, 
he  being  the  waiter  of  your  inn,  and  having 
given  you  bad  money  in  change  —  at  all 
events,  you  are  not  likely  ever  to  be  met 
with  again ;  the  vctturino  is  certain  to 
come  back  within  the  year ;  and,  finally, 
you  are  sure  to  have  money,  and  be  able  to 
pay — so  that,  as  the  li-ish  foreman  said,  as 
the  reason  for  awarding  heavy  damages 
against  an  Englishman,  '"It  is  a  fine  thing 
to  bring  so  much  m.oney  into  the  country." 

Take  my  word  for  it,  Tom,  the  system 
is  a  perfect  disgust  from  beginning  to  end, 
and  even  its  cheapness  only  a  sham ;  for 
your  economy  is  more  than  counterbalanced 
by  police  fees,  fines,  and  impositions,  de- 
lays, remounts,  bulls,  and  starved  donkeys. 


paid  for  at  a  price  they  would  not  bring  if 
sold  at  a  market.  Post,  if  you  can  afford 
it ;  take  the  public  conveyances,  if  you 
must ;  but  for  the  sake  of  all  that  is  decent 
and  respectable— all  that  cor  sists  with  com- 
fort and  self-respect — avoid  the  vetturino  ! 
I  know  that  a  contrary  opinion  has  a  cer- 
tain prevalence  in  the  world— I  am  quite 
aware  that  these  rascals  have  their  advo- 
cates— and  no  bad  ones  either — since  they 
are  women. 

I  have  witnessed  more  than  one  Giusep- 
pe, or  Antonio,  with  a  beard,  whiskers,  and 
general  "get  up,''  that  would  have  passed 
muster  in  a  comic  opera  ;  and  on  looking 
at  the  fellow's  book  of  certificates  (for  such 
as  these  always  have  a  bound  volume, 
smartly  enclosed  in  a  neat  case),  I  have 
found  that  "  Mrs.  Miles  Dalrym}}le  and 
daughters  made  the  journey  from  ]Milan  to 
Aix  les  Bains  with  Francesco  Birbante,  and 
found  him  excessively  attentive,  civil,  and 
obliging  ;  full  of  varied  information  about 
the  road,  and  quite  a  treasure  to  ladies 
travelling  alone."  Another  of  these  vil- 
lians  IS  styled  "  quite  an  agreeable  compan- 
ion ;"  one  was  called  "charming,"  and  I 
found  that  Miss  Matilda  Somers,  of 
Queen' s-road.  Old  Brompton,  pronounces 
Luigi  Balder-dasci,  '■  although  in  the  hum- 
ble rank  of  a  vetturino.  an  accomplished 
gentleman."  I  know,  therefore,  how  in- 
effectual would  it  be  for  Kenny  Dodd  to 
enter  the  lists  against  such  odds,  and  it  is 
only  xtnder  the  seal  of  secrecy  that  I  dare 
to  mutter  them.  The  widows  and  the 
fatherless  form  a  strong  category  m  foreign 
travel ;  dark  dresses  and  demure  looks  are 
I  v(iry  vagrant  m  their  habits,  and  I  am  not 
going  to  oppose  myself  single-handed  to 
I  such  a  united  force.  But  to  you,  Tom 
j  Purcell,  I  may  tell  the  truth  in  all  confi- 
i  dence  and  security.  If  I  was  m  authority, 
I'd  shave  these  scoundrels  to-morrow.  I'd 
not  suffer  a  moustache,  a  red  sash,  nor  a 
hat  with  a  feather  amongst  them  ;  and  take 
my  word  for  it,  the  panegyrics  would  be 
toned  down,  and  we'd  read  much  more 
about  the  horses  than  the  drivers,  and  learn 
how  many  miles  a  day  they  could  travel, 
and  not  how  many  sonnets  of  Petrarch  the 
rascal  could  repeat. 

I  have  lost  my  "John  Murray."  I  for- 
got it  in  our  retreat  from  Pfeff'ers  ;  so  that 
I  don't  remember  v,'hether  he  lauds  these 
fellows  or  the  reverse,  but  the  chances  are 
it  is  the  former.  It  is  one  of  the  endless 
delusions  tnrvellersNfall  into,  and  many's 
the  time  I  have  had  to  endure  a  tiresome 
description  of  their  delightful  vetturino, 
that  "charming  Beppo,  who,  'however  he 
got  them,'  had  a  bouquet  for  each  of  us 
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every  morning  ;it  l)roakfust."  If  I  ever  could 
accomplish  tiic  writing  of  that  book  I  once 
spoke  to. you  about  upon  the  Continent  and 
foreign  travels,  I'd  devote  a  whole  chapter 
to  these  fellows  ;  and  more  than  that,  Tom, 
I'd  have  an  Appendix —  a  book  of  travels 
is  nothing  without  an  Appendix  in  small 
l)rint — wherein  I'd  give  a  list  of  all  these 
scoundrels  who  have  been  convicted  as  l)an- 
dits,  thieves,  and  petty  larcencrs  ;  of.  all 
their  misdeeds  against  old  gentlemen  with 
palsy,  and  old  ladies  with  'Mierves.''  Fd 
show  them  up,  not  as  heroes  l)ut  highway- 
men ;  and  take  my  word  for  it,  I'd  be  doing 
good  service  to  the  writers  of  those  sharply- 
formed  little  paragniplis  now  so  enthusias- 
tic about  Giovanni,  and  so  full  of  *' grate- 
ful recollections"  of  "  poor  Giuseppe." 

I  am  positively  ashamed  to  say  how 
many  of  the  observations,  ay,  and  of  the 
])riutcd  observations  of  travellers,  I  have 
discovered  to  have  their  oi'igin  in  this  same 
chiss ;  and  tluit  what  the  tourist  jotted 
down  as  his  own  remark  on  men  and  man- 
ners, was  the  stereotyped  opinion  of  these 
illiterate  vagabonds.  But  as  for  Books  of 
Travel,  Tom,  of  all  the  humbugs  of  a  hum- 
bugging age,  there  is  nothing  can  approach 
them.  I  have  heard  many  men  talk  ad- 
mirably about  foreign  life  and  customs.  I 
have  never  chanced  upon  one  Avho  could 
WRITE  about  them.  It  is  not  only  that 
your  really  smart  fellows  do  not  write  ;  but, 
that  to  pronounce  authoritatively  on  a  peo- 
ple, one  must  have  a  long  and  iritinuite  ac- 
quaintance with  them.  Now,  this  very  fact 
alone,  to  a  great  degree,  invalidates  the 
freshness  of  obsei'vation  ;  for  what  we  are 
accustomed  to  see  every  day  ceases  to  strike 
us  as  worthy  of  remark.  To  the  raw  tour- 
ist, all  is  strange,  novel,  and  surprising ; 
and  if  he  only  record  what  he  sees,  he  will 
tell  much  that  everybody  knows,  but  also 
some  things  that  are  not  quite  so  familiar 
to  the  multitude.  Now,  your  old  resident 
abroad  knows  the  Continent  too  well,  and 
too  thoroughly,  to  find  any  one  instance  or 
circumstance  ])eculiar.  To  take  an  illus- 
tration :  A  man  who  had  never  been  at  a 
play  in  his  life  Avould  form  a  far  better  con- 
ception of  what  a  theatre  was  like  from 
hearing  the  dcscri})tiou  of  one  from  an  in- 
telligent child,  who  had  been  there  once, 
than  from  the  most  labored  criticism  on  the 
acting  from  an  old  frequenter  of  the  pit. 
Hence  the  majority  of  these  tours  have  a 
certain  success  at  home  ;  but  for  the  man 
who  comes  abroad,  and  wishes  to  know 
something  that  may  aid  to  guide  his  steps, 
form  his  opinions,  and  direct  his  judgment, 
believe  me,  they  are  not  worth  a  brass 
farthing.  •  There  is  this  also  to  be  taken 


into  account — that  every  observer  is,  more 
or  less,  recounting  some  trait  of  his  own 
nature,  of  his  habits,  his  tastes,  and  his 
prejudices  ;  so  that  before  you  can  receive 
his  statement,  you  have  to  study  his  dispo- 
sition. Take  all  these  adverse  and  ditHcult 
conditions  into  consideration — give  a  large 
margin  for  credulity,  and  a  larger  for  exag- 
geration— bethink  you  of  the  embarrass- 
ments of  a  foreign  tongue,  and  tlien  I  ask 
you  how  much  real  information  you  have  a 
right  to  expect  from  Journals  of  the  Long 
Vacation,  or  *•  Winters"  in  Italy,  or  Tyrol 
Rambles  in  autumn  ?  I  say  it  in  no  boast- 
fulness,  Tom,  nor  in  any  mood  of  vanity, 
but  if  I  was  some  twenty  years  younger, 
with  a  good  income,  and  no  encumbrances, 
well  vei'sed  in  languages,  and  fairly  placed 
as  regards  social  advantages,  I,  myself, 
could  make  a  very  readable  volume  about 
foreign  life  and  foreign  manners.  You 
laugh  at  the  notion  of  Kenny  Dodd  on  a 
title-page  ;  but  haven't  we  one  or  two  of 
our  acquaintances  that  cut  just  as  ridicu- 
lous a  figure  ? 

Tiverton  has  come  in  to  tell  me  that  the 
judgment  of  the  Court  has  been  given 
agamst  him,  and  consequently  against  us. 
"  in  re  Vetturino  ;  "  and  the.  award  of  the 
judge  is,  '*  That  we  pay  all  the  expenses 
for  the  journey  to  Milan,  the  gratuity — 
that  was  only'to  be  given  as  an  evidence  of 
our  perfect  satisfaction — and  anything  more 
that  our  sense  of  honor  and  justice  may 
suggest,  as  compensation  for  the  loss  of 
time  he  has  sustained  in  litigating  with  us. "' 
On  these  conditions  he  is  to  be  free  to  fol- 
low his  road,  and  we  are  to  renuiin  here  till 
— I  Avish  1  could  say  the  time — but,  accord- 
ing to  present  appearances,  it  may  be  spring 
before  we  get  away.  When  I  tell  you  that 
the  decision  has  been  given  by  the  landlord 
of  the  inn,  where  we  must  stop — as  no 
other  exists  within  twenty  miks  of  us — 
you  may  guess  the  animus  of  the  judgment- 
seat.  'It  requires  a  great  degree  of  self-re- 
straint not  to  be  carried  into  what  the  law 
calls  an  overt  act,  by  a  piece  of  iniquity 
like  this.  I  have  abstained,  by  a  great 
effort ;  but  the  struggle  has  almost  given 
me  a  fit  of  apoplexy.  "  Imagine  the  etfron- 
tery  of  the  rascal,  "Tom  ;  scarcely  had  he 
counted  over  his  Napoleons,  and  made  his 
grin  of  farewell,  than  he  mounted  his  box 
and  drove  away  over  the  mountain,  which 
had  just  been  declared  impassable — a  feat 
witnessed  bv  all  of  us— in  company  with 
the  landlord  who  had  pronounced  the  ver- 
dict against  us.  I  stormed — I  swore — in 
short,  I  worked  myself  into  a  sharp  fit  of 
the  gout,  which  flew  from  my  ankle  to  my 
stomach,  and  very  nigh  carried  me  off.     A 
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da}^  of  extreme  suffering  has  been  succeeded 
by  one  of  groat  depression  ;  and  here  I  urn 
now,  witii  tlie  snow  still  falling  fast ;  the 
hist  courier  who  went  by,  saying  "  that  all 
the  inns  at  Chiavenna  were  full  of  peo])le, 
none  of  whom  would  venture  to  cross  the 
mountain."  It  appears  that  there  are  just 
two  peculiarly  unpropitious  seasons  for  the 
passage — when  the  snow  falls  first,  and 
when  it  begins  to  melt  in  spring.  It  is 
needless  to  say  that  we  liave  hit  upon  one 
of  these,  with  our  habitual  good  fortune  ! 

Thursday.  The  Inn,  Splugen. 
Here  we  are  still  in  this  blessed  place, 
this  being  now  our  seventh  day  in  a  hole 
you  wouldn't  condemn  a  dog  to  live  in. 
How  long  we  might  have  continued  our  so- 
journ it  is  hard  to  say,  when  a  mere  acci- 
dent has  afforded  us  the  prospect  of  liber- 
ation. It  turns  out  that  two  families 
ari'ived  and  went  forward  last  night,  hav- 
ing only  halted  to  sup  and  change  horses. 
On  inquiry  why  we  couldn't  be  supposed 
capable  of  the  same  exertion,  you'll  not  be- 
lieve me  when  I  tsll  you  the  answer  we  got. 
No,  Tom  !  The  enormous  power  of  lying 
abroad  is  clear  and  clean  beyond  your  con- 
ception. It  was  this,  then.  We  could  go 
when  we  pleased — it  Avas  entirely  a  caprice 
of  our  own  that  we  had  not  gone  before. 
''How  so,  may  I  ask  ?"  said  Tin  the  meek- 
est of  inquiring  voices.  ''You  wouldn't 
go  like  others,"  was  the  answer.  "In  what 
respect — how  ?  "  asked  I  again.  "  Oh,  your 
English  notions,  rejected  the  idea  of  a 
sledge.    You  insisted  upon  going  on  v.'heels, 

and  as  no  wheeled  carriage  could  run " 

Grant  me  patience,  or  I'll  explode  like  a 
shell.  My  hand  shakes,  and  my  temples 
are  throbbing  so  that  I  can  scarcely  Avrite 
the  lines.  I  made  a  great  etTort  at  a  calm 
and  discretionary  tone,  but  it  wouldn't  do  ; 
a  certain  fulness  about  the  throat,  a  gener- 
al dizziness,  and  a  noise  like  the  sea  in  my 
ears,  told  me  that  I'd  have  been  behaving 
basely  to  the  "Guardian  "  and  the  "Equ- 
itable Fire  and  Life  "  were  I  to  continue 
the  debate.  I  sat  down,  and  with  a  sponge 
and  water  and  loose  cravat,  I  got  better. 
There  v/as  considerable  confusion  in  my 
faculties  on  my  coming  to  myself ;  I  had  a 
vague  notion  of  having  conducted  myself 
in  some  most  ridiculous  and  extravagant 
fashion — having  insisted  upon  the  horses 
l)eing  harnessed  in  some  impossible  mode, 
or  made  some  demand  or  other  totally  im- 
jiracticable.  Gary,  like  a  dear,  kind  girl  as| 
she  is,  laughed  and  quizzed  me  out  of  niy  j 
delusion,  and  showed  me  that  it  was  the  i 
cursed  imputation  of  that  scoundrel  of  a ! 
landlord  had  given  this  erratic  turn  to  my 


thoughts.  The  gout  has  settled  in  my  left 
foot,  and  I  now,  with  the  exception  of  an 
occasional  sh(5ot  of  pain  that  1  relieve  by 
a  shout,  feel  much  better,  and  hope  Si)on  to 
be  fit  for  the  road.  Poor  Gary  made  me 
laugh  by  a  story  she  picked  up  somewhere 
of  a  Scotch  gentleman  who  had  contracted 
with  his  vetturino  to  be  carried  from  Genoa 
to  Kome  and  fed  on  the  road — a  very  com- 
mon- arrangement.  The  journey  was  to  oc- 
cupy nine  days  ;  but  Avishing  to  secure  a 
splendid  "buona  mano,"  the  vetturino 
drove  at  a  tremendous  pace,  and  actually 
arrived  in  Eome  on  the  eightli  day,  having 
almost  killed  his  horses  and  exhausted 
himself.  When  he  appeared  before  his 
traveller,  expecting  compliments  on  his 
speed,  and  a  handsome  recognition  for 
his  zeal,  guess  his  astonishment  to  hear  his 
self-panegyrics  cut  short  by  the  pithy  re- 
mark :  "You  drove  very  well,  my  friend  ; 
but  we  are  not  going  to  part  just  yet — you 
have  still  another  day  io  feed  me." 

Tiverton  has  at  length  patched  up  an 
arrangement  with  our  landlord  for  twelve ' 
sledges —  each  only  carries  one  and  the  dri- 
ver— so  that  if  nothing  adverse  intervene 
we  are  to  set  forth  to-morrow.  He  says 
that  we  may  reasonably  hope  to  reach 
Chiavenna  before  evening.  I'll  therefore 
not  detain  this  longer,  but  in  the  prospect 
that  our  hour  of  liberation  has  at  length 
drawn  nigh,  conclude  my  long  despatch. 

Our  villa  at  Como  will  be  our  next  ad- 
dress, and  I  hope  to  find  a  letter  there  from 
you  soon  after  our  arrival.  Remember, 
Tom,  all  that  I  have  said  about  the  sup- 
plies, for  though  they  tell  me  Italy  be 
cheap,  I  have  not  yet  discovered  a  land' 
where  the  population  believes  gold  to  be 
dross.     Adieu  ! 


LETTER  XLVIII. 

MART  ANXE  DODD  TO  MISS  DOOLAN  OF  BALLYDOOLAN. 

On  the  Splugen  Alps. 
Deakest  Kitty, — I  write  t  hese  few  lines 
from  the  Refuge-house  on  the  Splugen  Pass. 
We  are  seven  thousand  feet  above  the  level 
of  something,  with  fifty  feet  of  snow  around 
us,  and  the  deafening  roar  of  avalanches 
thundering  on  the  ear.  We  set  out  yester- 
day from  the  village  of  Splugen,  contrary 
to  the  advice  of  the  guides,  but  Papa  in- 
sisted on  going.  Pie  declared,  that  if  no 
other  means  offered,  he'd  go  on  foot,  so 
that  opposition  was  really  out  of  the  ques-' 
tion.  Our  departure  was  quite  a  picture. 
First  came  a  long,  low  sledge,  with  stones 
and  rocks  to  explore  the  way,  and  show 
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where  the  footing  was  secure.  Then,  came 
three  others  witli  our  luggarre  ;  after  that 
Mamma,  under  the  guidance  of  a  most 
careful  person,  a  certain  Hemardt  some- 
thing, brotlier  of  the  man  wlio  acted  as 
guide  to  Napoleon  ;  Gary  followed  her  in 
another  sledge,  and  I  came  third.  Papa 
bringing  up  the  rear,  for  Betty  and  the 
other  servants  were  tastefully  grouped  al)out 
the  luggage.  Several  additional  sledges  fol- 
lowed wifh  spado  and  shovel-folk,  ropes, 
drags,  and  other  implements  most  sugges- 
tive of  peril  and  adventure.  "We  were  per- 
fect friglits  to  look  at,  for,  in  aildition  to 
fur  boots  and  capes,  tarpaulins  antl  hoods, 
we  had  to  wear  snow-goggles  as  a  precaution 
against  tlie  fine  drifting  snov/,  so  that  really 
for  very  shamo  sake  I  was  glad  that  each 
sledge  only  held  one,  and  the  driver,  who 
is  fortunately,  also,  at  your  back. 

The  first  few  miles  of  ascent  were  really 
pleasurable,  for  the  snow  was  hard,  and  the 
pace  occasi(jnally  reached  a  trot,  or  at  least 
such  a  resemblance  to  one  as  shook  the 
conveniency,  and  made  the  bells  jingle 
agreeably  on  tlie  harness.  The  road,  too, 
followed  a  zig-zag  ctrurse  on  the  steep  side 
of  the  mounts.'in,  so  that' you  saw  at  mo- 
ments some  of  those  above  and  some  be- 
neath you,  winding  along  exactly  like  the 
elephant  procession  in  Bluebeard.  The 
voices  sounded  cheerily  in  the  sharp  morn- 
in^^  air,  itself  exhilarating  to  a  degree,  and 
this,  with  the  bright  snow-peak:^,  rising 
one  behind  the  other  in  the  distance,  and 
the  little  village  of  Splugen  in  the  valley, 
made  up  a  scene  strikingly  picturesque  and 
interesting.  There  was  a  kind  o':  adven- 
ture, too,  about  it  all, "dearest  Kitty,  that 
never  loses  its  charm  for  the  soul  deeply 
imbued  with  a  sense  of  the  beautiful  and 
the  imaginative.  I  fancied  myself  at  mo- 
ments carried  away  by  force  into  the 
Steppes  of  Tartary,  or  that  I  was  Elizabeth 
crossing  the  Volga,  and  I  believe"  I  even 
shed  tears  at  my  fancied  distress.  To  an- 
other than  you,  dearest,  I  might  hesitate 
even  if  I  confessed  as  much,  but  you,  who 
know  every  weakness  of  a  too  feeling  heart, 
will  forgive  me  for  being  what  I  am. 

My  guide,  a  really  fine-looking  moun- 
taineer, with  a  magnificent  beard,  fancied 
that  it  was  the  danger  that  had  appalled 
me.  He  hastened  to  offer  his  rude  but 
honest  consolations  ;  he  protested  that  there 
was  nothing  whatever  like  peril,  and  that 
if  there  were — But  why  do  I  go  on  ?  even 
to  my  dearest  friend  may  not  this  seem 
childish  ?  and  is  it  not  a"  silly  vanity  that 
owns  it  can  derive  pleasure  from  every 
homage,  even  the  very  humblest  ?     , 

We  gradually  lost  sight    of   the    little 


smoke-wreathed  village,  and  reached  a  wild 
l)ut  grandly  desolate  region,  witji  snow  on 
every  side.  The  pathway,  too.  was  now 
lost  to  us,  and  the  direction  only  indicated 
by  long  i)oles  at  great  intervals.  That  all 
was  not  perfectly  safe  in  front  might  be  ap- 
prehended, for  we  came  frcfpiently  to  a  dead 
halt,  and  then  the  guides  and  the  shovel- 
men  would  pass  rapidiv  to  and  fro,  but, 
muffled  as  we  were,  all  inquirv  was  impos- 
sible, so  that  we  werQ  left  to  the  horrors  of 
doubt  and  dread  without  a  chance  of  relief. 
At  length  Ave  grew  accustomed  to  these, 
interruptions,  and  felt  in  a  measure  tran- 
quil. Not  so  the  guides,  however;  thev 
frequently  talked  together  in  knots,  and  I 
could  see  from  their  upward  glances,  too, 
that  they  apprehended  some  change  in  the 
weather.  Pa])a  had  contrived  to  cut  some 
of  the  cords  with  which  they  had  fastened 
his  muffles,  and  by  great  patience  and  ex- 
ertions succeeded  in  getting  his  head  out 
of  three  horsecloths,  with  which  they  had 
swathed  him. 

''Are  we  near  the  summit  ?"' cried  he 
in  Ensrlish — *'how  far  are  we  from  the 
top  .?  ■*'" 

His  question  was  of  course  unintelligible, 
but  his  action  not;  and  the  consequence 
was  that  three  of  our  followers  rushed  over 
to  him,  and  after  a  brief  struggle,  in  which 
two  of  them  were  tumbled  over  in  the 
snow,  his  head  was  again  enclosed  within 
its  woolly  cenotaph  ;  and,  indeed,  but  for 
a  violent  jerking  motion  of  it,  it  might 
have  been  feared  that  even  all  access  to  ex- 
ternal air  was  denied  him.  This  little  in- 
cident was  the  only  break  to  the  monotonv 
of  the  way,  till  nigh  noon,  when  a  cold,  bit- 
ing wind,  with  great  masses  of  misty  vapor, 
swept  past  and  around  us,  and  my  guide 
told  me  that  we  were  somewhere,  with  a 
hard  name,  and  that  he  wished  we  were 
somewhere  else,  with  a  harder. 

I  asked  why,  but  my  question  died  away 
in  the  fol  ^s  of  my  head-gear,  and  I  was  left 
to  my  own  thoughts,  when  suddenly  a  loud 
shout  rang  through  the  air.  It  was  a  party 
about  to  turn  Inick,  and  the  sledges  stojiped 
up  the  road.  The  halt  led  to  a  consulta- 
tion between  the  guides,  which  I  could  see 
turned  on  the  question  of  the  weather. 
The  discussion  was  evidently  a  warm  one, 
a  partv  being  for,  and  another  against  it. 
Hearing  what  they  said  was  of  course  out 
of  the  question,  niuffleil  as  I  was  ;  but  their 
gestures  clearly  defined  who  were  in  favor 
of  proceeding,  and  who  wished  to  retrace 
their  steps.  <  >ne  of  the  former  particularly 
struck  me  :  for,  though  encumbered  with 
fur  boots  and  an  enormous  mantle,  his  ac- 
tion plainly  indicated  that  he  was  some- 
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thing  out  of  the  common.  He  showed  that 
air  of  command,  too,  Kitty,  that  at  once 
Droclainis  superiority.  His  arguments  pre- 
vailed, and  after  a  considerable  time  spent, 
on  wc  went  again.  1  followed  the  interest- 
ing stranger  till  he  was  lost  to  me ;  but 
guess  my  feelings,  Kitty,  when  I  heard  a 
voice  wliisper  in  my  ear,  "  Don't  be  afraid, 
dearest,  I  watch  over  your  safety."  Oh  ! 
fancy  the  perturbation  of  my  poor  heai't, 
for  it  was  Lord  George,  who  spoke.  He  it 
was  whose  urgent  pei'suasions  had  deter- 
mined the  guides  to  proceed,  and  he  now 
had  taken  the  place  behind  my  own  eledge, 
and  actually  drove  instead  of  the  postilion. 
Can  you  picture  to  yourself  heroism  and 
devotion  like  this  ?  And  while  I  imagined 
that  he  was  borne  along  with  all  the  ap- 
pliances of  ease  and  comfort,  the  poor  dear 
fellow  was  braving  the  storm  for  me,  and 
for  me  enduring  the  perils  of  the  raging 
tempest. 

From  that  instant,  my  beloved  Kitty,  I 
took  little  note  of  the  dangers  around  me. 
I  thought  but  of  him  who  stood  so  near  to 
me  ;  so  near,  and  yet  so  far  off ;  so  close, 
and  yet  so  severed  !  I  bethought  me,  too, 
how  unjust  the  prejudice  of  the  vulgar 
mind  that  attributes  to  our  youthful  no- 
bility habits  of  selfish  indolence  and  ef- 
feminate ease.  Here  was  one  reared  in 
all  the  voluptuous  enjoyment  of  a  splendid 
household,  trained  from  his  cradle  to  be 
waited  on  and  serve:!,  and  yet  was  he  there 
wilfully  encountering  perils  and  hardships 
from  which  the  very  bravest  might  recoil. 
Ah,  Kitty  I  it  is  impossible  to  deny  it — the 
highly-born  have  a  native  superiority  in 
everything.  Their  nobility  is  not  a  thing 
of  Cx'osses  and  ribbons,  but  of  blood.  They 
feel  that  they  are  of  earth's  purest  clay, 
and  they  assert  their  claim  to  preeminence 
by  their  own  proud  and  lofty  gifts.  I  told 
you,  too,  that  he  said  "dearest."  I  might 
have  been  deceived  ;  the  noise  was  deafen- 
ing at  the  moment ;  but  I  feel  as  if  my  ears 
could  not  have  betrayed  me.  At  all  events, 
Kitty,  his  hand  sought  mine  while  he 
spoke,  and  though  in  his  confusion  it  was 
my  elbow  he  caught,  he  pressed  it  tenderly. 
In  what  a  delicious  dream  did  I  revel  as  we 
slid  along  over  the  snow.  What  cared  I 
for  the  swooping  wind,  the  thundering 
avalanche,  the  drifting  snow-wreath — was 
lie  not  there,  my  protector  and  my  guide  ? 
Had  he  not  sworn  to  be  my  succor  and  my 
safety  ?  We  had  just  arrived  at  a  lofty  ta- 
ble-land—  some  few  peaks  appeared  still 
alcove  us,  but  none  very  near  —  when  the 
wind,  with  a  violence  beyond  all  descrip- 
tion, bore  great  masses  of  drift  against  us, 
and  effectually  barred  all  further  progress. 


The  stone  sledge,  too,  had  partly  become 
embedded  m  the  soft  snow,  and  the  horse 
was  standing  powerless,  when  suddenly 
Mamma's  liorso  stum])led  and  fell.  In  his 
efforts  to  rise  ho  smashed  one  of  the  rope 
traces,  so  that  when  he  began  to  pull  again, 
the  unequal  draught  carried  the  sledge  to 
one  side,  and  upset  it.  A  loud  shriek  told 
me  something  had  happened,  and  at  the 
instant  Lord  G.  whisisered  in  my  ear,  "It's 
nothing — she  has  only  taken  a  'header* 
in  the  soft  snow,  and  won't  be  a  bit  the 
worse." 

Further  questioning  was  vain  ;  for  Gary's 
sledge-horse  shied  at  the  confusion  in  front, 
and  plunged  off  the  road  into  the  deep 
snow,  where  he  disappeared  all  but  the 
head,  fortunately  flinging  her  out  into  the 
guide's  arms.  My  turn  was  now  to  come  ; 
for  Lord  G.,  with  his  mad  impetuosity, 
tried  to  ])ass  en  and  gain  the  front,  but  tfie 
animal,  by  a  fui'ious  jerk,  smashed  all  the 
tackle,  and  set  off  at  a  wild,  half-swimming 
pace  through  the  snow,  leaving  our  sledge 
firmly  wedged  between  two  dense  walls  cf 
drift.  Papa  sprang  out  to  our  rescue  ;  but 
so  helpless  Avas  he,  from  the  quantity  of  his 
integument.s,  that  he  rolled  over,  and  lay 
there  on  his  back,  shouting  fearfully. 

It  appeared  as  if  the  violence  of  the 
storm  had  only  waited  for  this  moment  of 
general  disaster ;  for  now  the  wind  tore 
along  .crreat  masses  of  snow,  that  rose  tiround 
us  to  the  height  of  several  feet,  covering  up 
the  horses  to  their  backs,  and  embedding 
the  men  to  their  arm-pits.  Loud  booming 
masses  announced  the  fall  of  avalanches 
near,  and  the  sky  became  darkened,  like  as 
if  night  Avas  approaching.  Woids  cannot 
convey  the  faintest  conception  of  that  scene 
of  terror,  disma}^  and  confusion.  Guides 
shouting  and  swearing  ;  cries  of  distress, 
and  sci'eams  of  anguish,  mingled  with  the 
rattling  thunder  and  the  whistling  wind. 
Some  were  for  trying  to  go  back  ;  others 
proclaimed  it  impossible  ;  each  instant  a 
new  disaster  occuned.  The  baggage  had 
disappeared  altogether,  Betty  Cobb  being 
saved,  as  it  sank,  by  almost  superhuman 
efforts  of  the  guide,  Paddy  Byrne,  who 
had  mistaken  the  kick  of  a  horse  on  the 
back  of  his  liead  for  a  blow,  had  pitched 
into  one  of  the  guides,  and  they  were  now 
fighting  in  four  feet  of  snow,  and  likely  to 
carry  their  quarrel  out  of  the  world  with 
them.  Taddy  was  "nowhere."  To  add 
to  this  uproar.  Papa  had,  in  mistake  for 
brandy,  drunk  two-thirds  of  a  bottle  of 
complexion  wash,  and  screamed  out  that 
he  was  poisoned.  Of  Mamma,  I  could  see 
nothing,  but  a  dense  gi'oup  surrounded  her 
sledge,  and  showed  me  she  was  in  trouble. 
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T  could  not,  give  yon  an  idea  of  wliatj 
followed,  for  incidents  of  peri!  were  every  j 
moment  interrupted  by  soniethiuir  ludi- 
crous. The  very  efforts  we  made  to  disen- 
gage ourselves  were  constantly  attended  by 
some  absurd  catastrophe,  and  no  one  could 
stir  a  step  without  either  a  fall,  or  a  phiugo 
up  to  the  waist  in  suft  snow.  The  horses, 
too,  would  make  no  efforts  to  rise,  but  lay 
to  be  snowed  over  as  if  perfectly  indilfcrent 
to  their  f ■  te.  By  good  fortune  our  b;  i  tsch  I<a. 
from  which  the  wheels  had  been  taken  off, 
was  in  a  sledge  to  the  rear,  and  Man)ma, 
Gary,  and  myself  were  crammed  into  this, 
to  wh.icli  all  the  horses  and  men  also,  were 
speedily  harnessed,  and  by  astonishing  ef- 
forts we  were  enabled  to  get  on.  Papa  and 
Betty  were  wedged  fast  into  one  sledge, 
and  attached  to  us  by  a  tow-rope,  and  thus 
we  at  length  proceeded. 

When  Mamma  found  herself  in  compara- 
tive safety,  she  went  off  into  a  slight  attack 
of  her  nerves ;  but  fortunately  Lord  G. 
found  out  the  bottle  Papa  had  been  in  vain 
in  search  of,  and  she  got  soon  better. 
Poor  fellow,  no  persuasion  could  prevail  on 
him  to  come  inside  along  with  us.  How 
he  travellc'l,  or  how  he  contrived  to  brave 
that  fearful  day,  I  never  learned  I  From 
this  moment  our  journey  was  at  the  rate  of 
about  a  mile  in  three  hours,  the  shovel  and 
spade  men  having  to  clear  the  way  as  we 
went ;  and  what  between  horses  that  had 
to  be  dug  out  of  holes,  harness  repaired, 
men  rescued,  and  frequent  accidents  to  Pa-  , 
pa's  sledge,  which  on  an  average  was  upset 
every  half-hour,  our  halts  were  incessant. 
It  was  after  midnight  that  we  reached  a ! 
dreary-looking  stone  edifice  in  the  midst  of 
the  snow.  Anything  so  dismal  I  never  be- 
hcld;  as  it  stood  tliere  surrounded  with 
drift-snow,  its  narrow  windows  strongly 
barred  with  iron,  and  its  roof  covered  witJi 
heavy  masses  of  stone  to  prevent  it  being 
carried  away  by  the  hurricane.  This,  we 
were  told,  was  the  Refuge-house  on  the 
summit,  and  here,  we  were  informed,  we 
should  stay  till  a  change  of  weather  might 
enable  us  to  proceed. 

But  does  not  the  very  name  '*  Refuge- 
house"  fill  you  with  thoughts  of  appalling 
danger  ?  Do  you  not  instinctively  shudder 
at  the  perils  to  which  this  is  the  haven  of 
succor  ? 

"  I  see  we  are  not  the  first  here,"  cried 
Caroline  ;  **  don't  you  see  lights  moving 
yonder  ?  " 

She  "was  right,  for  as  we  drew  up  we  per- 
ceived a  group  of  guides  and  drivers  in  the 
doorway,  and  saw  various  conveyances  and 
pledges  within  the  shed  at  the  side  of  the 
building-. 


A  dialogue  in' the  wildest  shouts  was  now 
conducted  l)etween  our  party  and  the  oth- 
ers, by  which  we  came  to  learn  that  the 
travellers  were  some  of  those  who  had  left 
tSplMgon  the  night  before  ourselves,  and 
whose  disasters  had  been  even  worse  than 
our  own.  Indeed,  as  far  as  I  C3uld  ascer- 
tain, they  had  gone  thiough  much  more 
than  we  had. 

Our  first  meeting  with  Papa — in  the 
kitchen,  as  I  siipjiose  I  must  call  the  lower 
room  of  this  fcai-ful  place — was  quite  affect- 
ing, for  he  had  taken  so  much  of  the 
guide's  brandy  as  an  antidote  to  the  sup- 
posed poison,  that  he  was  really  overcome, 
and,  under  the  delusion  that  he  was  at 
home  in  his  own  house,  ran  about  shaking 
hands  with  every  one,  and  welcoming  them 
to  Dodsborough.  Mamma  was  so  convinced 
that  he  had  lost  his  reason  permanently, 
that  she  was  taken  with  violent  hysterics. 
The  scene  baffles  all  description,  occurring 
as  it  did  in  presence  of  some  twenty  guides 
and  spade-folk,  who  drank  their  "  schnaps." 
ate  their  sausages,  smoked,  and  dried  their 
wet  garments  all  the  while,  with  a  most 
well-bred  inattention  to  our  sufferings. 
Though  Gary  and  I  were  obliged  to  do 
everything  ourselves — for  Betty  was  insen- 
sible, owing  to  her  having  travelled  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  same  little  cordial  flask,  and 
my  maid  was  sulky  in  not  being  })ut  under 
the  care  of  a  certain  good-looking  guide — 
we  really  succeeded  wonderfully,  and  con- 
trived to  have  Papa  put  to  bed  in  a  little 
chamber  with  a  good  mattress,  and  where 
a  cheerful  fire  was  soon  lighted.  Mamma 
also  rallied,  and  Lord  George  made  her  a 
cup  of  tea  in  a  kettle,  and  poured  her  out 
a  cup  of  it  into  the  shaving  dish  of  his 
dressing-box,  and  we  all  became  as  happy 
as  possible. 

It  appeared  that  tlie  other  arrivals,  who 
occupied  a  sejiarate  quarter,  were  not  ill 
provided  for  the  enurgency,  for  a  servant 
used  to  pass  and  repass  to  their  chamber 
with  a  very  savory  odor  from  the  tlish  ho 
carried,  and  Lord  G.  swore  that  he  heard 
the  po]i  of  a  champagne  cork.  We  nuide 
great  efforts  to  ascertain  who  they  were, 
but- without  success.  All  we  could  learn 
was  that  it  was  a  gentleman  and  a  iady, 
with  their  tw-o  servants,  travelling  in  their 
own  carriage,  which  was  unmistakably  En- 
glish. 

'' Fm  determined  to  run  them  to  earth," 
exclaimed  Lord  G.  at  last.  "  Fll  just  mis- 
take mv  wav,  and  blunder  into  their  apart- 
ment.""' 

We  endeavored  to  dissuade  him,  but  he 
,  was  determined,  and  when  he  is  so,  Kitty, 
1  nothing  can  swerve  him.     Off  he  went,  and 
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after  a  pause  of  a  f(>\v  seconds  we  heard  a 
iieavy  door  slammed,  then  anotlier.  After 
that,  both  Gary  arul  myself  vveie  fully  per- 
suaded that  we  heard  a  hearty  burst  of 
laughter  ;  but  though  we  listened  long  and 
])ainfully,  we  could  detect  no  more.  Un- 
happily, too,  at  this  time  Mamma  fell 
asleeji,  and  her  deep  respirations  effectually 
masked  everything  but  the  din  of  the  ava- 
lanches. Alter  a  w!nle  Gary  followed  Ma's 
example,  leaving  me  alone  to  sit  by  the 
"  watch-fire's  light,"  and  here,  in  the  re- 
gions of  eternal  snow,  to  commune  with 
her  who  holds  my  heart's  dearest  affections. 

It  is  now  nigh  three  o'clock.  The  night 
is  of  the  very  blackest,  neither  moon  nor 
stars  to  be  seen  ;  fearful  squalls  of  wind- 
gusts  strong  enough  to  shake  this  strong- 
hold to  its  foundation — tear  wildly  past, 
and  from  the  disttince  comes  the  booming 
sound  of  thundering  avalanclies.  One  might 
fancy,  easily,  that  escape  from  tliis  was  im- 
possible, and  that  to  be  cast  away  here  im- 
plied a  lingering  but  inevitable"  fate.  No 
great  strain  of  fancy  is  needed  for  such  a 
consummation.  We  are  miles  from  human 
liabitation,  and  three  yards  beyond  the 
doorway  the  boldest  would  not  dare  to  ven- 
ture !  And  you,  Kitty,  at  this  hour  are 
calmly  sleeping  to  the  hum  of  ''  the  spread- 
ing^ sycamore  ; "  or,  perchance,  awake,  and 
thinking  of  her  who  now  pours  out  her 
heart  before  you  ;  and  oh,  blame  me  not  if 
it  be  a  tangled,  web  that  I  present  to  you, 
for  such  will  liuman  hopes  and  emotions 
ever  make  it.  My  poor  heart  is  indeed  a 
battle-ground  for  warring  hopes  and  fears, 
high-soaring  anil^itions,  and  depressing  ter- 
rors. Would  that  you  were  here  to  guide, 
console  and  direct  me  ! 

Lord  George  has  not  returned.  What 
can  his  absence  mean  ?  All  is  silent,  too, 
in  the  dreary  building.  ]My  anxieties  are 
fearful— I  dread  I  know  not  what.  I  fancy 
a  thousand  ills  that  even  possibility  would 
have  rejected.  The  courier  is  to  pass  this 
at  five  o'clock,  so  that  I  must  perchance 
close  my  letter  in  the  same  agony  of  doubt 
and  uncertainty. 

Oh,  dearest,  only  fancy  the  mal  a  propos. 
Who  do  you  think  our  neighbors  are  ?  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton,  on  their  way  to 
Italy!  Can  you  imagine  anything  so' un- 
fortunate and  so  distressing  ?  You  may 
remember  all  our  former  intimacy— I  may 
call  it  friendship— and  by  what  an  unpro- 
pitious  incident  it  was  broken  up.  Lord 
George  has  just  con.e  to  tell  me  the  tidings, 
but,  instead  of  participating  in  my  distress, 
lie  seems  to  think  the  affair  an  iidmirable 
Joke.  I  need  not  tell  you  that  he  knows 
nothing  of  Mamma's  temper,  nor  her  man- 


ner of  acting.  What  may  come  of  this 
there  is  no  saying.  It  seems  that  there  is 
scarcely  a  chance  of  our  being  able  to  get 
on  to-day  ;  and  here  we  are  all  beneath  one 
roof,  our  mutual  passions  of  jealousy,  ha- 
tred, revenge,  and  malice,  all  snowed  up  on 
the  top  of  the  Splugen  Alps  ! 

I  have  asked  of  Lord  George,  almost  with 
tears,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  Init  to  all  seem- 
ing he  sees  no  difficulty  in  the  matter,  for 
his  reply  is  always,  "Nothing  whatever." 
When  pressed  closely,  he  says,  "Oh,  the 
Gore  Hamptons  are  such  thoroughly  well- 
bred  folk,  there  is  never  any  awkwardness 
to  be  apprehended  from  them.  Be  quite  easy 
in  your  mind,  they  have  tact  enough  for 
any  emergency."  What  i,his  may  mean, 
Kitty,  I  cannot  even  guess  ;  for  the  "situ- 
ation,"^as  the  French  would  call  it,  is  pe- 
culiar. And,  as  to  tact,  it  is,  after  all,  like 
skill  in  a  game  which,  however  available 
against  a  clever  adversary,  is  of  little  value 
when  opposed  to  those  who  neither  recog- 
nise the  rules,  nor  appreciate  the  nice 
points  of  the  encounter. 

But  I  cannot  venture  to  inquire  further  ; 
it  would  at  once  convict  me  of  ignorance, 
so  that  I  appear  to  be  satisfied  with  an  ex- 
planation that  explains  nothing.  And  now,  • 
Kitty,  to  conclude,  for,  though  dying  to 
tell  you  that  this  knotty  question  has  been 
fairly  solved,  I  must  seal  my  letter  and 
despatch  it  by  Lord  George,  who  is  this 
moment  about  to  set  out  for  the  Toll-house, 
three  miles  away.  It  appears  that  two  of 
our  guides  have  refused  to  go  farther,  and 
that  we  must  have  recourse  to  the  authori- 
ties to  compel  them.  This  is  the  object  of 
Lord  George's  mission  ;  but  the  dear  fellow 
braves  eveiy  hardship  and  every  peril  for 
us,  and  says  that  he  would  willingly  en- 
counter far  more  hazardous  dangers  for 
one  "kind  word,  or  one  kind  look,"  from 
your  distracted,  but  ever  devoted 

Mary  Anne. 

They  begin  to  fear  now  that  some  acci- 
dent must  have  befallen  the  courier  with 
the  mails  ;  he  should  have  ])assed  through 
here  at  midnight.  It  is  now  daybreak,  and 
no  sign  of  him  !  Our  anxieties  are  terri- 
ble, and  what  fate  may  yet  be  ours  there  is 
no  knowing. 


LETTER  XLIX. 

MRS.    DODD  TO   MRS.    MARY   GALLAGHER,    PRIEST'Sj 
HOUSE,    BRUFF. 

Colieo,  Italy. 

My  dear  Molly, — After  fatigues  and 
distresses  that  would  have  worn  out  the 
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strength  of  a  rhinocerass.  here  we  are  at 
length  in  Italy.  If  you  only  saw  the  places 
we  came  through,  the  mountains  u])on 
mountains  of  snow,  the  great  masses  that 
tumbled  down  on  every  side  of  us,  and  we 
lostj  as  one  might  call  it,  in  the  vc"*y  midst 
of  eternal  dissolution,  you'd  naturally  ex- 
claim that  you  had  got  tlie  last  lines  ever 
to  be  traced  by  your  friend  Jemima.  Two 
days  of  this,  no  less,  my  dear,  witli  fifteen 
degrees  below  "Nero,"  wherever  he  is, 
that's  what  I  call  suffering  and  misery. 
We  were  twice  given  up  for  lost,  and  but 
for  Providence  and  a  guide  called — I  am 
afraid  to  write  it,  but  it  answers  to  Barny 
with  us — we'd  have  soon  gone  to  our  long 
account ;  and,  oh,  Molly  !  what  a  reckon- 
ing will  that  be  for  K.  I.  If  ever  there 
was  a  heart  yet  black  with  iniquity  and 
baseness,  it  is  his ;  and  he  knows  it  ;  and 
he  knows  \  knows  it ;  and  moi'c  than  that, 
the  whole  world  shall  know  it.  I'll  pub- 
lish him  through  what  the  Poet  calls  the 
"infamy  of  space*,"  and,  so  long  as  Fm 
spared,  I'll  be  a  sting  in  his  flesh,  and  a 
thorn  in  his  side. 

I  can't  go  over  our  journey — the  very 
thought  of  it  goes  far  with  me — but  if  you 
can  imagine  three  females  along  with  the 
Arctic  voyagers,  you  may  form  some  vague 
idea  of  our  perils.  Bitter  winds,  piercing 
snow-drift,  pelting  showers  of  powdered  ice, 
starvation,  and  danger — dreadful  danger — 
them  was  tlie  enjoyments  that  cost  us  some- 
thing over  eighteen  pounds  !  Why  ? — you 
naturally  say — why  ?  And  well  may  you 
ask,  Mrs.  Gallagher,  it  is  nothing  remark- 
able in  your  sayirig  that  this  is  singular 
and  almost  unintelligible.  The  answer, 
however,  is  easy,  and  the  thing  itself  no 
mysLery.  It's  as  old  as  Adam,  my  dear, 
and  will  last  as  long  as  his  family.  The 
natural  baseness  and  depravity  of  the  hu- 
man heart !  Oh,  Molly  !  what  a  subject 
that  is  !  I'm  never  weary  thinking  of  it : 
and,  strange  to  say,  the  more  you  reflect 
the  more  difficult  does  it  become.  Father 
8hea  had  an  elegant  I'emark  that  I  often 
think  over  :  "Our  bad  qualities,"  says  he,  i 
"are  like  noxious  reptiles.  There's  no  i 
good  trying  to  destroy  them,  for  they're  too 
numerous ;  nor  to  reclaim  them,  for  they're  i 
too  savage  ;  the  best  thing  is  to  get  out  of  I 
their  way."  There's  a  deal  of  fine  philoso- 
pliy  in  the  observation,  Molly;  aiul  if,  instead 
of  irritating,  and  vexing,  and  worrying  our 
infirmities,  we  just  treated  them  the  way 
we  should  a  shark  or  a  rattlesnake,  depend 
upon  it  we'd  preserve  our  unanimity  nndis- 
turbefl,  and  be  hai)pier  as  well  as  better. 
Mavbe  vou'll  a«!k  whv  I  don't  try  this  jilan 
with  K:.  I.  ?    But  I' did,  Molly.     I  did  so; 


for  fifteen  years.  I  went  on  never  minding 
his  perfidious  behavior;  I  winked  at  his 
frailties,  and  shut  my  eyes,  as  you  know 
yourself,  to  Shusy  Connor  ;  l)ut  my  leniency 
only  made  him  bolder  in  wickedness,  till  at 
last  we  came  to  that  elegant  business,  last 
summer  in  Germany,  that  got  into  all  tlie 
news|»apers,  {.!id  made  us  the  talk  of  the 
whole  \\orld. 

I  thought  the  lesson  he  got  at  that  time 
taught  him  something.  I  fondly  dreamed 
that  the  shame  and  disgrace  would  be  of 
service  to  him  ;  at  fill  events,  that  it  would 
take  the  conceit  out  of  him.  Vain  hopes, 
Molly  dear — vain  and  foolish  hopes  !  He 
isn't  a  bit  better  ;  the  bad  dross  is  in  him  ; 
and  my  silent  tears  does  tkj  more  good  than 
my  gentle  remonstrances. 

It  was  only  the  other  day  we  went  to  see 
a  place  called  Pfeffers,  a  dirty,  dismal  hole 
as  ever  you  looked  at.  I  thought  we  were 
going  to  see  a  beautiful  something  like  Ems 
or  Baden,  with  a  band  and  a  pump-room, 
and  fine  company,  and  the  rest  of  it.  Noth- 
ing of  the  kind — but  a  gloomy  old  building 
in  a  cleft  between  two  mountains,  that 
looked  as  if  they  were  going  to  swallow  it 
up.  The  people,  too,  were  just  fit  for  the 
place — a  miserable  ?Gt  of  sickly  creatures  in 
flannel  dresses,  either  sitting  up  to  their 
necks  in  water,  or  drying  themselves  on  the 
rocks.  To  any  one  else  the  scene  would  be 
full  of  serious  reflections  aljout  the  uncer- 
tainty of  human  life,  and  the  cer*;ainty  of 
what  was  to  come  after  it.  Them  wasn't 
K.  I.'s  sentiments,  my  dear,  for  he  begins 
at  once  what  naval  men  call  "exchanging 
signals"  with  one  of  the  patients.  "This 
is  the  Bad-house,  my  dear,''  says  he.  "  I 
think  so,  Mr.  D.,"  said  I,  with  a  look 
that  made  him  tremble.  He  had  just 
ordered  dinner,  but  I  didn't  care  for  that  ; 
I  told  them  to  bring  out  the  horse.s 
at  once.  "Come,  girls,"  said  I,  "this  is 
no  place  for  you  ;  your  father's  proceed- 
ings are  neither  very  edifying  nor  exem- 
plary.'' 

"What's  the  matter  now."  says  he, 
"  Where  are  vou  goini:  before  dinner  ?" 

"  Out  of  tliis,  Mr.  Dodd,"  said  I.  "  Out 
of  this,  at  any  rate.'' 

"  Where  to — what  for  ?"  cried  he. 

'*I  think  you  might  guess,"  said  I,  with 
a  sneer;  "I)ut  if  not,  perhaps  that  hussy 
with  the  spotted  gingham  could  aid  you  to 
the  explanation.'' 

He  was  so  overwhelmed  at  my  discover- 
ing this,  Molly,  that  he  was  speechless  :  not 
a  word — not  ;i  syllablg  could  he  utter.  He 
sat  down  on  a  stone,  and  wiped  his  head 
with  a  handkerchief. 

"Don't  make  me  ill,  Mrs.  D.,"  said  he. 
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at  last.  '*I've  a  notion  tluii  the  gout  is 
threatening"  mc." 

"If  tluit's  all  K.  I.,"  said  I,  ''it's  well 
for  3'ou — it's  Will  if  it  is  not  worse  than  tlie 
g-on't  Ay,  .get  red  in  tlie  face — be  as  pas- 
sionate as  you  please,  but  yon  shall  hear 
the  truth  from  me,  at  least ;  I  mayn't  be 
long  here  to  tell  it.  Sufferings  such  as  I've 
lione  through  will  do  their  work  at  last  ; 
but  I'll  fulfill  my  duty   to  my  family  till 

I'm  released "     With  that  I  gave  it  to 

him,  till  we  arrived  at  Coire,  eighteen 
miles,  and  a  good  part  of  it  up  hill,  and  you 
may  think  what  that  was.  At  all  events, 
Molly,  he  didn't  come  off  with  flying  colors, 
for  when  we  reached  a  place  called  Hplugen 
he  was  seized  with  the  gout  in  earnest.  I 
only  wish  you  saw  the  hole  he  pitched  upon 
to  be  laid  up  in  ;  but  it's  like  everything  else 
the  man  does.  Every  trait  of  his  charac- 
ter shows  that  he  hasn't  a  thought,  nor  a 
notion,  but  about  his  own  comforts  and  his 
own  enjoyments.  And  I  told  him  so.  I 
said  to  him,  ''Don't  think  that  your  self- 
indulgence  and  indolence  go  down  with  me 
for  easiness  of  temper  :  that's  an  imposture 
may  do  very  well  for  the  loorld,  but  your 
wife  can't  be  taken  in  by  it."  In  a  word, 
Molly,  I  didn't  spare  him,  and,  as  his  at- 
tack was  a  sharp  one,  I  think  it's  likely  he 
doesn't  look  back  to  the  Splugen  with  any 
very  grateful  reminiscences. 

Little,  I  thought,  all  the  time,  what  good 
cause  I  had  for  my  complaints,  nor  what 
was  in  store  for  me  in  the  very  middle  of 
the  snow  !  You  must  know  that  wo  had 
to  take  the  wheels  off  the  .carriage  and  put 
it  on  something  like  a  pair  of  big  skates, 
for  the  snow  was  mountains  high,  and  as 
soft  as  an  egg-pudding.  You  may  think 
what  floundering  we  had  through  it  for 
twelve  hours,  sometimes  sinking  up  to  the 
chin,  now  swimming,  now  digging,  and 
now  again  being  dragged  out  of  it  by  ropes, 
till  we  came  to  what  they  call  the  "  Refuge- 
house  ;"  a  pretty  refuge,  indeed,  with  "no 
door,  and  scarcely  a  window,  and  everybody 
— guides,  postboys,  diggers,  and  travellei-s 
— all  hickledy-pickledy  inside  !  There  we 
were,  my  dear,  without  a  bed,  or  even  a 
mattress,  and  nothing  to  eat  but  a  bottle  of 
Sir  Robert  Peel's  sauce,  that  K.  I.  had  in 
his  trunk,  with  a  case  of  eau-de-Cologne  to 
wash  it  down.  Fortunately  for  me  mv  feel- 
ings got  the  better  of  me,  and  I  sobbed  and 
screeched  myself,  to  rest.  When  I  awoke 
in  the  morning  I  heard  from  Mai-y  Anne 
that  another  family,  and  English  too,  were 
in  the  refuge  with  ns,  and  to  all  appearances 
not  ill-supplied  with  the  necessaries  of  life. 
This  much  I  perceived  myself,  for  the  cou- 
rier lit  a  big  fire  on  the  hearth,  and  laid  a 


little  table  beside  it,  as  neat  and  comfort- 
able as  could  be.  After  that  he  brought  out 
a  coffee-pot  and  boiled  the  coffee,  and  made 
a  i>iate  of  toast,  and  fried  a  dish  of  ham- 
rasliers  and  eggs.  The  very  frizzing  of  them 
on  the  fire,  Molly,  nearly  overcame  me  ! 
But  that  wasn't  all,  but  heput  downon  the 
table  a  case  of  sardines  and  a  glass  bowl  of 
beautiful  honey,  just  as  if  he  wanted  to 
make  my  suffering  unbearable.  It  was  all 
I  could  do  to  S'tand  it.  At  last,  when  he 
had  everything  ready,  he  went  to  a  door  at 
the  end  of  the  room  and  knocked.  Some- 
thing was  said  inside  that  I  didn't  catch, 
but  he  answered  quickly,  "Oui,  Madame," 
and  a  minute  after  out  they  walked.  Oh, 
Molly  !  there's  not  words  in  the  language 
to  express  o^ven  half  of  my  feelings  at  that 
moment.  Indeed,  for  a  minute  or  two  I 
wouldn't  credit  my  senses,  but  thought  it 
was  an  optical  confusion.  In  slie  flounced, 
my  dear,  just  as  if  she  was  walking  into  the 
Court  at  St.  Jam^cs's,  with  one  arm  within 
his,  and  the  other  hand  gracefully  holding 
up  her  dress,  and  he,  with  a  glass  stuck  in 
his  eye,  gave  us  a  look  as  he  passed  just  as 
if  we  were  the  peoj)le  of  the  place. 

Down  they  sat  in  all  state,  smiling  at 
each  other,  and  settling  their  napkins  as 
coolly  as  if  they  were  at  the  Clarendon. 
"Will  3'ou  try  a  rasher,  my  dear?" 
"  Thanks,  love  ;  I'll  trouble  you."  It  was 
"love  "  and  "  dear  "  every  word  with  them, 
and  such  looks  as  passed,  Molly,  I  am 
ashamed  even  to  think  of  it  !  Heaven 
knows  1  never  looked  that  way  at  K.  I. 
There  I  sat  watching  them  ;  for  worlds  I 
couldn't  take  my  eyes'  away  ;  and  though 
Mary  Anne  whispered  and  im.plored,  and 
even  tried  to  force  me,  I  was  chained  to 
the  spot.  To  be  sure,  it's  little  they 
minded  me  !  They  talked  away  about  Lady 
Sarah  This  and  Sir  Joseph  That ;  wondered 
if  the  Marquis  had  gone  down  to  Scotland, 
and  whether  the  Duchess  would  meet  them 
at  Milan.  As  I  told  you  before,  Molly,  I 
wasn't  quite  sure  my  eyes  didn't  betray  me, 
and  while  I  was  thus  struggling  with  my 
doubts,  in  came  K.  I.  "I  was  over  the 
whole  place,  Jcmi,"  said  he,  "and  there's 
not  a  scrap  of  victuals  to  be  had  for  love  or 
money.     They  say,  how^ever,  that  there's  an 

English  family "  When  he  got  that  far, 

he  stopped  short,  for  his  eyes  just  fell  on 
the  pair  at  breakfast. 

"May  I  never,  Mrs.  D.,"  said  he,  "but 
that's  our  friend  Mrs.  G.  II.  As  sure  as 
I'm  here,  that's  herself  and  no  other." 

'■And  of  course  quite  a  surprise  to  you,'^ 
said  I,  with  a  look,  Molly,  that  went 
through  him. 

"Faith  t  suppose  so,"  said  he,  trying  to 
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laugh.  "  I  wasn't  exactly  thinkiug  of  lier 
at  tliis  moment.  At  all  events,  the  meet- 
ing is  fortunate  ;  for  one  might  die  of  hun- 
ger here. " 

I  needn't  tell  you,  ^lolly,  that  I'd  rather 
endure  the  trials  of  Tartary  than  IM  touch 
a  morsel  belonging  to  her  ;  but  before  I 
could  say  so,  up  he  goes  to  the  table,  bow- 
ing, and  smiling,  and  smirking,  in  a  way 
that  I'm  sure  he  thought  quite  irresistible. 
She,  however,  never  looked  up  from  her 
teacup,  but  her  companion  stuck  his  glas^ 
in  his  eye,  and  stared  impudently  without 
speaking. 

"  If  I'm  not  greatly  mistaken,"  said  K.  I., 
^'  I  have  the  luuior  and  the  happiness  to  see 
before  me " 

"  Mistake — quite  a  mistake,  my  good  man. 
An  !  an  !"said  the  other,  cuttini{  him  short. 
"Never  saw  you  before  in  my  lii'c  !  " 

''  Nor  are  you,  Sir,  the  object  of  my 
recognition.  It  is  this  lady — Mrs.  Gore 
Hampton." 

She  lifted  her  head  at  this,  and  stared  at 
K.  L,  as  coldly  as  if  he  was  a  wax  image 
in  a  hairdresser's  window. 

"Don't  you  remember  me.  Ma'am  !"  says'j 
he,  in  a  soft  voice  ;  '  ^  or  must  I  tell  you  my 
name  ?"  \ 

"I'm  afraid  even  that.  Sir,  would  not 
suffice,"  said  she,  with  a  most  insulting 
smile  of  compassion. 

"Ain't     you      Mrs.      Gore     Hampton, 
Ma'am  ?''  asked  he,  trembling  all  over  be-  j 
tweon  passion  and  astonishment.  j 

"  Pray,  do  send  him  away,  Augustus," 
said  she,  sipping  her  tea. 

"  Don't  you  perceive.  Sir — eh,  au — don't 
you  see — that  it's  a  au — au,  eh — a  miscon- 
ception— a  kind  of  a  demned  blunder  ?  " 

"I  tell  you  what  I  see,  Sir,"  said  K.  I. 
— "  I  see  a  lady  t'.iat  travelled  day  and 
night  in  my  company,  and  with  no  other 
companion,  too,  for  two  hundred  and  sev- 
enty miles.  That  lived  in  the  same  hotel, 
dined  at  the  same  table,  and,  what's  more 


But  I  couldn't  bear  it  any  longer,  Molly. 
Human  nature  is  not  strong  enough  for 
trials  like  this — to  hear  him  boasting  before 
my  face  of  his  base  behavior,  and  to  see 
her  sitting  coolly  by  listening  to  it.  I  gave 
a  screech  that  made  the  house  ring,  and 
went  off  in  the  strongest  fit  of  streaming 
ever  I  took  in  my  life.  I  tore  my  cap  to 
tatters,  and  pulled  down  my  hair — and,  in- 
deed, if  wliat  they  say  be  true,  my  suffer- 
ings must  hiive  been  dreadful  ;  for  I  didn't 
leave  a  bit  of  whisker  on  one  of  the  guides, 
and  held  another  by  the  cheek  till  he  was 
nigh  insensible.  I  was  four  hours  coming 
to  myself  ;  but  many  of  the  others  weren't 


in  a  much  better  state  when  it  was  all  over. 
The  girls  were  completely  overcome,  and 
K.  I.  taken  with  spasms,  that  drew  him  up 
like  a  football.  Meanwhile,  she,  and  her 
friend  were  ol!  ;  never  till  the  last  minute 
as  much  as  saying  one  word  to  any  of  U3  ; 
but  going  away,  as  I  may  say,  with  colors 
flyinr,  and  all  the  "horrors  of  war." 

"Oh,  M<dly,  wasn't  that  more  than  mere 
human  fragility  is  required  to  bear,  not  to 
speak  of  the  starvation  and  misery  in  my 
weak  state  ?  Black  bread  and  onions,  that 
was  our  dinner,  washed  down  with  the 
sourest  vinegar,  called  wine  forsroth.I  ever 
tasted  And  thafs  the  way  we  cros.'cd  the 
Alps,  my  dear,  and  them  the  pica.mrcs  that 
I  accompanied  us  into  the  beautiful  South. 

If  I  wanted  a  proof  of  K.  I.'s  mipcon- 
\  duct,  ]\Iolly,  wasn't  this  ecene  decisive  ? 
;  Where  would  be  the  n:otive  of  her  behavior, 
if  it  wasn't  conscious  guilt  ?  That  was  the 
ground  I  took  in  discussing  the  i^ubjcct  as 
we  came  along;  and  a  more  lamentable 
spectacle  of  confounded  iniquity  than  he 
exhibited  I  never  beheld.  To  be  sure,  I 
didn't  spare  him  much,  and  gibed  him  on 
the  ingratitude  his  devotion  met  with,  till 
he  grew  nearly  purple  with  pi.'ssion. 

"Mrs.  D.,"  said  he  at  last,  "when  we 
lived  at  home,  in  Ireland,  we  luid  our  quar- 
rels like  other  p3ople,  about  the  expense  of 
the  house,  and  waste  in  the  kitchen,  the 
time  the  horses  Avas  kept  out  under  the 
rain  and  such-like — but  it  never  occurred 
to  you  to  fancy  me  a  gay  Luthcrian.    What 

the has  put  that  in  your  head  now  ? 

Is  it  coming  abroad  ?  for,  if  so,  that's  an- 
other grudge  I  owe  this  infernal  excur- 
sion ! " 

"You've  just  guessed  it,  i^ir.  Dodd, 
then,"  said  I.  "When  you  Mere  at  home 
in  your  own  place,  you  were  content,  like 
the  other  old  fools  of  your  own  time  of  life, 
with  a  knowing  glance  of  the  eye,  a  sly 
look,  and  mayl)e  a  passing  woid  or  tAvo,  to 
a  pretty  girl  ;  but  no  sooner  did  you  put 
foot  on  foreign  ground,  than  you  fnncied 
yourself  a  lady-killer  !  You  never  saw  how 
absurd  you  were,  though  I  v.as  telling  it 
to  you  day  and  night.  You  wouldn't  be- 
lieve how  the  whole  world  was  laughing  at 
you,  though  I  said  so  to  the  girls.*' 

I  improved  on  this  theme  till  we  came  at 
nightfall  to  the  foot  of  the  Alps,  and  by 
that  time— take  my  word  for  it,  i^trs.  Gal- 
lagher— there  wasn't  much  more  to  be  said 
on  the  suljject. 

New  troubles  awaited  us  here,  ]\rolly.  I 
wonder  will  they  ever  eiul  ?  You  may  re- 
member that  I"  told  you  how  the  wheels 
was  taken  off  our  carriage  to  put  it  on  a 
sledge  on  account  of  the  snow.     Well,  my 
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dear,  what  do  you  think  the  creatures  did, 
but  they  sent  our  \vheels  over  the  Great  8t. 
Bernardt — I  think  they  call  it — and  Avhen 
we  arrived  here  we  found  ourselves  on  the 
liard  road  without  any  wheels  to  the  coach, 
but  sitting  with  the  axles  in  the  mud  !  I 
only  ask  you  where's  the  temper  can  stand, 
that  ?  and  worse,  too,  for  K.  I.  sat  down 
on  a  stone  to  look  at  us,  and  hiughed  till 
the  tears  ran  down  his  wicked  old  cheeks 
and  made  him  look  downright  horrid. 

"  May  I  never  ! "'  said  he,  "  but  I'd  come 
the  whole  way  from  Ireland  for  one  hearty 
laugh  like  this.  It's  the  only  thing  I've 
yet  met  that  requites  me  for  coming  !  If  I 
live  fifty  years  I'll  never  forget  it." 

I  perceive  that  1  haven't  space  for  the 
reply  I  made  him,  so  that  I  must  leave  you 
to  fill  it  up  for  yourself,  and  believe  me 
'vour 

Ever  attached  and  safferimy, 

Jemima  Dodd. 


LETTER  L. 

JAMES  DODD  TO  LORD  GEORGE  TIVERTON,  M.P.,  POSTE 
RESTANTE,  BREGENZ. 

Hotel  of  All  Nations,  Baths  of  Homburg. 

My  Dear  Tivertox, — You  often  said 
I  was  a  fellov;  to  make  a  spoon  or  spoil  a — 
something  which  I  have  forgotten — and  I 
begin  to  faiicy  that  you  Avere  a  better  pro- 
phet than  that  fellow  in  BeU'^'i  Life,' who 
always  predicts  the  horse  that-does  not  win 
the  Oaks.  When  we  parted  a  few  days 
ago,  my  mind  was  resolutely  bent  on  be- 
coming another  Metternich  or  Palmerston. 
I  imagined  a  whole  life  of  brilliant  diplo- 
matic successes,  and  thought  of  myself  re- 
ceiving the  freedom  of  the  city  of  London, 
dining  with  the  Queen,  and  n^aking  "very 
pretty  running"  for  the  peerage.  What  will 
you  say,  then,  when  I  tell  you  that  I  despise 
the  highest  honors  of  the  entire  career,  and 
wouldn't  take  the  seals  of  the  Foreign  Of- 
fice, if  pressed  on  my  acceptance  this  min- 
ute. 

To  save  myself  from  even  the  momentarv 
accusation  of  madness,  I'll  give  you — and 
in  as  few  words  as  I  can — my  explanation. 
As  I  have  just  said,  I  set  out  with  my  head 
lull  of  Ambassadorial  ambitions,  and  jog- 
ged along  towards  England,  scarcely  no- 
ticing the  road  or  speaking  to  my  fellow- 
travellers.  On  arriving  at  Frankfort,  how- 
ever, I  saw  nothing  on  all  sides  of  me  but 
announcements  and  advertisements  of  the 
baths  of  Homburg — ''The  last  week  of 
the  season,  and  the  most  brilliant  of  all." 


Gorgeous  descriptions  of  the  voluptuous 
delights  of  the  place — lists  of  distinguished 
visitors,  and  spicy  bits  of  scandal  —  alter- 
nated with  anecdotes  of  those  who  had 
"broke  the  bank,"  and  were  buying  up  all 
the  chateaux  and  parks  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. I  tried  to  laugh  at  these  pictorial 
putf  s ;  I  did  my  best  to  treat  them  as  mere 
humbugs  ;  but  it  wouldn't  do.  I  went  to 
bed  so  full  of  them,  that  I  dreamed  all 
night  of  the  plaj-table,  and  fancied  myself 
once  again  the  terror  of  croupiers,  and  the 
admired  of  the  fashionable  circle  in  the.  sa- 
lon.  To  crown  all,  a  waiter  called  me,  to 
say  that  the  carriage  I  had  ordered  for  the 
baths  was  at  the  door.  I  attempted  to  un- 
deceive him  ;  but  even  there  my  effort  was 
a  failure  :  and,  convinced  that  there  was 
a  fate  in  the  matter,  I  jumped  out  of  bed, 
dressed,  and  set  off,  firmly  impressed  with 
the  notion  that  I  was  not  a  free  agent,  but 
actually  impelled  and  driven  by  destiny  to 
go  and  win  my  millions  at  Homburg. 

Perhaps  my  ardor  was  somewhat  cooled 
down  by  the  aspect  of  the  place.  It  has 
few  of  the  advantages  nature  has  so  lavishly 
bestowed  on  Baden,  and  which  really  im- 
part to  that  delightful  resort  a  charm  that 
totally  disarms  you  of  all  distrust,  and 
make  you  forget  that  you  are  in  a  land  oi 
"legs'"  and  swindlers,  and  that  every  sec- 
ond man  you  meet  is  a  rogue  or  a  runaway. 
Now,  Homburg  does  not,  as  the  French  say. 
"impose,"  in  this  Avay.  You  see  at  once 
that 'it  is  a  "Hell,"" and  that  the  only 
amusement  is  to  ruin  or  be  ruined. 

"No  matter."  thought  I;  "I  have  al- 
ready graduated  at  the  gi'een  table  ;  I  have 
taken  ray  degree  in  arts  at  Baden,  and  am 
no  young  hand  fresh  from  Oxford  and  new 
to  Ihe  Continent ;  I'll  just  go  down  and 
try  my  luck — as  a  fisherman  whips  a  stream. 
If  they  rise  to  my  fly — well ;  if  not,  i^ack 
up  the  traps,  and  try  some  other  water.'" 
You  know  that  my  capital  v\as  not  a  strong 
one — about  a  hundred  and  thirty  in  cash, 
and  a  bill  on  Drummond  for  a  hundred 
more  —  and  with  this,  the  Governor- had 
"cleared  me  out"  for  at  least  six  months 
to  come.  I  was,  therefore,  oldigcd  to 
"come  it  small ;  "  and  merely  dabbled  away 
with  a  few  "Naps.,"  Avhich,'  by  dint  of  ex- 
traordinary patience  and  intense  applica- 
tion, I  succeeded  in  accumulating  to  rhe 
gross  total  .of  sixty.  As  I  foresaw  that  I 
couldn't  loiter  abme  a  day  longer,  I  went 
down  in  the  evening  to  experimentalise 
on  this  fund  ;  and,  after  a  few  hours,  rose 
a  winner  of  thirty-two  thousand  odd  hun- 
dlred  francs.  The  following  morning,  I  more 
than  doubled  this  ;  and,^  in  the  evening, 
won  a  trifle  of  twenty   thousand   francs ; 
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when,  seeing  tlio  game  take  a  cai)ricious 
turn,  1  left  oif,  and  went  to  .supper. 

I  was  an  utter  stranger  in  the  phico  ;  had 
not  even  a  passing  acquaintance  with  any 
one;  so  that,  although  dying  for  a  little 
companions!) ip,  I  had  nothing  for  it  hut  to 
order  my  roust  partridge  in  ray  own  apart- 
ment, and  hoh  iioh  with  myself.  It  is  true 
1  was  in  capital  spirits — I  had  made  glori- 
ous running,  and  no  mistake — and  I  drank 
my  health,  a:ii  returned  thanks  for  the 
toast  with  an  eloquence  that  really  aston- 
ished me.  Egad,  I  think  the  waiter  must 
have  thought  rao  mad,  as  he  heard  me  hip, 
hipping,  with  "one  chosr  more,*'  to  the 
sentiment. 

I  suppas3  I  must  have  felt  called  on  to 
sing  ;  for  sing  I  did,  and,  I  am  afraid,  with 
far  more  zeal  than  musical  talent ;  for  I 
overheard  a  tittering  of  voices  outside  my 
door,  and  could  plainly  perceive  that  the 
household  had  assomhled  as  audience. 
What  cared  I  for  this  ?  The  world  had 
gone  too  well  with  me  of  late  to  make  mo 
thin-skinned  or  peevishly  disposed.  I  could 
afford  to  he  forgiving  and  generous  ;  and  I 
revelled  in  the  very  thought  that  I  was 
soaring  in  an  atmosphere  to  which  trifling 
and  potty  annoyancos  never  ascended.  In 
this  enviable  frame  of  mind  was  I,  when  a 
waiter  presented  himself  with  a  most  obse- 
quious how,  and,  in  a  voice  of  submissive 
civility,  implore!  me  to  moderate  my  mu- 
sical transports,  since  the  lady  who  occu- 
pied the  adjoining  apartment  was  suffering 
terribly  from  headache. 

"Certainly  ;  of  course,"  was  my  reply  at 
once  ;  and  as  he  was  leaving  the  room — 
just  by  way  of  having  something  to  say— I 
asked,  "Is  she  young,  waiter?" 

"Young  and  beautiful,  sir.'' 

"An  angel— eh  ?" 

"'  Quite  handsome  enough  to  be  one,  sir, 
I'm  certain." 

"And  her  name  ?  '' 

"The  Countess  de  St.  Auber,  widow  of 
the  celebrated  Count  de  St.  Auber,  of  whom 
Monsieur  must  have  read  in  the  new.s- 
papers. " 

But  Mon.sieur  had  not  read  of  him,  and 
was  therefore  obliged  to  ask  further  infor- 
mation ;  whence  it  appeared  that  the 
Count  had  accidentally  shot  himself  on  the 
morning  of  his  marriage,  when  drawing 
the  charge  of  his  pistols,  preparatory  to 
putting  them  in  his  carriage.  The  waiter 
grew  quite  pathetic  in  his  description  of 
the  3''oung  bride's  agonies,  and  had  to  wipe 
his  eyes  once  or  twice  during  his  narrative.'' 

"i3ut  siie  has  rallied  by  this,  hasn't  she  ?" 
asked  I. 

''If  Monsieur  can  call   it  so,"  said  he. 


shrugging  his  shoulder.*.  "She  never  goes 
into  the  world — knows  no  one — receives  no 
one  —  lives  entirely  to  herself ;  and,  except 
her  daily  ride  in  the  wood,  appears  to  take 
no  pleasure  whatever  in  life." 

"And  so  she  rides  out  every  day  ?" 

"Every  day,  and  at  the  tame  Lour,  too. 
The  carriage  takes  her  about  a  league  into 
the  forest,  far  beyond  where  the  UKual 
promenade  extend.*,  and  there  her  hoi  pes 
meet  her,  and  she  rides  till  dusk.  Often 
it  is  even  night  ore  she  retunis.*' 

There  was  fomething  that  intrrc.=fed  me 
deeply  in  all  this.  You  know  that  a  pretty 
woman  on  horseback  is  one  of  my  greatest 
weaknesses  ;  and  so  I  went  on  weaving 
thoughts  and  fancies  about  the  charming 
young  widow  till  the  champagne  was  fin- 
ished, after  which  I  went  ofi'  to  bed,  in- 
tending to  dream  of  her,  but,  to  my  in- 
tense disgust,  to  sleep  like  a  sea-calf  till 
morning. 

My  fii-st  care  on  waking,  liowever.  was 
to  despatch  a  very  humble  apology  by  the 
waiter  for  my  noisy  conduct  on  the  pre- 
vious evening,  and  a  very  sincere  hope  that 
the  Countess  had  not  suffered  on  account 
of  it. 

He  brought  me  back  for  answer  "that 
the  Countess  thanked  me  for  my  polite  in- 
quiry, and  was  completely  restored." 

"  Able  to  ride  out  as  usual  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  " 

"She  has  just  given  orders  for  the  car- 
riage, sir.'' 

"I  say,  waiter,  what  kind  of  a  hack  can 
be  got  liere  ?  Or,  stay,  is  there  such  a 
thing  as  a  good-looking  saddle-horse  to  be 
sold  in  the  place  ? "' 

"  There  are  two  at  Laprange's  stables,  sir, 
this  moment.  Prince  Cuiciatelli  h.as  left 
them  and  his  groom  to  pay  about  thirty 
thousand  francs  he  owes  here." 

In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I  was 
dressed  and  at  the  stables.  The  nags  were 
a  neat  pair  ;  the  groom,  anEngli.-h  fellow, 
iiad  just  brought  them  over.  He  had 
bought  them  at  Anderson's,  and  paid  close 
upon  three  hundred  for  the  two.  It  was 
evident  that  they  were  "too  much,"  as 
horses,  for  the  Prince,  for  he  had  never 
hacked  either  of  them.  P.cfore  I  left  I  had 
bought  then)  both  for  six  thou.^and  fnmcs, 
and  taken  "Bob'"  himself,  a  very  pretty 
.specimen  of  the  short-legged,  red-whiskered 
tribe,  into  my  service. 

This  was  on  the  very  morning,  mark, 
when  I  should  have  presented  my.seif  be- 
fore the  Dons  of  Downing-street,  and  been 
admitted  a  something  into  her  Majesty's 
service  I 
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*' I  wish  they  may  catch  me  at  r^d- 
tapery  ! "  thought  I,  as  I  shortened  my 
stirrups,  aiid  sat  down  firmly  in  the  saddle. 
''I'm  much  more  at  home  b.cre  than 
perched  on  an  oliicc-stool  in  that  ])leasimt 
den  they  call  the  '^Nursery'  at  the  Foreign 
Office." 

Guided  by  a  groom,  with  a  led  horse  be- 
side him,  I  took  the  road  to  the  forest,  and 
soon  afterwards  passed  a  dark-green  ba- 
rouche, with  a  lady  in  it,  closely  veiled, 
and  evidently  avoiding  observation.  The 
wood  is  intersected  by  alleys,  so  that  I  found 
it  easy,  while  diverging  from  the  carriage- 
road,  to  keep  the  equipage  within  view, 
and  after  about  half  an  hour's  sharp  canter, 
I  saw  the  carriage  stop,  and  the  Countess 
descend  from  it. 

Even  you  admit  that  I  am  a  sharp  critic 
about  all  that  pertains  to  riding  gear  ;  and 
that  as  to  a  woman's  hat,  collar,  gloves, 
habit,  and  whip,  I  am  a  first-rate  opinion. 
Now,  in  the  present  instance,  everything 
was  perfect.  There  was  a  dash  of  "cos- 
tume" in  the  long  drooping  feather  and 
the  snow-v/hite  gauntlets,  but  then  all  was 
strictly  toned  down  to  extreme  simplicity 
and  quiet  elegance.  I  had  just  time  to 
notice  this  much,  and  catch  a  glimpse  of 
such  a  pair  of  dark  eyes  !  when  she  was  in 
the  saddle  at  once.  I  only  want  to  see  a 
woman  gather  up  her  reins  in  her  hand, 
shake  her  habit  back  with  a  carekss  toss  of 
her  foot,  and  square  herself  well  in  the 
saddle,  to  say,  "That's  a  horsewoman!," 
Egad,  George,  her  every  gesture  and  move- 
merit  were  admirable,  and  the  graceful 
bend  forwards  with  which  she  struck  out 
into  a  canter  was  actually  captivating.  I 
stood  watching  her  till  she  disappeared  in 
the  wood,  perfectly  entranced.  I  own  to 
you  I  could  not  understand  a  Frenchwoman 
sitting  her  horse  in  this  fashion.  I  had  al- 
ways believed  the  accomplishment  to  be 
more  or  less  English,  and  1  felt  ashamed  at 
the  narrow  prejudice  into  which  I  had 
fallen. 

"  What  an  unlucky  fellow  that  same 
Count  must  have  been  ! "  thought  I ;  and 
with  this  reflection  I  spurred  my  nag  into 
a  sharp  pace,  hoping  tliat  fast  motion 
might  enable  me  to  turn  my  thoughts  into 
some  other  channel.  It  was  to  no  use.  Go 
how  I  w^ould,  or  where  I  would,  I  could 
think  of  nothing  but  the  pretty  widow — 
whither  she  might  be  travelling — where 
she  intended  to  stop — whether  alone,  or 
with  others  of  her  family  —  her  probable 
age — her  fortune  ? — all  would  rise  up  be- 
fore me,  to  troul)le  my  curiosity  or  awaken 
my  interest. 

I  was  deep  in   my  speculations,   when 


suddenly  a  horse  bounded  past  me  by  a 
cross  path.  I  had  barely  time  to  see  the 
flutter  of  a  habit,  when  it  was  lost  to  view. 
I  waited  to  see  her  groom  follow,  but  he 
did  not  appear.  I  listened,  but  no  sound 
of  a  horse  could  l;)e  heard  approaching. 
Had  lier  horse  run  away  ?  Had  her  servant 
lost  trace  of  her.?  were  questions  that  im- 
mediately occurred  to  me  ;  but  there  was 
nothing  to  suggest  the  answer  or  dispel  the 
doubt.  I  could  bear  my  anxiety  no  longer, 
and  away  I  dashed  after  her.  It  was  not 
till  after  a  quarter  of  an  hour  that  I  came 
in  sight  of  her,  and  then  she  was  skim- 
ming along  over  the  even  turf  -at  a  very 
slapping  pace,  which,  however,  I  quickly 
perceivedw  as  no  run-away  gallop. 

This  fact  proclaimed  itself  in  a  most 
unmistakable  manner,  for  she  suddenly 
drev/  up,  and  wheeled  about,  pointing  at 
the  same  time  to  the  ground,  whore  her 
whip  had  just  fallen.  I  dashed  up,  and 
dismounted,  Avhen,  in  a  voice  tremulous 
with  agitation,  and  with  a  face  suffused  in 
blushes,  she  begged  my  pardon  for  her 
gestures  ;  she  believed  it  was  her  groom 
who  was  following  her,  and  had  never  no- " 
ticed  his  absence  before.  I  cannot  repeat 
her  words,  but  jn  accent,  manner,  tone, 
and  utterance,  I  never  heard  the  like  of 
them  before.  What  would  I  have  given  at 
that  moment,  George,  for  your  glib  facility 
of  French  !  Hang  me  if  I  would  not  have 
jjaid  down  a  thousand  pounds  to  have  been 
able  to  rattle  out  even  some  of  those  trashy 
common-places  I  have  seen  you  scatter  with 
such  effect  in  the  coulisses  of  the  Opera  ! 
It  was  all  of  no  avail.  "Where  there's  a 
will  there's  a  way,"  says  the  adage  ;  but  it's 
a  sorry  maxim  where  a  foreign  language  is 
concerned.  All  the  volition  in  the  world 
won't  supply  irregular  verbs  ;  and  the  most 
go-ahead  resolution  will  never  help  one  to 
genders. 

I  did  of  course  mutter  all  that  I  could 
think  of  ;  and,  default  of  elocution,  I  made 
my  eyes  do  duty  for  rny  tongue,  and  with 
tolerable  success,  too,  as  her  blush  betrayed. 
I  derived  one  advantage,  too,  from  my  im- 
perfect French,  which  is  worth  recording 
— I  was  perfectly  obdurate  as  to  anything 
she  might  have  replied  in  opposition  to  my 
Welshes,  and  notwithstanding  all  her  scru- 
ples to  the  contrary,  persisted  in  accom- 
panying her  back  to  the  town. 

If  I  was  delighted  with  her  horseman- 
ship, I  was  positively  enchanted  with  her 
conversation  ;  for,  the  first  little  novelty  of 
our  situation  over,  she  talked  away  Avith  a 
frank  innocence  and  artless  ease  which 
quite  fascinated  me.  She  was,  in  fact,  the 
very  realisation  of  that  high-bred  manner 
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yon  have  so  often  told  me  of  as  charactoi-- 
ising  the  best  French  society.  How  I  wished 
1  could  have  prolonged  that  charming  ride. 
I'm  not  quite  sure  tiiat  she  didn't  detect 
me  in  a  purpose  mistake  of  the  road,  that 
cost  us  an  additional  mile  or  two  ;  if  she 
did,  she  was  gracious  enough  •  to  pardon 
the  offence  without  even  showing  any  con- 
sciousness of  it.  Short  as  the  road  was, 
George,  it  left  me  irretrievably  in  love.  I 
know  you'll  not  stand  any  raptures  about 
beauty,  but  this  much  I  must  and  will  say, 
that  she  is  incomparably  handsomer  than 
that  Sicilian  Princess  you  raved  about  at 
Ems,  and  in  the  same  style,  too,  brunette, 
but  with  a  dash  of  color  in  the  cheek,  a 
faint  pink,  that  gives  a  sparkling  brilliancy 
to  the  rich  warmth  of  the  southern  tint. 
Besides  this — and  let  me  remark,  it  u-  some- 
thing -w//  Countess  is  not  two-and-twenty 
at  most.  Indeed,  but  for  the  story  of  the 
widowhood,  I  should  guess  her  as  some- 
thing above  nineteen. 

Tliere's  a  piece  of  fortune  for  you  !  and 
all — every  bit  of  it — of  my  own  achieving, 
too  !  No  extraneous  aid  in  the  shape  of 
friends,  or  introductory  letters.  '•  Alone  I 
did  it,"  as  the  fellow  says  in  the  play. 
Now,  I  do  think  a  man  might  be  pardoned 
a  little  boastfulness  for  such  a  victory,  and 
I  freely  own  I  esteem  Jem  Dodd  a  sharper 
fellow  than  I  ever  believed  him. 

Perhaps  you  suspect  all  this  while  that 
I  am  going  too  fast,  and  that  I  have  taken 
a  casual  success  for  a  regular  victory.  If 
so,  you're  all  wrong,  my  boy.  She  has 
struck  her  flag  already,  and  acknowledged 
that  your  humble  servant  has  effected  a 
change  in  her  sentiments  that  but  a  few 
short  weeks  before  she  would  have  pro- 
nounced impossible.  The  truth  is,  George, 
"the  Tipperary  tactics  "  that  win  battles 
in  India,  are  Just  as  successful  in  love. 
Make  no  dispositions  for  a  general  engage- 
ment, never  trouble  your  head  about  cav- 
alry supports,  reserves,  or  the  like,  but 
"  just  go  in  ^nd  win."  It  is  a  mighty  short 
"  General  Order,"  and  cannot  possibly  be 
misapprebended.  The  Countess  herself  has 
acknowledged  to  me,  full  half  a  dozen  times 
within  the  last  fortnight,  tnat  she  was 
quite  unprepared  for  such  warfare.  She 
expejsted,  doubtless,  that  I'd  follow  the  old 
rubric,  with  opera-boxes,  bouquets,  "  mar- 
rons  glaces,"  and  so  on,  for  a  month  or 
two.  Nothing  of  the  kind,  George.  It 
frankly  told  her  that  she  was  the  most 
beautiful  creature  in  Europe  without  know- 
ing it.  That  it  would  be  little  short  of  a 
sacrilege  she  should  pass  her  life  in  solitude 
and  sorrow,  and  ten  times  worse  than  sacri- 
lege to   marry  anything  but  an  Irishman. 
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That  in  all  other  countries  the  men  are 
either  money-getting,  ambitious,  or  selfish, 
but  that  Paddy  turns  his  whole  thonofhts 
towards  fun  and  enjoynrcnt.  That  Namer's 
Peninsular  War  and  Moore's  Melodic" 
might  be  referred  to  for  evidence  of  cu' 
national  tastes  ;  and,  in  shor.t,  such  a  peo 
pie  for  fighting  and  making  love  was  neve? 
recorded  in  history.  She  laughed  at  me 
for  the  whole  of  the  first  week,  grew  more 
serious  the  second,  and  now,  witliin  the  last 
three  days,  instead  of  calling  me  "  Mon- 
sieur le  Sauvage,"  "  Cosaque  Anglais,"  and 
so  on,  she  gravely  asks  my  advice  about 
everything,  and  never  ventures  on  a  step 
without  my  counsel  and  approbation.  I 
have  been  candid  with  you  hitherto,  Tiver- 
ton, and  so  I  must  frankly  own,  that, 
profiting  by  the  adage  that  says  "strata- 
gem is  equally  legitimate  in  love  as  in  war," 
I  have  indulged  slightly  in  the  strategy  of 
mystification.  For  instance,  I  have  repre- 
sented the  Governor  as  a  great  don  in  his 
own  countiT,  with  immense  estates,  and  an 
ancient  title,  that  he  docs  not  assume  in 
consequence  of  some  old  act  of  attainder 
against  the  family.  My  mother  I  have 
made  a  Princess  in  her  own  right  ;  and  here 
I  am  on  safer  ground,  for,  if  called  into 
court,  she'll  sustain  me  in  every  assertion. 
Of  my  own  self  and  prospects  I  have  spoken 
meekly  enough,  merely  hinting  that  I  dis- 
like diplomacy,  and  would  rather  live  with 
the  woman  of  my  choice  in  some  compara- 
tively less  distinguished  station,  ujion  a 
pittance  of — say — three  or  four  thousand  a 
year  ! 

This  latter  assumption,  I  must  observe 
to  you,  is  the  only  one  ever  disputed  be- 
tween us,  and  many  a  debate  have  we  had 
on  the  subject.  She  sees,  as  everybody 
sees  here,  that  I  spend  money  lavishly,  that 
not  only  I  indulge  in  everything  costly,  but 
that  I  outbid  even  the  Russians  wienever 
anything  is  offered  for  sale  ;  and  at  this 
moment  my  rooms  are  filled  with  pictures, 
china,  carved  ivory,  stained  glass,  and  other 
such  lumber,  that  I  only  bought  for  the 
eclat  of  the  purchase.  If  you  only  heard 
her  innocent  remonstrances  to  me  about 
my  extravagance,  her  anxious  appcals'as  to 
what  '•' le  Prince,"  as  she  calls  my  father 
will  say  to  all  this  wastefulness  ! 

It's  a  great  trial  to  me  sometimes  not  to 
laugh  at  all  this,  and,  indeed,  if  I  didn't 
know  in  my  heart  that  I'll  make  her  the 
very  best  of  husbands,  I'd  be  even  ashamed 
of  my  deceit ;  but  it's  only  a  pious  fraud 
after  all,  and  the  good  result  will  more  than 
atone  for  the  roguery. 

I  have  hinted  at  our  marriage,  you  see, 
and  I  may  add  that  it  is  all  but  decided  on. 
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There  is,  however,  a  difficulty  Avhich  must 
be  got  over  first.  She  was  betrothed  wlicn 
a  child  to  a  young  Neapolitan  Prince  of  the 
blood — a  brother,  I  take  it,  of  the  ])rosent 
king.  This  ceremony  was  overlooked  on 
her  first  marriage,  and  had  her  husband 
lived,  very  serious  consequences — but  of 
what  kind  I  don't  know — might  have  re- 
sulted. Now,  before  contracting  a  second 
union,  we  must  get  a  dispensation  of  some 
sort  from  the  Pope,  which  I  fear  will  take 
time,  although  she  says  that  her  uncle,  the 
cardinal,  will  do  his  utmost  to  expedite  it. 

Indeed,  I  may  mention  incidentally  that 
she  is  a  great  favorite  .with  his  Eminence, 
and  loe  hope  to  be  his  heirs  !  Egad,  George, 
I  almost  f mcy  myself  "  punting"  his  Emi- 
nence's gold  pieces  at  hazard,  with  his 
signet-ring  on  my  finger  !  What  a  house  I'll 
keep,  old  fellow  ;  what  a  stable  !  what  a 
cellar — and  such  cigars  !  Meanwhile,  I  look 
to  you  to  aid  and  abet  me  in  various  ways. 
The  Countess,  like  all  foreigners  of  real 
rank,  knows  our  Peerage  and  Nobility  off 
by  heart  ;  and  she  constantly  asks  me  if  I 
know  the  Marcpiis  of  this,  and  the  Duchess 
of  that,  and  I'm  sorely  put  to,  to  show 
cause  why  I'm  not  intimate  with  them  all. 

Now,  my  dear  Tiverton,  can't  you  some- 
how give  me  the  Shibboleth  amongst  these 
high  priests  of  Fashion,  and  get  me  into 
the  Tabernacle,  if  only  for  a  season.  I 
used  myself  to  know  some  of  the  swells  of 
London  life  when  I  was  at  Baden,  but,  to- 
be  sure,  I  lost  a  deal  of  money  to  them  at 
**creps"  and  "lansquenet"  as  the  price  of 
the  intimacy  ;  and  when  "  /  shut  up,''  so 
did  tliey  too.  You,  I'm  sure,  however,  will 
hit  upon  some  expedient  to  gain  me  at  least 
acceptance  and  recognition  for  a  week  or 
two.  I  only  want  the  outward  signs  of  ac- 
quaintanceship, mark  you,  for  1  honestly 
own  that  all  I  ever  saw  during  xay^  brief  in- 
timacy with  these  fellows  gave  me' anything 
but  a  high  "taste  of  their  quality." 

I'll  enclose  you  the  list  of  the  distinguish- 
ed company  now  here,  and  you'll  pick  out 
any  to  whom  you  can  present  me.  Another, 
and  not  a  less  important,  service  I  also  look 
to  at  your  hands,  Vi^hich  is,  to  break  all  this 
to  the  Governor,  to  whom  I'm  half  ashamed 
to  write  myself.  In  the  first  place,  a  recent 
event,  of  which  I  may  speak  more  fully 
to  you  hereafter,  may  have  made  the  old 
gent  somewhat  suspectful  ;  and  secondly, 
he'll  be  fraptious  about  my  not  going  over  to 
England  ;  although,  I'll  take  my  oath,  if  he 
wants  it,  that  I'd  pitch  up  the  appointment 
to-morrow,  if  I  had  it.  At  the  best,  I  don't 
suppose  they'd  make  me  more  than  a  Secre- 
tary of  Legation  ;  and  that  perhaps,  at  the 
Hague,  or  Stuttgard,  or  some  other  con- 


founded capital   of   fog  and    fiunkeydoni  ; 
['and  I  needn't  say  your  friend  Jem   is  not 
going  to  "enter  for  such  stakes." 

You'd  like  to  know  our  plans  ;  and  so 
far  as  I  can  make  out,  v/e're  not  to  marr}^ 
till  we  reach  Italy.  At  Milan,-  probably, 
the  dispensation  will  reach  us,  and  th6  cere- 
mony will  be  performed  by  the  Arch  B. 
himself.  This  she  insists  upon  ;  for  about 
church  matters  and  dignitaries  she  stickles 
to  a  degree  that  I'd  laugh  at  if  I  dare  ;  and 
that  I  intend  to  do  later  on,  when  I  can 
dare  with  impunity. 

Except  this,  and  a  most  inordinate 
amount  of  prudery,  she  hasn't  a  fault  on 
earth.  Her  reserve  is,  however,  awful  ; 
and  I  almost  spoiled  everything  t'other 
evening  by  venturing  to  kiss  her  hand  be- 
fore she  drew  her  glove  on.  By  Jove, 
didn't  she  give  me  a  lecture  !  If  any  one 
had  only  overheard  her,  I'm  not  sure  they 
wouldn't  have  thought  me  a  lucky  fellow 
to  get  off  with  transportation  for  life  !  As 
it  was,  I  had  to  enter  into  heavy  recognis- 
ances for  the  future,  and  was  even  threat- 
ened with  having  Mademoiselle  Pauline, 
her  maid,  present  at  all  our  subsequent 
meetings  !  The  very  menace  made  me  half 
crazy  ! 

After  all,  the  fault  is  on  the  right  side  ; 
and  I  suppose  the  day  will  come  when  I 
shall  deem  it  the  very  reverse  of  a  failing. 
You  will  be  curious  to  know  something 
about  her  fortune,  but  not  a  whit  more  so 
than  I  am .  That  her  means  are  ample — even 
splendid  — her  style  of  living  evidences. 
The  whole,  "premier"  of  a  fashionable 
hotel,  four  saddle-horses,  two  carriages, 
and  a  tribe  of  servants,  are  a  strong  secur- 
ity for  a  well-filled  purse  ;  but  mcjre  than 
that  I  can  ascertain  nothing. . 

As  for  myself,  my  supplies  will  only 
carry  me  through  a  very  short  campaign, 
so  that  I  am  driven  of  necessity  to  hasten 
matters  as  much  as  possible.  Now,  my 
dear  Tiverton,  you  know  my  whole  story  ; 
and  I  beg  you  to  lose  no  time  in  giving  me 
your  very  best  and  shrewdest  counsels.- 
Put  me  up  to  everything  you  can  think  of 
about  settlements,  and  so  forth  ;  and  tell 
me  if  marrying  a  foreigner  in  any  way  af- 
fects my  nationality.  In  brief,  turn  the 
thing  over  in  your  mind  in  all  manner 
of  ways,  and  let  me  have  the  result. ' 

She  is  confoundedly  particular  about 
knowing  that  my  family  approve  of  the 
match  ;  and  though  I  have  represented  my- 
self as  being  perfectly  independent  of  them 
on  the  score  of  fortune — which,  so  far  as 
not  expecting  a  shilling  from  them,  is  strict- 
ly true — I  shall  probably  be  obliged  to  ob- 
tain something  in  the  shape  of  a  formal 
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dfcsent  and  pateniiil  l)enediction  ;  m  wliicli 
case  I  reckon  iniplicitly  on  you  to  negotiate 
the  matter. 

I  have  just  hecn  interrupted  hy  the  arri- 
val of  a  paci<et  from  Paris.  It  is  aneckhice 
and  some  other  trumpery  I  had  sent  for  to 
*'  Le  Roux."  She  is  in  ecsta^sy  with  it,  but 
cannot  conceal  her  terror  at  my  extrava- 
gance. The  twenty  thousand  francs  it  cost 
are  a  cheip  pi-ice  for  the  remark  the  present 
elicited  :  "  My  miserable  '  rente'  of  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs,"  said  she,  "  will  be 
nothing  to  a  man  of  such  wasteful  habits." 
So,  then,  we  have  four  thousand  a  year 
certain,  George  ;  and,  as  times  go,  one 
might  do  worse. 

1  have  no  time  for  more,  as  we  are  going 
to  ride  out.  Write  to  me  at  once,  like  a 
good  fellow,  and  give  all  your  spare 
thoughts  to  the  fortunes  of  your  ever  at- 
tached friend, 

James  Dodd. 

■  Address  me  Lucerne,  for  she  means  to 
remove  from  this  at  once — tht?  gossips  have 
already  taken  an  interest  in  us  more  flatter- 
ing than  agreeable.  I  shall  expect  a  letter 
from  you  at  the  Post-office. 


LETTER  LL 

MISS  MARY  ANNK  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ., 
OF  THE  GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

Villa  Delia  Fontana,  Lake  of  Como. 

My  dear  Mr.  Purcell,  —  Poor  Papa 
has  been  so  ill  since  his  arrival  in  Italy, 
that  he  could  not  re|)ly  to  either  of  your 
two  last  letters,  and  even  now  is  compelled 
to  employ  me  as  his  amanuensis.  A  mis- 
fortune having  occurred  to  our  carriage, 
we  were  obliged  to  stop  at  a  small  village 
called  Colico,  which,  as  the  name  miplies, 
Avas  remarkably  unhealthy.  Here  the  gout, 
that  had  been  hovering  over  him  for  some 
days  previous,  seized  him  with  gi*eat  vio- 
lence ;  no  medical  aid  could  bo  obtained 
nearer  than  Milan,  a  distance  of  forty 
miles,  and  you  may  imagine  the  anxiely 
and  terror  we  all  suffered  during  the  inter- 
val between  despatching  the  messenger  and 
the  arrival  of  the  doctor.  As  it  was,  we 
did  not  succeed  in  securing  the  person  we 
had  sent  for,  ho  having  been  that  morning 
sentenced  to  the  galleys,  for  having  in  his 
possession  some  weapon — a  surgical  instru- 
ment, I  believe — that  was  longer,  or  sharper, 
than  the  law  permits  ;  but  Doctor  Pantuc- 
cio  came  in  his  stead,  and  we  have  every 
reason  to   be   satisfied  with  his  skill  and 


kindness.  He  bled  Papa  very  largely  on 
Monday,  twice  on  Tuesday,  "and  intends 
repeating  it  again  to-day,  if  the  strength 
of  the  patient  allow  of  it.  The  debility  re- 
sulting from  all  this  is,  naturally,  very 
great ;  but  Pjjpa  is  able  to  dictate  to  me  a 
few  particulars  in  reply  to  your  last.  First, 
as  to  Crowther's  bill  of  costs  :  he  says, 
"that  he  certainly  cannot  pay  it  at  pres- 
ent," nor  does  he  think  he  ever  will.  I  do 
not  know  how  much  of  this  you  are  to  tell 
Mr.  C,  but  you  Avill  be  guided  by  your 
own  discretion  in  that,  as  on  any  other 
point,  wherein  I  may  be  doubtful.  Harris 
als.o  must  wait  for  his  money — and  be  thank- 
ful when  he  gets  it. 

You  will  make  no  abatement  to  Hcaley, 
but  try  and  get  the  farm  out  of  his  hands, 
by  any  means,  before  he  sublets  it  and  runs 
away  to  America.  Tom  Dunne's  house,  at 
the  cross-roads,  had  better  be  repaired  ; 
and  if  a  proper  representation  was  made  to 
the  Castle  about  the  disturbed  state  of  the 
country,  Papa  thinks  it  might  be  made  a 
liolice-station,  and  probably  bring  twenty 
pounds  a  year.  He  does  not  like  to  let 
Dodsborough  for  a  "Union  ;"  he  says,  it's 
time  enough  when  we  go  back  there  to 
make  it  a  poor-house.  As  to  Paul  Davis, 
he  says,  ''let  him  foreclose,  if  he  likes  ;  for 
there  are  three  other  claims  before  his,  and 
he'll  only  burn  his  fingers  " — whatever  that 
means. 

Papa  will  give  nothing  to  the  school- 
house  till  he  goes  back  and  examines  the 
children  himself ;  but  you  are'to  continue 
his  subscription  to  the  dispensary,  for  he 
thinks  over-population  is  the  real  ruin  of 
Ireland.  I  don't  exactly  understand  what 
he  says  about  allowance  for  improvements, 
and  he  is  not  in  a  state  to  torment  him 
with  questions  ;  but  it  appears  to  me  that 
you  are  not  to  allow  anything  to  any  body 
till  some  Bill  passOvS,  or  does  not  pass,  and 
after  that  it  is  to  be  arranged  differently. 
I  am  afraid  poor  Papa's  head  was,  wander- 
ing here,  for  he  mumbled  something  about 
somebody  being  on  a  "raft  at  sea,"  and 
hoped  he  v/ouldn't  go  adrift,  and  1  don't 
know  what  besides. 

Your  post-bill  arrived  quite  safe  ;  but 
the  sum  is  totally  insufficient,  and  below 
what  he  ex])Octed.  I  am  sure,  if  you  knew 
how  much  irritation  it  cost  him,  you  would 
take  measures  to  make  a  more  suitable  re- 
mittance. I  think,  on  the  whole,  till  Papa 
is  perfectly  recovered,  it  would  be  better  to 
avoid  any  irritating  or  unpleasant  topics ; 
and  if  you  would  talkencouragingly  of  home 
prospects,  and  send  him  money  frequeaitly, 
it  would  greatly  contribute  to  his  restora- 
tion. 


MA 
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I  may  add,  on  Mamma's  part  and  my 
own,  the  assurance  of  our  being  ready  to 
submit  to  any  privation,  or  even  misery  if 
necessary,  to  bring  Papa's  affairs  into  a 
healthier  condition.  Mamma  will  consent 
to  anything  but  living  in  Ireland,  which,  in- 
deed, I  think  is  more  than  could  bo  expected 
from  licr.  As  it  is,  we  keep  no  carriage 
here,  nor  have  any  equipage  whatever  ;  our 
table  is  simply  two  courses,  and  some  fruit. 
We  are  wearing  out  all  our  old-fashioned 
clothes,  and  see  nobody.  If  you  can  sug- 
gest any  additional  mode  of  economising, 
Mamma  begs  you  will  favor  ns  with  a  line ; 
meanwhile,  she  desires  me  to  say,  that  any 
allusion  to  "returning  to  Dodsborough,"  or 
any  plan  "  for  living  abroad  as  we  lived  at 
home,"  will  only  embitter  the  intercourse, 
Avhich,  to  be  satisfactory,  should  be  free 
from  any  irritation  between  ns. 

Of  course,  for  the  present,  you  will  write 
to  Mamma,  as  Papa  is  far  from  being  fit 
for  any  communication  on  matters  of  busi- 
ness, nor  does  the  doctor  anticipate  his  be- 
ing able  for  such,  for  some  weeks  to  come. 
We  have  not  heard  from  James  since  he 
left  this,  but  are  anxiously  expecting  a  let- 
ter by  every  post,  and  even  to  see  his  name 
in  the  Gazette.  Gary  does  not  forget  that 
she  was  always  your  favorite,  and  desires 
me  to  send  her  very  kindest  remembrances, 
with  which  I  beg  you  to  accept  those  of 
very  truly  yours, 

Mary  AxifE  Dodd. 

P.S. — Asitia  quite  uncertain  when  Papa 
will  be  equal  to  any  exertion,  Mamma 
thinks  it  would  be  advisable  to  make  your 
remittances,  for  some  time,  payable  to  her 
name. 

The  doctor  of  the  dispensary  has  written 
to  Papa,  asking  his  support  at  some  ap- 
proaching contest  for  some  situation — I  be- 
lieve under  tlie  Poor-law.  Will  you  kindly 
explain  the  reasons  for  which  his  letter  has 
remained  unreplied  to  ?  and  if  Papa  should 
not  be  able  to  answer,  perhaps  you  could 
take  upon  yourself  to  give  him  the  assist- 
ance he  desires,  as  I  know  Pa  always  es- 
teemed him  a  very  competent  person,  and 
kind  to  the  poor.  Of  course  the  suggestion 
is  only  thrown  out  for  your  own  consider- 
ation, and  in  strict  confidence  besides,  for 
I  make  it  a  point  never  to  interfere  with 
any  of  the  small  details  of  Pa's  property. 


LETTER  LII. 

MRS.  DODD  TO  MRS.  MARY  GALLAGHER.  DODSBOROUOH. 

My  dear  Molly,— I  received  your  let- 
ter in  due  course,  and  if  it  wasn't  for  cry- 


ing, I  could  have  laughed  heartily  overJt  : 
I  don't  know  I'm  sure  where  you  got  your 
elegant  description  of  the  Lake  of  Comus  ; 
but  I  am  obliged  to  tell  you  it's  very  unlike 
the  real  article;  at  all  events,  there's  one- 
thing  I'm  sure  of — it's  a  very  different  mat- 
ter living  liere  like  Queen  Caroline,  and 
being  shut  up  in  the  same  house  with  K.  I. ; 
and  therefore  no  more  balderdash  about 
my  "queenly  existence,"  and  so  on,  that 
your  last  was  full  of. 

Here  we  are  in  what  they  call  the  Villa 
of  the  Fountains,  as  if  there  wasn't  water 
enough  before  the  door  but  they  must  have 
it  spouting  up  out  of  a  creature's  nose  in  one 
corner,  another  blowing  it  out  of  a  shell, 
and  three  naked  figures — females,  Molly — - 
dancing  in  a  pond  of  it  in  the  garden,  that 
kept  me  out  of  the  place  till  I  had  them 
covered  with  an  old  mackintosh  of  K.  I.'s. 
We  have  forty-seven  rooms,  and  there's 
barely  furniture,  if  it  was  all  put  together, 
for  four  ;  and  there's  a  theatre,  and  a  bil- 
liard-room, and  a  chapel ;  but  there's  not 
a  chair  wouldn't  give  you  the'lumbago,  and 
the  stocks  at  Bruif  is  pleasant  compared  to 
the  grand  sofa.  The  lake  comes  round 
three  sides  of  the  house,  and  a  mountain 
shuts  in  the  other  one,  for  there's  no  road 
whatever  to  it.  You  think  I'm  not  in  ear- 
nest, but  it's  as  true  as  I'm  here  ;  the  only 
approach  is  by  water,  so  that  everything 
has  to  come  in  boats.  Of  course,  as  long- 
as  the  weather  keeps  fine,  we'll  manage  to 
send  into  the  town  ;  but  when  there  comes 
—  what  we're  sure  to  have  in  this  season — 
aquenoctial  gales,  I  don't  know  what's  to 
become  of  us.  The  natives  of  the  place 
don't  care,  for  they  can  live  on  figs  and. 
olives,  and  those  great  big  green  pumpkins 
they  call  water-melons  ;  but,  after  K.  I.  's 
experience,  I  don't  think  we'll  try  thein. 
It  was  at  a  little  place  on  the  way  here, 
called  Colico,  that  he  insisted  on  having  a 
slice  of  one  of  these  steeped  in  rum  for  his 
supper,  because  he  saw  a  creature  eating  it 
outside  the  door.  Weil,  my  dear,  he  rel- 
ished it  so  much  that  he  ate  two,  and — you 
know  the  man — wouldn't  stojs  till  he  fin- 
ished a  whole  melon  as  big  as  one  of  the 
big  stones  over  the  gate  piers  at  home. 

"Jemi,"  says  he,  when  he'd  done,  ''is 
this  the  place  the  hand-book  says  you 
shouldn't  eat  any  fruit  in,  or  taste  the 
wines  of  the  country  ?  " 

"I  don't  see  that,"  said  I;  "but  Mur- 
ray says  it's  notorious  for  March  miasma, 
which  IS  most  fatal  in  the  fall  of  the  year„" 

"  What's  the  name  of  it  ?"  says  he. 

I  couldn't  say  the  word  before  he  gave  a 
screech  out  of  him  that  made  the  house 
rinff. 
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"I'm  a  dead  in;m/'  says  he;  'Uliat's 
the  very  jHace  I  was  warned  about." 

From  til  at  minute  the  pains  begun,  and 
he  spent  the  whole  night  in  torture.  Lord 
George,  the  kindest  creature  that  ever 
breathed,  got  oat  of  his  bed  and  set  off  to 
Mihin  for  a  doctor,  but  it  was  laie  in  the 
afternoon  when  he  got  back.  Half  an  hour 
later,  Molly,  and  it  would  have  been  past 
saving  him".  y\s  it  was,  he  bled  him  as  if 
he  was  veal  ;  for  that's  the  new  system,  my 
dear,  and  ifs  the  blood  that  does  us  all  the 
harm,  and  works  all  the  wickedness  we  suf- 
fer from.  If  it's  true,  K.  I.  will  get  up  an 
altered  man,  for  I  don't  think  a  horse 
could  bear  what  he's  gone  through.  Even 
now  he's  as  gentle  p. s  an  infant,  Molly,  and 
you  wouldn't  know  his  voice  if  you  heard 
it.  We  only  go  in  one  at  a  time  to  him, 
except  Gary,  that  never  leaves  him,  and, 
indeed,  he  wouldn't  let  her  quit  the  room. 
Sometimes  I  fancy  that  he'll  never  be  the 
same  again,  and  from  a  remark  or  two  of 
the  doctors,  I  suspect  it's  his  head  they're 
afraid  of.  If  it  wasn't  English  he  raved 
in,  I'd  be  dreadfully  ashamed  of  the  things 
he  says,  and  the  way  he  talks  of  the 
family. 

As  it  is,  he  makes  cruel  mistakes  ;  for  he 
took  Lord  George  the  other  night  for  James, 
and  began  talking  to  him,  and  warning 
him  against  his  Lordship.  "  Don't  trust 
him  too  far.  Jemmy,"  said  he.  ''If  he 
wasn't  in  disgrace  with  his  equals,  he'd 
never  condescend  to  keep  company  with 
lis.  Depend  on't,  boy,  he's  not  'all  right,' 
and  I  wish  we  were  well  rid  of  him." 

Lord  George  tried  to  make  him  believe 
that  he  didn't  understand  him,  and  said 
something  about  the  Parliament  being  pro- 
rogued, but  K.  I.  went  on  :  '•  I  suppose, 
then,  our  noble  friend  didn't  get  his  Bill 
through  the  Lords  ?  " 

"His  mind  is  quite  astray  to-night," 
said  Lord  George,  in  a  whisper,  and  made  a 
sign  for  us  to  creep  quietly  away,  and  leave 
him  to  Caroline.  She  understands  him 
best  of  any  of  us  ;  and,  indeed,  one  sees 
her  to  more  advantage  when  there's  trouble 
and  misery  in  the  house,  than  when  we're 
all  well  and  prosperous. 

We  came  here  for  economy,  becaitso  K. 
I.  determined  we  should  go  somewhere  that 
money  couldn't  be  spent  in.  Now,  as  there 
is  no  road,  we  cannot  have  horses  ;  and  as 
there  are  no  shops,  we  cannot  make  pur- 
chases'; but,  e.xcept  for  the  name  of  the 
thing,  Molly,  miglitn't  we  as  well  be  at 
Bruff  ?  1  wouldn't  say  so  to  one  of  the 
family,  Intt  to  you,  in  confidence  between 
ourselves,  I  own  treely  I  never  spent  a  more 
dismal  three  weeks  at  Dodsborouffh.     Bet- 


ty Cobb  and  myself  spend  our  time  crying 
over  it  the  livelong  day.  Poor  creature, 
she  has  her  own  troubles,  too  !  That  dirtv 
spalpeen  she  married  ran  away  with  all  her 
earnings,  and  even  her  clothes  ;  and  Mary 
Anne's  maid  says  that  he  has  two  other 
wives  in  his  own  country.  She's  made  a 
nice  fool  of  herself,  and  she  sees  it  now. 

How  long  ^ve're  to  stay  hero  in  this  mis- 
ery, I  can't  guess,  and  K.  I.'s  convales- 
cence may  be,  the  doctor  thinks,  a  matter 
of  months  ;  and  even  then,  Molly,  who 
knows  in  what  state  he'll  come  out' of  it  ! 
Nobody  can  tell  if  we  won't  be  obliged  to 
take  what  they  call  a  Confession  of  Lunacy 
against  him,  and  make  him  allow  that  he's 
mad  and  unfit  to  manage  his  affairs.  If  it 
was  the  will  of  Providence,  I'd  just  as  soon 
be  a  widow  at  once  ;  for,  after  all,  it's  un- 
certainty that  tries  the  spirits  and  destroys 
the  constitution  worse  than  any  other  afflic- 
tion ! 

Indeed,  till  yesterday  afternoon,  we  all 
thought  he  was  going  oif  in  a  placid  sleep  ; 
but  he  opened  one  eye  a  little,  and  bade 
Gary  draw  the  window-curtain,  that  he 
might  look  out.  He  stared  for  a  while  at 
the  v/ater  coming  up  to  the  steps  of  the 
door,  and  almost  entirely  round  the  house, 
atid  he  gave  a  little  smile.  "  What's  he 
thinking  of  ?  "  said  I,  in  a  whisper ;  but  he 
heard  me  at  once,  and  said,  "  I'll  tell  you, 
Jemi,  Avhat  it  was.  I  was  thinking  this  was 
an  elegant  place  against  the  bailiffs."  From 
that  minute  I  saw  that  the  raving  had  left 
him,  and  he  was  quite  himself  again. 

Now,  my  dear  Molly,  you  have  a  true  ac- 
count of  the  life  wo  lead,  and  don't  ycu  pity 
us  ?  If  your  heart  does  not  bleed  for  me 
this  minute,  I  don't  know  you.  Write  to 
me  soon,  and  send  me  the  Limerick  jiaper.s, 
that  has  all  the  news  about  the  Exhibition 
in  Dublin.  By  all  accounts  it's  doing  won- 
derfully well,  and  I  often  wish  I  could  sec 
it.  Gary  has  just  come  down  to  take  her 
half-hour's  walk  on  the  terrace — for  K.  I. 
makes  her  do  that  every  evening,  though 
he  never  thinks  of  any  of  the  rest  of  us — 
and  I  must  go  and  take  her  i^lacc  ;  eo  I 
write  myself. 

Yours  in  haste,  but  in  sori'ow, 

Jemima  Doud. 


LETTER  LIIL 

MISS    .MARY   ANX    DOUD    TO     JIISS     DOOLAX,    OF   BALLY- 
DOOLAX.  ' 

Villa  della  Fontana,  Como. 
Forget  thee  !     No,  dearest  Kitty.     But 
how  cottld  sreh  cruel  words  have  ever  es- 
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capcd  3^our  pen  ?  To  cease  to  retain  yon 
in  memoi-y  would  be  to  avow  an  oblivion 
of  ehildliood's  Joys,  and  of  my  yontb's  fond- 
est recollections ;  of  those  first  expansions 
of  the  heart,  when,  "  fold  after  fold  to  the 
fainting  air,''  the  petals  of  my  young  exist- 
ence opened  one  by  one  before  you  ;  when 
my  shadowy  fancies  grew  into  bright  real- 
ities, and  the  dream-world  assumed  all  the 
lights,  and,  alas  !  all  the  shadows  of  the 
actual.  The  fact  was,  dearest,  Papa  was 
ver}^  very  ill ;  I  may,  indeed,  say  so  dan- 
gerously, .  that  at  one  time  our  greatest 
fears  were  excited  for  his  state  ;  nor  was  it 
till  within  a  few  days  back  that  I  could 
really  throw  off  all  apprehension  and  revel 
in  that  security  enjoyed  by  the  others.  He 
is  now  up  for  some  hours  every  day,  and  able 
to  take  light  sustenance,  and  even  to  par- 
ticipate a  little  in  social  intercourse,  wdiich, 
of  course,  we  are  most  careful  to  moderate, 
with  every  regard  to  his  weak  state ;  but 
his  convalescence  makes  progress  every 
hour,  and  already  he  begins  to  talk  and 
laugh,  and  look  spmevdiat  like  himself. 

So  confused  is  my  poor  head,  and  so  dis- 
turbed my  late  anxieties,  that  I  quite  for- 
get if  I  have  written  to  you  since  our  arri- 
val here  ;  at  all  events,  I  will  venture  on 
the  risk  of  repetition  so  far,  and^  say  that 
we  are  living  in  a  beautiful  villa,  in  a 
promontory  of  the  Lake  of  Como.  It  was 
the  property  of  the  Prince  Belgiasso,  who  is 
now  in  exile  from  his  share  in  the  late  strug- 
gle for  Italian  independence,  and  who,  m 
addition  to  banishment,"  is  obliged  to  pay 
above  a  million  of  livres— about  , forty 
thousand  pounds — to  the  Austrian  Govern- 
ment., Lord  George,  who  knew  him  inti- 
mately in  his  prosperity,  arranged  to  take 
the  villa  for  us ;  and  it  is  confessedly  one 
of  the  handsomest  on  the  whole  lake.  "^  Im- 
agine, Kitty,  a  splendid  marble  fagade, 
with  a  Doric  portico,  so  close  to  the 
water's  edge  that  the  whole  stands  re- 
flected m  the  crystal  flood ;  an  Alpine 
mountain  at  the  back  ;  while  around  and 
above  us  tlie  orange  and  the  fig,  the  vine, 
the  olive,  the  wifd  cactus,  and  the  cedar, 
wave  their  rich  foliage,  and  load  the  soft 
air  with  perfume.  It  is  not  alone  that  na- 
ture unfolds  a  scene  of  gorgeous  richness 
and  beauty  before  us  ;  that  earth,  sky,  and 
water  show  forth  their  most  beautiful  of 
forms  and  coloring;  but  there  is,  as  it 
were,  an  atmosphere  of  voluptuous  enjov- 
ment,  an  inward  sense  of  ecstatic  delight 
that  I  never  knew  nor  felt  in  the  colder 
lands  of  the  north.  The  very  names  have 
a  magic  in- their  melody — the  song  of  the 
passing  gondolier— the  star-like  lam^:>  of  the 
"pescatore,"'  as  night  steals  over  the  vrater 


— the  skimming  lateen  sail— all  breathe  ol 
Italy  ;  glorious,  delightful,  divine  Italy  ! 
land  of  song,  of  poetry,  and  of  love  ! 

Oh,  how  my  dearest  Kitty  would  enjoy 
those  delicious  nights  upon  the  terrace, 
where,  watching  the  falling  stars,  or  listen- 
ing to  the  far-otf  sounds  of  sweet  music,  we 
sit  for  hours  long,  scarcely  speaking!  How 
responsively  would  her  heart  beat  to  the 
plash  of  the  lake  against  her  rocky  seat ! 
and  how  would  her  gentle  spirit  drink  in 
every  soothing  influence  of  that  fair  and 
beauteous  scene  !  With  Lord  George  it  is 
a  passion ;  and  I  scarcely  know  him  to  be 
the  same  being  that  he  was  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Alps.  Young  men  of  fashion  in 
England  assume  a  certain  impassive,  cold, 
apathetic  air,  as  though  nothing  could  move 
them  to  any  sentiment  of  surprise,  admira- 
tion, or  curiosity,  about  anything ;  and 
when,  by  an  accident,  these  emotions  are 
excited,  the  very  utmost  expression  in 
which  their  feelings  find  vent  is  some  piece 
of  town  slang — the  turf,  the  mess-room, 
the  universities,  and,  I  believe,  even  the 
House  of  C'ommons,  are  the  great  nurser- 
ies of  this  valuab-e  gift,  and  as  Lord  George 
has  graduated  in  each  of  these  schools,  I 
take  it  he  was  no  mean  proficient.  But 
how  different  was  the  real  metal  that  lay 
buried  iinder  the  lacquer  of  conventional- 
ity !  Why,  dearest,  Kitty,  he  is  the  very 
soul  of  passion  ;  the  wildest,  most  enthu- 
siastic of  creatures;  he  worships  Byron — 
he  adores  Shelley.  He  has  told  me  the 
whole  story  of  his  childhood — one  of  the 
most  beautiful  romances  I  ever  listened 
to.  He  passed  his  youth  at  Oxford,  vacil- 
lating between  the  wildest  dissipations  and 
the  most  brilliant  triumphs.  After  that  he 
went  into  the  Hussars,  and  then  entered 
the  House,  moving  the  Address,  as  it  is 
called,  at  one-and- twenty  ;  a  career  exactly 
like  the  great  Mr.  Pitt's,  only  that  Lord  G. 
really  possesses  a  range  of  accomplishments, 
and  a  vast  variety  of  gifts,  to  which  the 
Minister  could  lay  no  claim.  Amidst  all 
these  revelations,  poured  forth  with  a  frank 
and  almost  reckless  impetuosity,  it  was  still 
strange,  Kitty,  that  he  never  even 'alluded 
to  the  one  great  and  turning  misfortune  of 
his  life.  He  did,  at  one  time,  seem  ap- 
proaching it ;  I  thought  it  was  actually  on 
his  lips  ;  but  he  only  heaved  a  deep 
sigh,  and  said,  ''There  is  yet  another  epi- 
sode to  tell  you — the  darkest,  the  saddest  of 
all — but  I  cannot  do  it  now."  I  thought 
he  might  have  heard  my  heart  beating,  as 
he  uttered  these  words  ;  but  he  was  too 
deeply  buried  in  his  own  grief.  At  last  he 
broke  the  silence  that  ensued,  by  pre.?sing 
my  hand  fervently  to  his  lips,  and  saying. 
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*'But  when  tl'.e  time  comes  for  this,  it  will 
also  bring  the  honr  for  laying  myself  and 
my  fortunes  at  your  feet—for  calling  you 

by  the  clearest  of  all  names — for "  Only 

fancy.  Kitty — ic  was  just  as  he  got  this  far, 
that' Gary,  who  really  has  not  a  single  })ar- 
tiele  of  delicacy  in  such  cases,  came  up  to 
ask  me  where  she  could  find  some  lemons 
to  make  a  drink  for  Papa  !  I  know  I  shall 
never  forgive  her — I  feel  that  I  never  can 
— for  her  heartless  interruption.  What 
I'eally  aggravates  lier  conduct,  too,  was  the 
kind  of  apology  slie  subsequently  made  to 
me  in  my  own  room.  Just  imagine  her 
saying, 

''  I  was  certain  it  would  be  a  perfect  boon 
to  you  to  gai  away  from  that  tiresome  crea- 
ture." 

Tf  you  only  saw  him,  Kitty  !  if  you  only 
heard  him  !  But  all  I  said  was  : 

"There  is  certainly  the  merit  of  a  dis- 
covery in  your  remark,  Gary  ;  for  I  fancy 
you  are  the  first  who  has  found  out  Lord 
George  Tiverton  to  be  tiresome." 

"I  only  meant,"  said  slie,  '^that  his 
eternal  egotism  grows  wearisome  at  last, 
and  that  the  most  interesting  person  in  the 
world  would  benefit  by  occasionally  discuss- 
ing something  besides  himself." 

"Captain  Morris,  for  instance,"  said  I, 
sharply. 

"Even  so,"  said  she,  laughing;  "only 
I  half  suspect  the  theme  is  one  he'll  not 
touch  upon  !  "  And  with  tliis  she  left  the 
room. 

The  fact  is,  Kitty,  jealousy  of  Lord 
George's  rank,  his  high  station,  and  his 
aristocratic  connections,  are  the  real  secret 
of  her  animosity  to  him.  She  feels  and  sees 
how  small  "her  poor  Captain  "  appears  be- 
side him,  and,  of  course,  the  reflection  is 
anything  but  agreeable.  Yet  I  am  sure 
she  might  know  that  I  would  do  everything 
in  my  power  to  diminish  the  width  of  that 
gulf  between  them,  and  that  I  would  study 
to  reconcile  the  discrepancies  and -assuage 
the  differences  of  their  so  very  dissimilar 
stations.  She  may,  it  is  true,  j)lace  tliis 
beyond  my  power  to  effect;  but  the  fault 
in  that  case  will  be  purely  and  solely  her 
own. 

You  do  me  no  more  than  justice,  Kitty, 
i;i  saying  that  you  are  sure  I  will  feel  hapi)y 
at  anything  which  can  conduce  to  the  wel- 
fare of  Doctor  B.  ;  and  I  unite  with  you  in 
wishing  him  ever}^  success  his  new  career 
can  bestow.  Not  but,  dearest,  I  must  say 
that,  judging  from  the  knowlege  I  now 
possess  of  life  and  the  world,  I  should  argue 
more  favorably  of  his  prospects  had  he  still 
remained  in  that  quiet  obscurity  for  which 
his  talents  and    habits    best    adapt    him, 


than  adventure  upon  the  more  ambitious, 
but  perilous,  career  he  has  just  embarked 
in.  You  tell  mo,  that  having  gone  up  to 
Dublin  to  thank  one  of  his  patrons  at  the 
late  election,  he  was  invited  to  a  dinner, 
where  he  made  the  acquaintance  of  the 
Earl  of  Darewood ;  jmd  that  the  noble 
Lord,  now  Ambassador  at  Constantinople, 
was  so  struck  with  his  capacity,  knowledge, 
and  great  modesty,  that  he  made  him  at 
once  an  offer  of  the  post  of  Physician  to 
the  Embassy,  which,  with  equal  prompti- 
tude, was  accepted. 

Very  flatteringly  as  this  reads,  dearest,  it 
■is  the  very  climax  of  improbalnlity  ;  and  I 
have  the  very  strongest  conviction  that  the 
whole  appointment  is  wholly  and  solely  due 
to  the  secret  influences  of  Lord  George 
Tiverton,  who  is  the  Earl's  nephew.  In 
the  first  place,  Kitty,  supposing  that  the 
great  Earl  and  the  small  Dispensary  Doctor 
did  really  meet  at  the  same  dinner-table — 
an  incident  just  as  unlikely  as  need  be  con- 
ceived— how  many  and  what  opportunities 
would  there  exist  for  th;it  degree  of  inter- 
course of  which  you  speak  ? 

If  the  noble  Lord  did  speak  at  all  to  the 
Doctor,  it  would  have  been  in  a  passing 
remark,  an  easily  answered  question  as  to 
the  sanitary  state  of  his  neighborhood,  or  a 
chance  allusion  to  the  march  of  tliech.olera 
in  the  north  of  Europe — so  at  least  Lord 
G.  says ;  and,  moreover,  that  if  the  Doctor 
did,  by  any  accident,  evidence  any  of  the- 
qualities  for  which  you  give  him  credit, 
save  the  modesty,  that  the  Earl  would  have 
just  as  certainly  turned  away  from  him,  as  a 
very  forward,  presuming  person,  quite  for- 
getful of  his  station,  and  where  he  was  then 
standing.  You  can  perceive  from  this  that 
1  have  read  the  paragraph  in  yours  to  Lord 
G. ;  but  I  have  done  more.  Kiity  ;  I  have 
positively  taxed  him  with  having  obtained 
the  appointment  in  consequence  of  a  chance 
allusion  I  had  made  to  Dr.  B.  a  few  weeks 
ago.  He  denies  it,  dearest,  but  how  ?  He  says, 
"  Oh,  my  worthy  uncle  never  reads  my  let- 
ters ;  he'd  throw  them  aside  after  a  line  or 
two  ;  he's  angry  with  me,  besides,  for  not 
going  into  the  'line,'  as  tliey  call  Diplom- 
acy, and  would  scarcely  do  me  a  favor  if  I 
pressed  him  ever  so  much." 
;  When  urged  further  he  only  laughed, 
I  and  lighting  his  cigar,  puffed  away  for  a 
'  moment  or  two  ;  after  which  he  said,  in 
jhis  careless  way  :  "-After  all,  it  mightn't 
j  have  been  a  bad  dodge  of  me  to  send  the 
i  Doctor  off  to  Turkey.  He  was  an  old  ad- 
mirer, wasn't  he  ?  " 

I  After  this,  Kitty,  to  allude  to  the  sub- 
i  ject  was  impossible,  and  here  I  had  to  leave 
I  it.    But  who  could  possibly  have  insinur.ted 
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such  a  scandal  concerning  me  ?  or  how 
could  it  have  occurred  to  malignant  inge- 
nuity to  couple  my  name  with  that  of  a 
person  in  his  station  ?  I  cried  the  entire 
CA'ening  in  my  own  room  as  I  thought  over 
the  disgrace  to  which  the  bare  allusion 
exposed  me. 

Is  there  not  a  fatality,  tlien,  I  ask  you, 
in  everything  that  ties  us  to  Ireland  ?  Are 
not  the  chance  references  to  that  country 
full  of  low  and  unhappy  associations  ?  and 
yet  you  can  talk  to  me  of  "  when  we  come 
back  again." 

We  are  daily  becoming  more  uneasy 
about  James.  'He  is  now  several  weeks 
gone,  and  not  a  line  has  reached  us  to  say 
where  he  is,  or  what  success  has  attended 
liim.  I  know  his  high-spirited  nature  so 
well,  and  how  any  reverse  or  disappoint- 
ment would  inevitably  drive  him  to  the 
wildest  excesses,  that  I  am  in  agony  about 
him.  A  letter  in  your  brother's  hand  is 
now  here  awaiting  him,  so  that  I  can  per- 
ceive that  even  Eobert  is  as  ignorant  of  his 
fate  as  we  are. 

All  these  cares,  dearest,  will  have  doubt- 
less thrown  their  shadows  over  this  dreary 
epistle,  the  reflex  of  my  darkened  spirit. 
Bear  with  and  pity  me,  dearest  Kitty  ;  and 
even  when  calmer  reason  refuses  to  follow 
the  more  headlong  impulses  of  my  feeling, 
still  care  for,  still  love. 

Your  ever  heart-attached  and  devoted 
Mary  Axxe  Dodd. 

P.  S. — The  post  has  just  arrived,  bring- 
ing a  letter  for  Lord  Gr.  in  James's  hand. 
It  was  addressed  Bregenz,  and  has  been 
several  days  on  the  road.  How  I  long  to 
learn  its  tidings  ;  but  I  cannot  detain  this, 
so  aafain  good-bv. 


LETTER  LIV. 

KEXXY  JAMES  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF 
THE  GEAXGE  BRUFF. 

Lake  of  Como. 

My  Dear  Tom, — Though  I  begin  this 
to-day,  it  may  be  it  will  take  me  to  the  end  of 
the  week  to  finish  it,  for  I  am  still  very  weak, 
and  my  ideas  come  sometimes  too  quick 
and  sometimes  too  slow,  and,  like  an  ill- 
ordered  procession,  stop  the  road  and  make 
confucion  everywhere.  Mary  Anne  has  told 
you  how  I  have  been  Dl,  and  for  both  our 
sakes  I'll  say  little  more  about  it.  One  re- 
mark, hoAvover,  I  will  make,  and  it  is  this  : 
that  of  all  the  good  qualities  wo  ascribe  to 
home,  there  is  one  nnr[uestionably  pre-emi- 
nent— "^it  is  the  very  best  ^ilace  to  be  sick 


in."  The  monotony  and  sameness  soweari. 
some  in  health  are  boons  to  the  sick  man. 
The  old  familiar  faces  are  all  dear  to  him  ; 
the  well-knov,-n  voices  do  not  disturb  him  ; 
the  little  gleam  of  light  that  steals  in  be- 
tween the  curtains  che(|tiers  some  accus- 
tomed spot  in  the  room  that  he  has  watched 
on  many  a  former  sick-bed.  The  stray  words 
he  catches  are  of  home  and  homely  topics. 
In  a  word,  he  is  the  centre  of  a  little  world, 
all  anxious  and  eager  about  him,  and  even 
the  old  watch-dog  subdues  Jiis  growl  out 
of  deference  to  his  comfort. 

Now,  though  I  am  all  gratitude  for  the 
aif  ection  and  kindness  of  every  one  around 
me,  I  missed  twenty  things  1  could  have 
had  atDodsborough,  not  one  of  them  worth 
ii  brass  farthing  in  reality,  but  priceless  in 
the  estimation  of  that  peevish,  fretful  habit 
that  grows  out  of  a  sick-bed.  It  was  such 
a  comfort  to  me  to  know  how  Miles  Dogh- 
erty  passed  the  night,  and  to  learn  whe- 
ther he  got  a  little  sleep  towards  morn- 
ing, as  I  did,  and  what  the  doctor  thought 
of  him.  Then  I  liked  to  hear  all  the  ad- 
ventures of  Joe  Barret,  when  he  "went 
in  "  for  the  leeches,  how  the  mare  threw 
him  and  left  him  to  scramble  home  on  his 
feet.  Then  I  revelled  in  all  that  petty  ty- 
ranny illness  admits  of,  but  which  is  only 
practicable  amongst  one's  own  people, 're- 
fusing thisand  insisting  on  that.  Just  to  exer- 
cise the  little  despotism  that  none  rebel 
against,  but  which  declines  into  a  mixed 
monarchy  on  the  first  day  you  eat  chicken- 
broth,  and  from  which  you  are  utterly  de- 
posed when  you  can  dine  at  table.  In  good 
truth,  Tom,  I  don't  wondey  at  men  becom- 
ing "  malades  imaginaires,"  seeing  the  un- 
natural importance  they  attain  to  by  a  life  of 
complaining,  and  days  passed  in  self-com- 
miseration and  sorrow. 

In  place  of.  all  this,  think  of  a  foreign 
country,  and  a  foreign  doctor  ;  fancy  your- 
self interrogated  about  your  feelings  in  a 
language  of  Avhich  you  scarcely  know  a 
word,  and  are  conscious  that  a  Avrong  tense 
in  yotir  verb  may  be  your  death-warrant. 
Imagine  yourself  endeavoring,  through  the 
flighty  visions  of  a  wandering  intellect,  to 
find  out  the  subjunctive  mood,  or  the  past 
13articiple,  and  almost  forgetting  the  tor- 
ment of  your  gout  in  the  terrors  of  yoar 
grammar ! 

This  is  a  tiresome  theme,  and  let  us 
change  it.  Like  all  home-grown  people, 
I  see  you  expect  me  to  send  you  a  full  ac- 
count of  Italy  and  the  Italians  within  a 
month  after  my  crossing  the  Alps.  It  is^ 
after  all,  a  pardonable  blunder  on  your 
part,  since  the  very  titles  we  read  to  books 
of  travels  in  tlie  newspapers  show,  that  for 
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sketcliy  books  there  arc  always  to  be  found 
''skipping'' readers.     Hence  that  host  of 
surface  description  tliat  finds  its  way  into 
print   fr(jm  men  who  have  the  impudence 
to  introduce  themselves  as  writers  of  "Jot- 
tings from  my  Note-book,"'  "Loose  Leaves 
from  my  Log,*'  "Smoke  Puffs  from  Ger- 
many," and  *'  A  Canter  over  the  Caucasus."  j 
Cannot  tiiese  wortiiy  folk  see  that  the  very 
names  of  their  books  are  exactly  the  apolo-  : 
gies  they  slu)uld  offer  for  not  having  writ- 
ten  them,    had    any    kind   but    indiscreet 
friend  urged   them  into  letter-press  ?     *'  I  ] 
was  only  three  weeks  in  Sweden,  and  there- 
fore 1  wrote  about  it,"  seems  to  me  as  ugly 
a  nun  seqvitiir  as  need  be.    And  now,  Tom, 
that  I  have  inveighed  against  the  custom, 
I  am  quite  ready  to  follow  the  example, 
and  if  you  could  only  find  me  a  publisher, 
I  am  open  to  an  offer  for  a  tight  little  oc- . 
tavo,  to  be  called  "Italy  from  my  Bed- 1 
room  Window."  j 

Most  writers  set  out  by  bespeaking  your  i 
attention  on  the  ground  of  their  greater  I 
opiiortunitics,  their  influential  acquaint- 
ances, position,  and  so  forth.  To  this  end, 
therefore,  must  I  tell  you,  that  my  bed- 
room window,  besides  a  half-view  of  the 
lake,  has  a  full  look-out  over  a  very  pictu- 
resque landscape  of  undulating  surface,  dot- 
ted with  villas  and  cottages,  and  backed  by 
a  high  mountain,  which  forms  the  frontier 
towards  Switzerland.  At  the  first  glance 
it  seems  to  be  a  dense -wood,  with  foliage 
of  various  shades  of  green,  but  gradually 
you  detect  little  patches  of  maize  and  rice, 
and  occasionally,  too,  a  green  crop  of  wur- 
zel  or  turnips,  which  v/ould  be  creditable 
even  in  England  ;  but  the  vine  and  tiie 
olive  surround  thc?e  so  com])letely,  or  the 
great  mulberry -trees  enshadow  them  so 
thoroughly,  that  at  a  distance  they  quite 
escape,  view.  The  soil  is  intersected  every- 
where by  canals  for  irrigation,  and  water  is 
treasured  up  in  tanks,  and  conveyed  in 
wooden  troughs  for  miles  and  miles  of 
distance,  with  a  care  that  shows  the  just 
value  they  ascribe  to  it.  Their  husl)andry 
is  all  spade  v>-ork,  and  I  must  say  neatly  and 
efficiently  done.  Of  course,  I  am  here 
speaking  of  what  falls  under  my  own  ob- 
servation ;  and  it  is,  l)esides,  a  little  pet 
spot  of  rich  proprietors,  with  tasteful  villas, 
and  handsomely  laid-out  gardens  on  every 
side ;  but  as  tiio  system  is  the  same  gener- 
ally,' I  conclude  that  the  results  are  toler- 
ably alike  also.  The  system  is  this  :  that 
the  landlord  contributes  the  soil,  and  the 
peasant  the  labor,  the  produce  being  fairly 
divided  afterwards  in  equal  portions  be- 
tween them.  It  reads  simple  enough,  and 
it   does  not    sound    unreasonable    either : 


while,  with  certain  drawbacks,  it  unqucE- 
tionably  contains  some  great  advaniages. 
To  the  landlord  it  affords  a  fair  and  a  cer- 
tain remuneration  suljject  only  to  tiie  vi- 
cissitudes of  seasons  and  the  rate  of  prices. 
It  attaches  him  to  the  soil,  and  to  those 
who  till  it,  by  the  very  strongest  of  all  in- 
terests, and,  even  on  selfish  grounds  en- 
forces a  degree  of  regard  for  the  well-being 
of  those  beneath  him.  Tlie  peasant,  on 
the  other  hand,  is  neither  a  rack-rented 
tenant  nor  a  hireling,  but  an  independent 
man,  profiting  by  every  exercise  of  his  own 
industry,  and  deriving  direct  and  positive 
benefit  fiom  every  hour  of  his  labor.  It  is 
not  alone  his  character  that  is  served  by 
the  care  he  bestows  on  the  culture  of  the 
land,  but  every  comfort  of  himself  and  his 
family  are  the  consequences  of  it ;  and 
lastly,  he  is  not  obliged  to  convert  his  prod- 
uce into  money  to  meet  the  rent-day.  I 
am  no  political  economist,  but  it  strikes  me 
that  it  is  a  great  burden  on  a  poor  man, 
that  he  must  buy  a  certain  commodity  in 
the  shape  of  a  legal  tender,  to  satisfy  the 
claim  of  a  landlord.  Now,  here  the  peas- 
ant has  no  such  charge.  The  day  of  reckon- 
ing divides  the  produce,  and  the  "state  of 
the  currency  "  never  enters  into  tiie  ques- 
tion. He  has  neither  to  hunt  fairs  nor  mar- 
kets, lookout  for  "dealers"  to  dispose  of 
his  stock,  nor  solicit  a  banker  to  discount 
his  small  bill.  All  these  are  benefits,  Tom, 
and  some  of  them  great  ones,  too.  The 
disadvantages  are,  that  the  capabilities  of 
the  soil  are  not  developed  by  the  skilful 
employment  of  capital.  The  landlord  will 
not  lay  out  money  of  which  he  is  only  :o 
receive  one-half  the  profit.  The  peasant 
has  the*  same  motive,  and  has  not  the 
money  besides.  The  result  is,  that  Italy 
makes  no  other  progress  in  agriculture  tiian 
the  skill  of  an  individual  husbandman  c;>n 
bestow.  Here  are  no  Smiths  of  DeanstovN  ii 
— no  Sinclairs — no  Mechis.  The  grape  ri- 
pens, and  the  olive  grows  as  it  did  centu- 
ries ago  :  and  so  will  both  doubtless  conti- 
nue to  do  for  ages  to  come.  Again,  there 
is  another,  and  in  some  respects  a  greater, 
grievance,  since  it  is  one  which  sai)S  the 
very  essence  of  all  tiuy  is  good  in  the  sys- 
tem. The  contract  /s  rarely  a  direct  «nie 
between  landlord  an<i  tenant,  but  is  made 
by  the  intervention pf  a  third  i)arty,  wiio 
employs  the  labore/s,  and  really  oecu])ies 
the  place  of  our  mi/ldleman  at  home.  The 
fellow  is  usually  i/ hard  taskmaster  to  the 
poor  man,  and  </  rogue  to  the  rich  one  ; 
and  it  is  a  eomni^n  tiling,  I  am  told,  for  a 
fine  estate  to  fini  itself  at  last  in  the  hands 
of  the  fattore.  /-This  is  a  sore  complication, 
and  very  diffici/lt  to  avoid,  for  there  are  sc 
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many  diiJerent  modes  of  culture,  and  such 
varied  ways  of  treating  the  crops  on  an 
Italian  farm,  that  the  overseer  must  be 
sought  for  in  some  rank  above  that  of  the 
peasant. 

We  have  a  notion  in  Ireland  that  the 
Italian  lives  on  maccaroni  :  depend  upon  it, 
Tom,  he  seasons  it  vv'ith  something  better. 
In  the  little  village  beside  me,  tliere  are 
three  butchers'  shops,  and  as  the  wealthy 
of  the  neighborhood  all  market  at  Como, 
these  are  tlie  recourse  of  the  poorer  classes. 
5f  wine  he  has  abundance  ;  and  as  to  vege- 
tables and  fruits,  the  soil  teems  with  them 
in  a  rich  luxuriance  of  which  I  cannot  give 
you  a  notion.  Great  barges  pass  my  win- 
dow every  morning,  with  melons,  cucum- 
bers, and  cauliflower^,,  piled  up  half-mast 
high.  How  a  Dutch  painter  would  revel 
in  the  picturesque  profusion  of  grapes, 
peaches,  figs,  and  apricots,  heaped  up 
amidst  huge  pumpkins  of  bursting  ripeness,. 
and  those  "brilliant  "  love  apples,"  th'e  allu- 
sion to  which  was  so  costly  to  Mr.  Pick- 
Avick.  You  are  smacking  your  lips  already 
at  the  bare  idea  of  such  an  existence.  Yes, 
Tom,  you  are  reproaching  Fate  for  not  hav- 
ing "raised"'  you,  as  Jonathan  says,  on  the 
right  side  of  the  Alps,  and  left  you  to  the 
enjoyments  of  an  easy  life,  with  lax  princi- 
ples, little  garments,  and  a  line  climate. 
But  let  me  "tell  you,  tdlexess  is  only  a 

LUXURY  WHEEE  OTHER  PEOPLE  ARE  OBLIG- 
ED TO  WORK  ;  where  every  one  indulges  in 
it,  it  is  worth  nothing.  I  remember,  when 
sitting  listlessly  on  a  river's  bank,  of  a  sunny 
day,  listening  to  the  hum  of  the  bees,  or ; 
watching  the  splash  of  a  trout  in  the  water,  \ 
I  used  to  hug  myself  in  the  notion  of  all ; 
the  fellows  that  were  screaming  away  their  ! 
lungs  in  the  Law  Courts ;  or  sitting  upon 
tall  stools  in  dark  counting-houses  ;  or  por- 
ing over  Blue-books  in  a  committee-room.  ; 
or,  maybe,  broiling  on  the  banks  of  the 
Ganges  ;  and  then  bethink  me  of  the  easy, 
careless,  happy  flow  of  my  own  existence. 
I  was  quite  a  philosopher  in  this  way — I 
despised  riches,  and  smiled  at  all  ambition. 
Now,  there  is  no  such  resources  for  me 
here.  Tiiere  are  eight  or  nine  fellows  that 
pass  the  day — and  the  night  also,  I  believe 
— ^under  my  window,  that  would  beat  me 
hollow  in  the  art  of  doing  nothing,  and 
seem  to  understand  it  fs  a  science  besides. 
There  they  lie — and  a  ;iice  group  they  are 
— on  their  backs,  in  the  oroiling  sun  ;  their 
red  nightcaps  drawn  a  little  over  their  faces 
for  shade  ;  their  brawny  -diests  and  sinewy 
limbs  displayed,  as  if  in  derision  of  their 
laziness.  The  very  squabr  of  their  rags 
seems  heightened  by  tlie  tav'^ry  pretension 
of  a  ccarl-jt  sash  round  the  waist,  or  ascay 


flower  stuck  jauntily  in  a  filthy  bonnet.  The 
very  knife  that  stands  half  "buried  in  the 
water-melon  beside  them  has  its  significance 
— you  have  but  to  glance  at  the  shape  to  see 
that,  like  its  owner,  its  purpose  is  an  evil 
one.  What  do  these  fellows  know  of  labor? 
Nothing ;  nor  will  they,  ever,  till  con- 
demned to  it  at  the  galleys.  And  what  a 
contrast  to  all  around  them — ragged,  dirty, 
and  wretched,  in  the  midst  of  a  teeming  and 
glorious  abundance  ;  barbarous,  in  a  land 
that  breathes  of  the  very  highest  civiliza- 
tion, and  stink  in  brutal  ignorance,  beside 
the  greatest  triumphs  of  human  genitts. 

What  a  deal  of  balderdash  people  talk 
about  Italian  liberty,  and  the  cause  of  con- 
stittttional  freedom.  There  are — aiid  these 
only  in  the  cities — some  twenty  or  thirty 
highly  cultivated,  well-thinking  men — law- 
yers, professors,  or  physicians,  usually — 
who  have  taken  pains  to  study  the  institu- 
tions of  other  countries,  and  aspire  to  see 
some  of  the  benefits  that  attend  them  ap- 
plied to  their  own  ;  bttt  there  ends  the  party. 
Th^  nobles  are  a  wretched  set,  satisfied  with 
the  second-hand  vices  of  France  and  Eng- 
land grafted  upon  some  native  rascalities 
of  even  less  merit.  They  neither  read  nor 
think  -,  their  lives  are  spent  in  intrigue  and 
plav.  Now  and  then  a  l:)rilliant  exception 
stands  forth,  distinguished  by  intellect  as 
well  as  station ;  bttt  the  little  inflttence  he 
wields  is  the  evidence  of  what  estimation 
sttch  qttalities  are  held  in.  My  doctor  is  a 
Liberal,  attd  a  very  clover  fellow  too  ;  and 
I  only  wish  you  heard  him  describe  the  men 
vv^ho  iiave  assumed  the  part  of  '•'Italian  Re- 
generators." 

Their  "antecedents"  show  that  in  Italy, 
as  elsewhere,  patriotism  is  too  often  but  the 
last  refuge  of  a  scoundrel.  I  know  how  all 
this  will  grate  and  jar  upon  your  very  Irish 
ears;  and,  to  say  truth,  I  don't  like  saying 
it  myself;  but  still  I  cannot  help  feeling 
that  "the  "  Cause  of  Liberty"  in  the  penin- 
sitla  is  remarkably  like  the  process  of  grape- 
gathering  that  now  goes  oit  beneath  my  win- 
dow— there  is  no  care,  no  selection — good, 
bad,  ripe,  and  unripe — the  clean,  the  filthy, 
the  rtiddy,  and  the  sapless,  are  all  huddled 
together,  pressed  and  squeezed  down  into  a 
common  vat,  to  ferment  into  bad  wine,  or 
— a  revolution — as  the  case  may  be.  It 
does  not  require  much  chemistry  to  foresee 
that  it  is  the  crude,  the  acrid,  the  unhealthy, 
and  the  bad,  that  will  give  the  flavor  to  the 
liquor.  The  small  element  of  what  is  really 
good,  is  utterly  overborne  in  the  vast  Mael- 
strom of  the  noxious;  and  so  Ave  see  in  the 
late  Italian  struggle.  Who  are  the  men  that 
exercised  the  widest  influence  in  affairs  ? 
Not  the  calm  and  reasoning  minds  who  gave 
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the  first  inijnilso  to  wise  measures  of  Re- 
fol'm,  and  guided  tlieir  sovereigns  to  con- 
cessions tluit  would  liave  formed  the  strong- 
foundations  of  future  freedom,  No  ;  it 
was  the  advocate  of  the  wildest  doctrines 
of  Socialism — the  true  disciple  of  the  old 
guillotine  school,  that  ravaged  the  earth  at 
the  close  of  the  last  century.  These  are  the 
fellows  who  scream  "Blood  !  hlood  !"  till 
they  are  hoarse  ;  but,  in  justice  to  their 
discretion,  it  must  be  said,  they  always  do 
it  from  a  good  distance  off. 

Don't  fancy  from  this  that  I  am  uphold- 
ing the  Austrian  rule  in  Italy.  I  believe  it 
to  be  as  bad  as  need  be,  and  exactly  the  kind 
of  government  likely  to  debase  and  degrade 
a  people,  whom  it  should  have  been  their 
object  to  elevate  and  enlighten.  Just  fancy 
a  system  of  administration  where  there  were 
all  penalties  and  no  rewards — a  school  with 
no  premiums  but  plenty  of  flogging.  That 
was  precisely  what  they  did.  They  put  a 
"ban"  upon  the  natives  of  the  country; 
they  appointed  them  to  no  jilaces  of  trust 
or  confidence;  insulted  tlieir  feelings  ;  out- 
raged their  sense  of  nationality  ;  and  when- 
ever the  system  had  goaded  them  into  a 
passionate  burst  of  indignation,  they  pro- 
claimed martial  law,  and  hanged  them. 

Now,  the  question  is  not  whether  any 
kind  of  resistance  Avould  not  be  pai  donaUlc 
against  such  a  state  of  things,  but  it  is  this  : 
what  species  of  resistance  is  most  likely  to 
succeed  ?  That  is  the  real  inquiry  :  and  I 
don't  think  it  demands  much  knowledge  of 
mankind  and  the  world  to  say  that  stab- 
bing a  cadet  in  the  back  as  he  leaves  a  cafe, 
shooting  a  solitary  sentinel  on  his  post,  or 
even  assassinating  his  corporal  as  he  walks 
home  of  an  evening,  are  exactly  the  appro- 
priate methods  for  reforming  a  state  or  re- 
modelling a  constitution.  Had  the  Lom- 
bards devoted  themselves  heart  and  hand 
to  the  material  prosperity  of  their  country 
— educated  their  people,  employed  them  in 
useful  works,  fostered  their  rising  and  most 
prosperous  silk  manufactories — they  would 
have  attained  to  a  weight  and  consideration 
in  the  Austrian  Empire  which  would  have 
enabled  them  not  to  solicit,  but  dictate  the 
terms  of  their  administration. 

A  few  years  back,  as  late  as  '47,  Milan,  I 
am  told,  was  more  than  the  rival  of  Vienna 
in  all  that  constitutes  the  pride  and  splen- 
dor of  a  capital  city  ;  and  the  growing  in- 
fluence of  her  higher  classes  was  already 
regarded  with  jealousy  by  the  Austrian  no- 
bility. Look  what  a  revolution  has  made 
her  now  !  Her  palaces  are  barracks  ;  her 
squares  are  encampments  ;  artillery  bivouac 
in  her  public  gardens  ;  ar  ^  the  rigors  of 
a    state     of    siege    penetiauC    into     every 


private  house,  and  poison  all   social   inter- 
course. 

You  may  rely  upon  one  thing,  Tom,  and 
it  is  this  :  that  no  Government  ever  per- 
sisted in  a  policy  of  ojipression  towards  a 
country  that  was  advancing  on  tiie  road  of 
prosperity.  It  is  to  the  disaffected,  dispirit- 
ed, bankrupt  people — idle  and  cantankerous, 
wasting  their  resources,  and  squandering 
their  means  of  wealth — that  Cabinets  play 
the  bully.  They  grind  them  the  way  a 
cruel  colonel  flogs  a  condemned  regiment. 
Let  industry  and  its  consequences  ifiow  in  ; 
let  the  laborer  be  well  fed,  and  housed,  and 
clothed;  and  the  spirit  of  independence  in 
him  will  be  a  far  stronger  and  more  danger- 
ous element  to  deal  with  than  the  moment- 
ary burst  of  passion  that  comes  from  a 
fevered  heart  in  a  famished  frame  !  Ask  a 
Cabinet  Minister  if  he  wouldn't  be  more 
frightened  by  a  deputation  from  the  city, 
than  if  the  telegraph  told  him  a  Chartist 
mob  was  moving  on  London  ?  We  live  in 
an  age  of  a  very  peculiar  kind,  and  where 
real  power  and  real  strength  are  more  re- 
spected than  ever  they  were  before. 

Don't  you  thiiik  I  have  given  you  a  dose 
of  politics  ?  Well,  happily  for  you,  I  must 
desist  "now,  for  Gary  has  come  to  order  nie 
off  to  bed.  It  is  only  two  p.m.,  but  the 
siesta  is,  now  one  of  my  habits,  and  so 
pleasant  a  one,  that  I  intend  to  kc^epitwhen 
1  got  well  again. 

Nine  o'clock.  Evening.     . 

Here  I  am  again  at  my  desk  for  you, 
though  Gary  has  only  given  me  leave  to  de- 
vote half  an  hour  to  your  edification.  What 
a  good  girl  it  is  ;  so  watchful  in  all  her  at- 
tention, and  with  that  kind  of  devotion 
that  shows  that  her  whole  heart  is  engaged 
in  what  she  is  doing.  The  doctor  may 
fight  the  malady,  Tom,  but  take  my  word 
for  it,  it  is  the  nurse  that  saves  the  patient. 
If  ever  I  raised  my  eyelids,  there  she  was 
beside  me  !  I  couldn't  make  a  sign  that  I 
was  thirsty  till  she  had  the  drink  to  my  lips. 
She  had,  too,  that  noiseless,  ((uiet  way  witii 
her,  so  soothing  to  a  sick  man  ;  and,  above 
all,  she  never  bothered  with  questions,  but 
learned  to  guess  what/ 1  wanted,  and  sat 
patiently  watching  at  ^qy  post. 


It  is  a  strange  co 
the  very  best  thing 
tour  of  ours  is,  that 
girl  ;  she  has  contr 
nnery  in  dress,  nor 


essiou  to  make,  but 

know  of  this  foreign 

has  not  spoiled  that 

ted  no  taste  for  extra 

xtra  libertv  in  morals  : 


her  good  sense  is  Aot  overlaid  by  the  pre- 
tentious tone  of  tliose  mock  nobles  that  run 
about  calling  eaoli  other  Count  and  Mar- 
quis, and  fiincyiw  they  are  the  great  v.orld. 
There  she  is,  as/warm-hearted,  as  natural, 
and  as  simple-/in  all  that  makes  the  real 
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excellence  of  simplicity — as  when  she  left 
home.  And  now,  with  all  tliis,  I'd  wager 
a  crown  that  nineteen  yonng  fellows  out  of 
twenty  would  prefer  Mary  Anne  to  her. 
She  is,  to  be  sure,  a  fine,  showy  girl,  and 
has  taken  to  a  stylish  line  of  character  so 
naturally  that  she  never  abandons  it. 

I  assure  you,  Tom,  the  way  she  used  to 
como  in  of  a  morning  to  ask  mo  how  I  was, 
and  how  I  passed  the  night ;  her  graceful 
stoop  to  kiss  me;  her  tender,  little,  caress- 
ing twaddle,  as  if  I  was  a  small  child  to  be 
bribed  into  black-bottle  by  sugar-candy, 
wore  as  good  as  a  play.  The  little  extracts, 
too,  that  she  made  from  the  newspapers  to 
amuse  me,  were  all  from  that  interesting 
column  called  fashionable  intelligence  and 
the  movements  in  fashionable  life,  as  if  it 
amused  me  to  hear  who  Lady  Jemima  mar- 
ried, and  who  gave  away  the  bride.  Gary 
l:new  better  what  I  cared  for,  and  told  me, 
about  the  harvest  and  the  crops,  and  the 
state  of  the  potatoes,  with  now  and  then  a 
cpicc  of  the  foreign  news,  whenever  there 
Avas  anything  remarkable.  To  all  appear- 
aiice,  we  are  not  far  from  a  war  ;  but  where 
ifstobe,  and  with  whom,  is  hard  to  say. 
There's  no  doubt  but  fighting  is  a  cost!}'' 
amusement ;  and  I  believe  no  country  pays 
so  heavily  for  her  fun. in  that  shape  as  En- 
gland ;  but,  nevertheless,  there  is  nothing 
would  so  much  tend  to  revive  her  drooping 
and  declining  influence  on  the  continent  as 
a  little  brush  at  sea.  She  is,  I  take  it,  as 
good  as  certain  to  be  victorious  ;  and  the 
very  fervor  of  the  enthusiasm  success  would 
evoke  in  England  would  go  far  to  disabuse 
the  foreigner  of  his  notion  that  we  are  only 
eager  about  printing  calicoes,  and  sharpen- 
ing Sheffield  ware.  Believe  me,  it  is  vital 
to  us  to  eradicate  this  fallacy  ;  and  until 
the  world  sees  a  British  fleet  reeling  up  the 
Downs  with  some  half-dozen  dismasted 
line-of-battle  ships  in  their  wake,  they'll 
not  be  convinced  of  what  you  and  I  know 
well — that  we  are  just  the  same  people  that 
fought  the  ^ile  and  Trafalgar.  Those  In- 
dustrial Exhibitions,  I  think,  brought  out 
a  great  deal  of  trasiiy  sentimentality  about 
universal  brotherhood,  peace,  and  the  rest 
of  it.  I  suppose  the  Crystal  Palace  rage 
was  a  kind  of  allegcry  to  show  that  they 
who  live  in  glass  houses  shouldn't  throw 
stones  ;  but  our  ships,  Tom — our  ships,  as 
the  song  says,  are  "  hearts  of  oak  I  "  Here's 
Gary  again,  and  with  a  confounded  cupful 
of  something  green  at  \op  and  muddy  be- 
low !  Apothecaries  are  filthv  distillers  all 
the  world  over,  and  one  never  knows  the 
real  blessing  of  health  til  one  has  es- 
caped from  their  beasth  Irewings.  Good 
night. 


Saturday  Morning. 

A  regular  Italian  morning,  Tom,  arid 
such  a  view  !  The  mists  are  swooping 
down  the  Alps,  and  showing  cliffs  and 
crags  in  every  tint  of  sunlit  verdure.  The 
lake  is  blue  as  a  dark  turquoise,  reflecting 
the  banks  and  their  hundred  villas  in  the 
calm  water.  The  odor  of  the  orange-flower 
and  the  oleander  load  the  air,  and,  except 
my  vagabonds  under  the  window,  there  is 
not  an  element  of  the  picture  devoid  of  in- 
terest and  beauty.  There  they  are  as  usual ; 
one  of  them  has  his  arm  in  a  bloody  rag  I 
perceive,  the  consequence  of  a  row  last 
night — at  least  Paddy  JJyrne  saw  a  fellow 
wiping  his  knife  and  washing  his  hands  in 
the  lake — very  suspicious  circumstances — 
just  as  he  was  going  to  bed. 

I  have  been  hearing  all  about  our  neigh- 
bor?— at  least,-  G?.ry  has  been  interrogating 
the  gardener,  and  '^reporting  progress"  to 
me  as  well  as  she  could  make  him  out. 
This  Lake  of  Gonio  seems  the  paradise  of 
ci-devant  theatrical  folk ;  al!  the  Prima 
Donnas  who  have  amassed  millions,  and  all 
the  dancers  that  have  pirouetted  into  great 
wealth,  appear  to  have  fixed  their  ambition 
on  retiring  to  this  spot.  Of  a  truth,  it  is 
the  very  antithesis  to  a  stage  existence. 
The  silent  and  almost  solemn  grandeur  of 
the  scene,  the  massive  Alps,  the  deep,  dense 
woods,  the  calm  unbroken  stillness,  are 
strong  contrasts  to  the  crash  and  tumult, 
the  unreality  and  uproar,  of  a  theatre.  I 
wonder,  do  they  enjoy  the  change  ?  I  am 
curious  to  know  if  they  yearn  for  the  blaze 
of  the  dress-circle  and  the  waving  pit  ?  Do 
they  long  at  heart  for  the  stormy  crash  of 
the  orchestra  and  the  maddening  torrent  of 
applause  ?  and  does  the  actual  world  of 
real  flowers,  and  trees,  and  terraces,  and 
fountains,  seem  in  their  eyes  a  poor  coun- 
terfeit of  the  dramatic  one  ?  It  would  not 
be  unnatural  if  it  were  so.  There  is  the 
same  narrowing  tendency  in  every  profes- 
sional career.  The  Doctor,  the  Lawyer,  the 
Priest,  the  Soldier — ay,  and  even  your  Par- 
liamentary man,  if  he  be  an  old  Member, 
has  got  to  take  a  House  of  Gommons  stand- 
ard for  everything  and  everybody.  It  is 
only  your  true  idler,  your  genuine  good-for- 
nothing  vagabond,  that  ever  takes  wide  or 
liberal  views  of  life  ;  one  like  myself,  in 
short,  \vhose  prejudices  have  not  been  fos- 
tered by  any  kind  of  education,  and  who, 
wdiatever  he  knows  of  mankind,  is  sure  to 
be  his  own. 

They've  carried  away  my  ink-bottle,  to 
write  acknowledgments  and  apologies  for 
certain  invitations  the  women  kind  have 
received  to  go  and  see  fireworks  somewhere 
on  the  Lake ;  for  these  exhibitions  seem 
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to  be  a  passion  with  Italians  !  I  wish  they 
were  fonder  of  burning  i)owder  to  more 
purpose  !  I'm  to  dine  below  to-day,  so  it 
is  likely  that  I'll  not  be  able  to  add  any- 
thing to  this  before  to  morrow,  when  I 
mean  to  despatch  it.  A  neighbor,  I  hear, 
has  sent  us  a  fine  trout ;  and  another  has 
forwarded  a  magnificent  present  of  fruit 
and  vegetables :  very  graceful  civilities 
these  to  a  stranger,  and  worthy  of  record 
and  remomljrance.  Lord  George  tells  me 
that  these  Lombard  Lords  arc  fine  fellows 
— that  is,  they  keep  splendid  houses  and 
capital  horses,  have  first-rate  cooks,  and 
London-built  carriages — and,  as  he  adds, 
will  bet  you  what  you  like  at  piquet  or 
ecarte.  Egad,  such  qualities  have  great 
success  in  the  world,  desi^ite  all  that  moral- 
ists may  say  of  them  ! 

The  ink  has  come  back,  but  it  is  I  am 
dry  now  !  The  fact  is,  Tom,  that  very 
little  exertion  goes  far  with  a  man  in  this 
climate  !  It  is  scarcely  noon,  but  the  sultry 
heat  is  mosc  oppressive  ;  and  I  half  agree 
with  my  friends  under  the  window,  that 
the  dorsal  attitude  is  the  true  one  for  Italy. 
In  any  other  country  you  want  to  be  up 
and  doing  :  there  are  snipe  or  woodcocks 
to  be  shot,  a  salmon  to  kill,  or  a  fox  to 
hunt ;  you  have  to  look  at  the  potatoes,  or 
the  poor  house  ;  there's  a  row,  or  a  road 
session,  or  something  or  other  to  employ 
you  :  but  here,  it's  a  snug  spot  in  the  shade 
you  look  for — six  feet  of  even  ground  under 
a  tree ;  and  with  that  the  hours  go  glibly 
over,  in  a  mtmner  that  is  quite  miraculous. 

It  ought  to  be  the  best  place  under  the 
sun  for  men  of  small  fortune.  '  The  climate 
alone  is  an  imm.ense  economy  in  furs  and 
firing  ;  and  there  is  scarcely  a  luxury  that 
is  not,  somehow  or  other,  the  growth  of  the 
soil :  on  this  head — the  expense  I  mean — I 
can  tell  you  nothing  ;  for,  of  course,  I  have 
not  served  on  any  committee  of  the  esti- 
mates since  my  illness  ;  but  I  intend  to  au- 
dit the  accounts  to-morrow,  and  then  you 
shall  hear  all.  Tiverton,  1  understand, 
has  taken  the  management  of  everything ; 
and  Mrs.  D.  and  Mary  Anne  tell  me,  so  ex- 
cellent is  his  system,  that  a  rebellion  has 
broken  out  below  stairs,  and  three  of  our 
household  have  resigned,  carrying  away 
various  articles  of  wardrobe,  and  other 
property,  as  an  indemnity,  doubtless,  for 
the  treatment  they  had  met  v,'ith.  I  half 
suspect  that  any  economy  in  dinners  is 
more  than  compensated  for  in  broken 
crockery  ;  for  every  time  that  a  fellow  is 
scolded  in  the  drawing-room,  there  is  sure 
to  be  a  smash  in  the  plate  department  im- 
mediately afterwards,  showing  that  the  na- 
tional custom  of  the   "vendetta"  can  be 


carried  into  the  "willow  pattern."  This 
is  one  of  my  window  observations.  I  wish 
there  were  no  worse  ones  to  record. 

"Not  a  line,  not  another  word  till  you 
take  your  broth.  Papa,"  says  my  kind  nurse  ; 
and  as  after  my  broth  I  take  my  sleep,  I'll 
just  take  leave  of  you  for  to-day.  I  wish 
I  may  remember  even  half  of  what  I  wanted 
to  say  to  you  to-morrow,  but  I  have  a  strong 
moral  conviction  that  I  shall  not.  It  is 
not  that  the  oblivion  will  be  any  loss  to  you, 
Tom  ;  but  when  I  think  of  it,  after  the 
letter  is  gone.  I'm  fit  to  be  tied  with  im- 
patience. Depend  upon  it,  a  condition  of 
hopeless  repining  for  the  i^ast  is  a  more  ter- 
rible torture  than  all  that  the  most  glow- 
ing imagination  of  coming  evil  could  ever 
compass  or  conceive. 

Sunday  afternoon. 

I  told  you  yesterday  I  had  not  much 
faith  in  my  memory  even  retaining  a  tit- 
he of  what  I  wished  to  say  to  you.  The 
case  is  far  worse  than  that — I  can  really 
recollect  nothing.  I  know  that  I  had 
questions  to  ask,  doubts  to  resolve,  and  di- 
rections to  give,  but  they  are  all  so  com- 
mingled and  blended  together  in  my  dis- 
tracted brain,  that  I  can  make  nothing 
out  of  the  disorder.  The  fact  is,  Tom,  the 
fellow  has  bled  me  too  far,  and  it  is  not  at 
my  time  of  life — 58°  in  the  shade,  by  old 
Time's  thermometer — that  one  <  rallies 
quickly  out  of  the  hands  of  the  doctor. 

I  thought  myself  well  enough  this  morn- 
ing to  look  over  my  accounts  ;  indeed  I  felt 
certain  that  the  inquiry  could  not  be  pni- 
dently  delayed,  so  I  sent  for  Mary  Anne 
after  breakfast,  and  proceeded  in  state  to  a 
grand  audit. 

I  have  already  informed  you  that  all 
the  material  of  life  here  is  the  very  cheap- 
est. Meat  about  fourpence  a  pound  ;  bread, 
and  butter,  and  milk,  and  vegetables,  still 
more  reasonable  ;  w^ine,  such  as  it  is,  two 
pence  a  bottle  ;  fruit  for  half  nothing.  It 
was  not,  therefore,  any  inordinate  expecta- 
tion on  my  part  that  Ave  should  be  econ- 
omising in  rare  style,  and  making  up  for 
past  extravagance  by  r^'al  retrenchment.  I 
actually  looked  forward  to  the  day  of  reck- 
oning as  a  kind  of  lioliday  from  all  care, 
and  for  once  in  my  l/fe  revel  in  the  satis- 
faction of  having  done  a  prudent  thing. 

Qonceive  my  mise/y  and  disap))ointment 
— 1  was  too  weak  fo/-  rage — to  find  tliat  our 
dailv  expenses  her/  with  a  most  moderate 
household,  andnojcompany,  amounted  to  a 
fraction  over  five p(;)unds  English  a  day.  The 
broad  fact  so  ova-whelmed  me  that  it  was 
only  with  cammor-julap  and  ether  that 
I  got  over  it,  pd  could  proceed  to  de- 
tails.     Proceeato  details,  do  I  say  !  much 
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good  did  it  do  mo  !  for  wlmt  between  a  new 
coinage,  new  weiglits  and  measures,  and  a 
new  language,  I  got  soon  into  a  confusion 
and  embarrassment  that  would  luive  been 
too  much  fo'-  my  brain  in  its  best  days.  Now 
and  tlien  I  began  to  hope  that  I  had  grappled 
with  a  fact,  even  a  small  one;  but  alas  !  it 
was  only  a  delusion,  for  though  the  prices 
were  strictly  "as  I  told  you,  there  was  no 
means  of  even  approximating  to  the  quan- 
tities ordered  in.  On  a  rough  calculation, 
however,  it  appears  that  mii  mutton 
broth  took  half  a  sheep  per  diem.  The 
family  consumed  about  two  cows  a  week 
in  beef — besides  hares,  pheasants,  hams, 
and  capons  at  will.  The  servants — with  a 
fourth  of  the  wine  set  doAvn  to  me — could 
never  have  been  sober  an  hour  ;  while  our 
vegetable  and  fruit  supply  would  have  ri- 
valled Oovent  Garden  market. 

"  Do  you  understand  this,  Mary  Anne  ?  " 
said  I. 

'^No,  Papa,''  said  she. 

"  Does  your  Mother  ?  "  said  I. 

"^0,  Papa." 

•^^Does  Lord  George  understand  it  ?" 

''  No,  Papa  ;  but  he  says  he  is  sure  Gi- 
acorao  can  explain  everything  ;  for  he  is  a 
capital  fellow,  and  honest  a?  the  sun  !  " 

"  And  who  is  Giacomo  ?  "'  said  I. 

"  The  Maestro  di  Casa,  Pa})a.  He  is 
over  all  the  other  servants,  pays  all  the 
bills,  keeps  the  keys  of  everything,  and  in 
fact,  takes  charge  of  the  household." 

"  Where  did  he  come  from  ?" 

"The  Prince  Belgiasso  had  him  in  his 
service,  and  strongly  recommended  him  to 
Lord  George  as  the  most  trustworthy  and 
best  of  servants.  His  discharge  says  that 
"he  was  always  regarded  rather  in  the  light 
of  a  friend  than  a  domestic  !  " 

Shall  I  own  to  you,  Tom,  that  I  shud- 
dered as  I  heard  this.  It  may  1:)e  a  most 
unfair  and  ungenerous  prejudice,  but  if 
there  be  any  class  in  life  of  whose  good 
(jualities  I  entertain  a  weak  opinion,  it  is 
6l  the  servant  tribe,  and  especially  o'i  those 
who  enter  into  the  confidential  category. 
They  are.  to  my  thinking,  a  pestilent  race, 
either  tyrannizing  over  the  weakness,  or 
fawning  to  the  vices  of  their  employers.  I 
have  known  a  score  o?  them,  and  I  rejoice 
to  think  that  a  very  large  proportion  of  that 
number  have  been  since  transported  for 
life. 

"  Does  Giacomo  speak  English  ?  "  asked  L 

''  Perfectly.  Papa  ;  as  well  as  French, 
Spanish,  German,  and  a  little  Russian." 

"Send  him  to  me,  then,"  said  I,  "and 
let  us  have  a  talk  together  " 

"  Yon  can't  see  him  to-day  Papa,  for  he 
is  performing  St.  Barnabas   in    a    grand 


procession  that  is  to  take  place  this  even- 
ing." 

This  piece  of  information  shoAvs  me  that 
it  is  a"Festa,"and  the  post  will  conse- 
quently close  early,  so  that  I  now  conclude 
this,  promising  that  you  shall  have  an  ac- 
count of  my  interview  with  Giacomo  by  to- 
morrow or  "the  day  after. 

Not  a  line  from  James  yet,  and  I  am  be- 
ginning to  feel  very  uncomfortable  about 
him. 

Yours  ever  faithfuHy,     ' 
Kenny  L  Dodd. 


LETTER  LV. 

KENNT  JAMES  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PUBCELL,  ESQ.,  OF 
THE  GEANGE,  BRUFF. 

Como. 

Mr  DEAR  Tom, — This  may  perchance 
be  a  lengthy  despatch,  for  I  have  just  re- 
ceived a  polite  invitation  from  the  authori- 
ties here  to  pack  off,  bag  and  baggage,  over 
the  frontier  ;  and,  as  it  is  doubtful  where 
our  next  move  may  take  us,  I  write  this 
"  in  extenso  "  and  to  clear  off  all  arrears  up 
to  the  present  date. 

At  the  conclusioii  of  my  last,  if  I  remem- 
ber aright,  I  was  in  anxious  expectation  of 
a  visit  from  Signor  Giacomo  Lamporeccho. 
That  accomplished  gentleman,  however, 
had  been  so  fatigued  by  his  labors  in  the 
procession,  and  so  ill  from  a  determination 
of  blood  to  the  head,  brought  on  by  being 
tied  for  two  hours  to  a  tree,  with  his  legs 
uppermost,  to  represent  the  saint's  martyr- 
dom, that  he  could  not  wait  upon  me  till 
the  third  day  after  the  Feasta  ;  and  then  his 
streaked  eyeballs  and  flushed  face  attested 
that  even  mock  holiness  is  a  costly  perform- 
ance. 

"  You  are  Giacomo  ?  ''  said  I,  as  he  en- 
tered ;  and  I  ought  to  mention  that  in  air 
and  appearance  he  was  a  large,  full,  fine- 
looking  man,  of  about  eight-and-thirty  or 
forty;  dressed  in  very  accurate  black,  and 
with  a  splendid  chain  of  mosaic  gold  t^vined 
and  festooned  across  his  ample  chest ;  opal 
shirt-studs  and  waistcoat  buttons,  and  a 
very  gorgeous-looking  signet-ring  on  his 
fore-finger  aided  to  show  off  a  stylish  look, 
rendered  still  more  imposing  by  a  beard  a 
Grand  Vizier  might  have  envied,  and  a  voice 
a  semi-tone  deeper  than  Lablaches. 

"Giacomo  LampoiecchOj"  said  he;  and 
though  he  uttered  the  words  like  a  human 
bassoon,  they  really  sounded  as  if  he  prefer- 
red not  to  be  himself,  but  somebody  else  ik 
case  I  desired  it. 
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^'Well,  Giaoomo,"  Baicl  I,  easily,  and 
trying  to  assume  as  much  familiarity  as  I 
could  with  so  imposing  a  personage,  "I 
waTit  you  to  afTord  me  some  information 
about  these  accounts  of  mine." 

^'Ah  !  the  house  accounts!"  said  he, 
with  a  very  slight  elevation  of  the  eye- 
brows, but  quite  sufficient  to  convey  to  me 
an  expression  of  contemptuous  meaning. 

"Just  so,  Giacomo  :  they  appear  to  mo 
high — enormously,  extravagantly    high  ! "' 

"  Ilis  Excellency  paid,  at  least,  the  dou- 
ble in  London,"  said  he,  bowing. 

"  That's  not  the  question.  We  are  in 
Lombardy — a  land  where  the  price  of  every- 
thing is  of  the  cheapest.  Hoiv  comes  it, 
then,  that  we  are  maintaining  our  liousa  at 
greater  cost  than  even  Pans  would  re- 
quire ?  " 

With  a  volubility  that  I  can  make  no  pre- 
tension to  follow,  the  fellow  ran  over  the 
prices  of  bread,  meat,  fowls,  and  fish, 
showing  that  they  were  for  half  their  cost 
elsewhere  :  that  his  Excellency's  table  was 
actually  a  mean  one  ;  that  sea- fish  from 
Venice,  and  ortolans,  seldom  figured  at  it 
above  once  or  twice  a  week ;  that  it  was 
rare  to  see  a  second  flask  of  champagne 
opened  at  dinner  ;  that  our  Bordeaux  was 
bad,  and  our  Burgundy  bitter ;  in  short, 
he  thought  his  Excellency  had  come  ex- 
pressly for  economy,  as  great  "  Milors  "  will 
occasionally  do,  and  that  if  so,  he  must  have 
had  ample  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  the 
experiment. 

Though  every  sentiment  the  fellow  ut- 
tered was  an  impertinence,  he  bowed,  and 
smiled,  and  demeaned  himself  with  such  an 
air  of  humility  througiiout,  that  I  stood 
puzzled  between  the  matter  and  the  man- 
ner of  his  address.  Meanwhile,  he  was  not 
idle,  but  running  over  with  glib  volubility 
the  names  of  all  the  "illustrissimi  Inglesi" 
he  had  been  cheating  and  robbing  for  a 
dozen  years  back.  To  nail  him  to  the  fact 
of  the  difference  between  the  cost  of  the 
article  and  the  gross  sum  expended,  was 
downright  impossible,  though  he  clearly 
gave  to  understand  that  any  inquiry  into 
the  matter  showed  his  Excellency  to  be  the 
shabbiest  of  men — mean,  grasping,  and 
avaricious  ;  and,  in  fact,  very  likely  to  be 
no  "  Milor"  at  all,  but  some  poor  pretender 
to  rank  and  station. 

I  felt  myself  waxing  wroth  with  a  weak 
frame — about  as  unpleasant  a  situation  as 
can  be  fancied ;  for,  let  me  observe  to  you, 
Tom,  that  the  brawny  proportions  of  Sig- 
nor  Lamporeccho  would  not  have  prevent- 
ed my  trying  conclusions  with  him.  had  I 
been  what  you  last  saw  me  ;  b  t,  alas  !  the 
Italian  doctor  had  bled  me  down  so  low 


that  I  was  not  even  a  match  foi  one  of  his 
countrymen.  I  was  therefore  obliged  to 
inform  my  friend,  that,  being  alone  with 
him,  and  our  interview  liaving  taken  the 
form  of  a  privileged  communication,  he 
was  a  thief,  and  a  robber  ! 

The  words  were  not  uttered  when  he  drew 
a  long  and  glistening  knife  from  behind  his 
back,  under  his  coat,  and  made  a  rush  at 
me.  I  seized  the  butt-end  of  James's  fish- 
ing-rod— fortunately  beside  me— and  held, 
him  at  bay,  shouting  wildly,  ".Murder!" 
all  the  while.  The  room  was  filled  in  an 
instant ;  Tiverton  and  the  girls,  followed 
by  all  the  servants  and  several  peasants, 
rushing  in  pell-mell.  Before,  however,  I 
could  speak,  for  I  was  almost  choked  with 
passion,  Signer  Giacomo  had  gained  Lord 
George's  ear,  and  evidently  made  him  his 
partisan, 

Tiverton  cleared  the  room  as  fast  as  he 
could,  mumbling  out  something  to  the  girls 
that  seemed  to  satisfy  them  and  allay  their 
fears,  and  then,  closing  the  door,  took  his 
seat  beside  me. 

"It  will  not  signify,"  said  he  to  me,  in 
a  kind  voice  ;  "  the  thing  is  only  a  scratch 
.and  will  be  well  in  a  day  or  two." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  L 

"Egad!  you'll  have  to  be  cautious, 
though,"  said  he,  laughing.  "  It  was  in  a 
very  awkward  place  ;  and  that  tool  isn't 
the  handiest  for  minute  anatomy." 

"Do  you  want  to  drive  me  mad,  my 
Lord  ;  for,  if  not,  just  take  the  trouble  to 
explain  yourself." 

"Pooh,  pooh,"  said  he;  "don't  fuss 
yourself  about  nothing.  I  understand  how 
to  deal  with  these  fellows.  You'll  see,  five- 
and-twenty  Naps,  will  set  it  all  right." 

"I  see,"  said  I:  "your  intention  is  to 
outrage  me  ;  and  I  beg  that  I  may  be  left 
alone. " 

"  Come,  don't  be  angry  with  me,  Dodd," 
cried  he,  in  one  of  his  good-tempered,  coax- 
ing ways.  "  /  know  well  you'd  never  have 
done  it " 

"Done  what — done  what  ?"  screamed  I, 
in  an  agony  of  rage. 

He  made  a  gesture  wim  the  fishing-rod, 
and  burst  out  a-laugb.ii)g  for  reply. 

"Do  you  mean  thayl  stuck  that  scoun- 
drel that  has  just  gone/  out  ?  "  cried  I. 

'•  And  no  great  haivn  either  !"  said  he. 

"Do you  mean  tl/iit  I  stuck  him  ?— an- 
swer me  that." 

"  Well,  I'd  be  ji/st  as  much  jil eased  if 
you  had  not,"  saicVhe  ;  for,  though  they 
are  always  punching  holes  into  each  other, 
they  don't  like  m.  Englishman  to  do  it. 
Still,  keep  quiet,  And  I'tl  set  it  all  straight 
before  to-morro\y(     Tiie  doctor  shall  give  a 
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certificate,  setting  forth  mental  excitement 
and  so  forth.  Well  show  that  you  are 
not  quite  responsible  for  your  actions  just 
now." 

"  Egad,  you'll  have  a  proof  of  your 
theory,  if  you  go  on  much  longer  at  this 
rate,"  said  I,  grinding  my  teeth  with  pas- 
sion. 

"  And  then  we'll  get  up  a  proTOcation 
of  some  kind  or  other.  Of  course,  the  thing 
will  cost  money — that  can't  be  helped — but 
we'll  try  to  escape  imprisonment. " 

'•'  Send  Gary  to  me— send  my  daughter 
here  !  "  said  I,  for  I  was  growing  weak. 

"But  hadn't  you  better  let  us  con- 
cert  " 

"Send  Gary  to  me,  my  Lord,  and  leave 
me  !  "  and  I  said  the  words  in  a  way  that 
he  couldn't  misunderstand.  He  had  scarcely 
quitted  the  room  when  Gary  entered  it. 

'•'There,  dearest  Papa,"  said  she.  caress- 
ingly, "  don't,  fret.  It's  a  mere  trilie  ;  and 
if  he  wasn't  a  wretchedly  cowardly  creature 
he'd  think  nothing  of  it,!  " 

"  Are  you  in  the  conspiracy  against  me, 
too  ?"  cried  I ;  "have  you  also  joined  the 
enemy  ?  " 

"That  I  haven't,"  said  she,  putting  an 
arm  around  my  neck  ;  "  and  I  know  well, 
if  the  fellow  had  not  grossly  outraged,  or 
perhaps  menaced  you,  you'd  never  have 
done  it  !  I'm  certain  of  that.  Pappy  !" 

Egad,  Tom,  I  don't  like  to  own  it,  but 
the  truth  is— I  burst  out  a-crying  ;  that's 
what  all  this  bleeding  and  lowering  has 
brought  me  to,  that  I  haven't  the  nerve  of 
a  kitten  !  It  was  the  inability  to  rebut  all 
this  balderdash — to  show  that  it  was  a  lie 
from  beginning  to  end — confounded  me  ; 
and  when  I  saw  my  poor  Gary,  that  never 
believed  ill  of  me  before,  that,  no  matter 
what  I  said  or  did,  always  took  ray  part, 
and  if  she  couldn't  defend  at  least  excused 
me — when,  I  say.  I  saw  that  she  gave  in  to 
this  infernal  delusion,  I  just  felt  as  if  my 
heart  was  going  to  break,  and  I  sincerely 
wished  it  might. 

I  tried  very  hard  to  summon  strength  to 
set  her  right ;  I  suppose  that  a  drowning 
man  never  struggled  harder  to  reach  a 
plank  than  I  did  to  grasp  one  thought  well 
and  vigorouslv  ;  but  to  no  use.  My  ideas 
danced  about  like  the  phantoms  in  a  magic 
lantern,  and  none  remained  long  enough  to 
be  recognized. 

"I  think  I'll  take  a  sleep,  my  dear," 
said.  I. 

"The  very  wisest  th.ng  you  could  do. 
Pappy,"  said  she,  closingthe  shutters  noise- 
lessly, and  sitting  down  in  her  old  place 
beside  my  bed. 

Though   I   pretended  s.umber,  I  never 


slept  a  v/ink.  I  went  over  all  this  affair  in 
my  mind,  and  summing  up  the  evidence 
against  mc,  I  began  to  wonder  if  a  man 
ever  committed  a  homicide  without  know- 
ing it — I  mean,  if,  when  his  thoughts  were 
very  much  occupied,  he  could  stick  a  fel- 
low-creature and  not  be  aware  of  it.  I 
couldn't  exactly  call  any  case  in  point  to 
mind,  but  I  didn't  see  why  it  might  not  be 
possible.  If  stabbing  people  was  a  com- 
mon and  daily  habit  of  an  individual, 
doubtless  he  might  do  it,  just  as  he  would 
wind  his  watch  or  wipe  his  spectacles, 
while  thinking  of  something  else  ;  but  as 
it  Avas  not  a  customary  process,  at  least 
wiiere  I  came  from,  there  was  the  diffi- 
culty. I  would  have  given  more  than  I  had 
to  give,  just  to  ask  Gary  a  few^questions — 
as,  for  instance,  how  did  it  happen  ?  where  is 
the  wound  ?  how  deep  is  it  ?  and  so  on — but 
I  was  so  terrified  lest  I  should  compromise 
my  innocence,  that  I  would  not  venture  on 
a  syllable.  One  sees  constantly  in  the  po- 
lice reports  how  the  prisoner,  when  driv- 
ing off  to  gaol  with  Inspector  Potts,  invari- 
ably betrays  himself  by  some  expression  of 
anxiety  or  uneasiness,  such  as,  "  AV'ell,  no- 

ibody  can  say  I  did  it !  I  was  in  Hounds- 
ditch  till  eleven  o'clock  ;"  or,  "Poor Molly, 
I  didn't  mean  her  any  harm,  but  it  was  she 

j  begun  it. "  Warned  by  these  indiscreet  admis- 
sions, I  was  guarded  not  to  utter  a  word. 
I  preserved  my  resolution  with  such   firm- 

\  ness,  that  I  fell  into  a  sound  sleep,  and 
never  awoke  till  the  next  morning. 

Before  I  acknowledged  myself  to  be  awake 
— don't  you  know  that  state,  Tom,  in  which 
a  man  vibrates  between  consciousness  and 
indolence,  and  when  he  has  not  fully  made 
up  his  mind  whether  he'll  not  skulk  his 
load  of  daily  cares  a  little  longer  ? — I  could 
perceive  that  there  was  a  certain  stir  and 
movement  about  me  that  betokened  extra- 
ordinary preparation,  and  I  could  overhear 
little  scraps  of  discussions  as  to  whether 
"  he  ought  to  be  awakened,"  and  "  what  he 
should  wear,"  Gary's  voice  being  strongly 
marked  in  opposition  to  everything  that 
portended  any  disturbance  of  me.  Patience, 
I  believe,  is  not  my  forte,  though  long  suf- 
fering may  be  my  fortune,  for  I  sharply 

asked.    "What   the was    in   the   wind 

now  ?" 

"  We'll  leave  him  to  Gary,"  said  Mrs.  D., 
retiring  precipitately,  followed  by  the  rest, 
while  Gary  came  up  to  my  bedside,  and 
kindly  began  her  inquiries  about  my  health  ; 
but  I  stop]ied  her,  by  a  very  abrupt  repeti- 
tion of  my  former  question. 

" Oh!  it's  a  mere  nothing.  Pappy — a  for- 
mality, and  nothing  more.  That  creature, 
Giacomo,  has  been  making  a  fuss  over  the 
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affair  of  last  nifjht ;  and  though  Lord 
George  endeavored  to  settle  it,  he  refused, 
and  went  oif  to  the  Tribunal  to  lodge  a 
wraplaint." 

"Well,  go  on." 

''Tlie  Judge,  or  Prefect,  or  whatever  he 
is,  took  his  depositions,  and  issued  a  war- 
rant  " 

"To  apprehend  me  ?" 

"Don't  flurry  yourself,  dearest  Pappy; 
these  are  simply  formalities,  for  the  Briga- 
dier has  just  told  me " 

"He  is  here,  then — in  the  house  ?" 

*'Why  will  you  excite  yourself  in  this 
■way,  when  I  tell  you  that  all  will  most 
easily  be  arranged.  The  Brigadier  only 
asks  to  see  you — to  ascertain,  in  fact,  that 
you  are  really  ill,  and  unable  to  be  re- 
moved  " 

"To  gaol — to  the  common  prison,  eh  ?" 

*'0h,  I  must  not  talk  to  you,  if  it  irri- 
tates you  in  this  fashion  ;  indeed,  there  is 
now  little  more  to  say,  and  if  you  will  just 
permit  the  Brigadier  to  come  in  for  a  sec- 
ond, everything  is  done." 

"I'm  ready  for  him,"  said  I,  in  a  tone 
that  needed  no  further  information  ;  and 
Gary  left  the  room. 

After  about  five  minutes'  waiting,  in  an 
almost  intolerable  impatience,  the  Briga- 
dier, stooping  his  enormous  bearskin  to 
fully  three  feet,  entered  with  four  others, 
armed  cap-a-pie.  who  drew  up  in  a  line 
behind  him,  and  grounded  their  carbines 
with  a  clank  that  made  the  room  shake. 
The  Brigadier,  I  must  tell  you,  was  a  very 
fine  soldier-like  fellou",  and  with  fully  half 
a  dozen  decorations  hanging  to  his  coat. 
It  struck  me  that  he  was  rather  disap- 
pointed ;  he  probably  expected  to  see  a 
man  of  colossal  proportions  and  herculean 
strength,  instead  of  the  poor  remnant  of 
humanity  that  chicken  broth  and  the  lancet 
have  left  me.  The  room,  too,  seemed  to 
fall  below  his  expectations ;  for  he  threw 
his  eyes  around  him  without  detecting  an 
armory,  or  oifensive  weapons,  or  indeed  any 
means  of  resistance  whatever. 

*'This  is  his  Excellency?"  said  he  at 
last,  addressing  Gary  ;  and  she  nodded. 

"Ask  him  his  own  name,  Gary,"  said  I. 
"  I'm  curious  about  it." 

"My  name,"  said  he,  sonorously,  to  her 
question^"  my  name  is  Alessandro'Lampor- 
eccho  ;  "  and  with  that  he  gave  the  word  to 
his  people  to  face  about,  and  away  they 
marched,  with  all  the  solemnity  of  a  mili- 
tary movement.  As  the  door  closed  behind 
them,  however,  I  heard  a  fcAV  words  uttered 
in  whispers,  and  immediately  afterward  the 
measured  tread  of  a  sentry  slowly  parading 
the  lobby  outside  my  room. 
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"That's  another  formality,  Carv,"  said 
I,  "isn't  it?"  She  nodded  for  reply. 
"  Tell  them  I  detest  ceremony,  my  dear,  "said 
I ;  "  and — and  "—I  couldn't  keep  down  my 
passion — "and  if  they  don't  take  that  fel- 
low away,  I'll  pitch  him  head  and  crop  over 
the  banisters."  I  tried  to  spnng  up,  but 
back  I  fell,  weak,  and  almost  fainting. 
The  sad  truth  came  home  to  me  al,  once, 
that  I  hadn't  strength  to  face  a  baby  !  so  I 
just  turned  my  face  to  the  wall,  and\sulked 
away  to  my  heart's  content.  If  I  tell  you 
how  I  spent  that  day,  the  same  story  will 
do  for  the  rest  of  the  week.  I  saw  that 
they  were  all  watching  and  waiting  for 
some  outbreak,  of  either  my  temper  or  my 
curiosity.  They  tried  every  means  to  tempt 
me  into  an  inquiry  of  one  kind  or  other. 
They  dropped  hints,  in  half-whi.-pers.  be- 
fore me.  They  said  tAventy  things  to  arouse 
anxiety,  and  even  alarm,  in  me  ;  but  I  re- 
solved that,  if  I  passed  m^y  days  there,  I'd 
starve  them  out :  and  so  I  did. 

On  the  ninth  day,  when  I  was  eating  my 
breakfast,  just  as  I  had  finished  my  mutton 
chop,  and  was  going  to  attack  the  eggs, 
Gary,  in  a  half-laughing  way,  said  :  Well, 
Pappy,  do  you  never  intend  to  take  the  air 
again  ?  The  weather  is  now  delightful — 
that  second  season  they  call  the  summer  of 
St.  Joseph." 

"Ain't  I  a  prisoner?"  said  I.  "I 
thought  I  had  murdered  somebody,  and 
was  sentenced  for  life  to  this  chamber." 

"How  can  you  be  so  silly!"  said  she. 
"  You  know  perfectly  well  how  these 
foreigners  make  a  fuss  about  everything, 
and  exaggerate  every  trifle  into  a  mock  im- 
portance.    Now,  we  are  not  in  Ireland " 

"No,"  said  I,  "would  to  Heaven  we  were!" 

"  Well,  perhaps  I  might  echo  the  prayer, 
without  doing  any  great  violence  to  my  sin- 
cerity ;  but  as  we  are  not  there,  nor  can  we 
change  the  venue — isn't  that  the  phrase  ? 
— to  our  own  country,  what  if  we  just  were 
to  make  the  best  of  it,  and  suffer  this  mat- 
ter to  take  its  course  here  ?  " 

"As  how,  Gary  ?" 

"  Simply  by  dressing  yourself  and  driving 
into  Gomo.  Your  case  will  be  hea^d  on 
any  morning  you  present  yourself ;  and  I 
am  so  convinced  that  the  whole  affair  will 
be  settled  in  five  minutes,  that  I  am  quite 
impatient  it  should  be  over." 

I  will  not  repeat  all  her  arguments,  some 
good,  and  some  bad.  but  every  one  of  them 
dictated  by  that  land  and  affectionate  spirit 
which,  however  her  judgment  incline,  never 
deserts  her.  The  end  of  it  was,  I  got  shaved 
and  dressed,  and  within  an  hour  was  skim- 
ming over  the  calm  clear  water  towards  the 
little  city  of  Gomo. 
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Cary  •  was  with  me — she  woiikl  come — 
she  said  she  knew  slie  did  me  good  ;  and  it 
was  true  ;  but  the  scene  itself,  tliose  grand, 
great  mountains,  those  leafy  glens,  opening 
to  the  glassy  lake,  waveless  and  still,  that 
glorious  reach  of  1)1  ue  sky,  spanning  from 
peak  to  peak  of  those  Alpine  ridges,  all 
soothed  and  calmed  me ;  and  in  the  midst 
of  such  gigantic  elements,  I  could  not  help 
feeling  shame  that  such  a  rejitile  as  I  should 
mar  the  influence  of  this  picture  on  my 
heart  by  petty  passions  and  little  fractious 
discontents  unworthy  of  a  sick  schoolboy. 

"  Isn't  it  enough  for  you,  K.  L,"'  said  I, 
'•'  ay,  and  more  than  you  deserve,  just  to 
live,  and  breathe,  and  have  your  being,  in 
such  a  bright  and  glorious  world  ?  If  you 
vrere  a  Poet,  with  what  images  would  not 
these  swooping  mists,  these  fleeting  shad- 
ows, people  your  imagination  ?  What 
voices  would  you  hear  in  the  wind  sighing 
through  the  olive  groves,  and  dying  in  many 
a  soft  cadence  along  the  grottoed  shore  ?  If 
a  Painter,  what  effects  of  sunlight  and 
shadow  are  there  to  study  ?  what  tints  of 
color,  that,  without  nature  to  guarantee, 
you  would  never  dars  to  venture  on  ?  But 
being  neither,  having  neither  gift  nor  talent, 
being  simply  one  of  those  '  fruit  consum- 
ers,' who  bring  back  nothing  to  the  com- 
mon stock  of  mankind,  and  who  can  no 
more  make  my  fellow-man  wiser  or  better 
than  I  make  myself  taller  or  younger,  is  it 
not  a  matter  of  deej)  thankfulness  that,  in 
all  my  commonplace  of  mind  and  thought, 
I  too — even  K.  I.  that  I  am — have  an  in- 
tense feeling  of  enjoyment  in  the  contem- 
plation of  this  scene  ?  I  couldn't  describe 
it  like  Shelley,  nor  paint  it  like  Stanfield, 
but  I'll  back  myself,  for  a  five-pound  note, 
to  feel  it  with  either  of  them."'  And  there, 
let  me  tell  you,  Tom,  is  the  real  superiority 
of  Nature  over  all  her  counterfeits.  You 
need  no  study,  no  cultivation,  no  connois- 
seurship  to  appreciate  her ;  her  glorious 
Avorks  come  home  to  the  heart  of  the  Peasant 
as,  mist-begirt,  he  waits  for  sunrise  on  some 
highland  waste,  as  well  as  to  the  Prince, 
Avho  gazes  on  the  swelling  landscape  of  his  ! 
own  dominions.  I  couldn't  tell  a  Claude 
from  a  Canaletti — I  am  not  sure  that  I 
don't  like  II.  B.  better  than  Albert  Durer 
— but  I'd  not  surrender  the  heartfelt  de- 
light, the  calm,  intense,  deep-souled  grati- 
tude I  experience  from  the  contemplation 
of  a  lovely  landscape,  to  possess  the  Stafford 
gallery. 

I  was,  then,  in  a  far  more  peaceful  and 
practicable  frame  of  mind  as  we  entered 
Como  than  when  I  quitted  the  villa. 

I  should  like  to  have  lingered  a  little  in 
the  old  town  itself,   with  its  quaint  "little 


arched  passages  and  curious  architecture; 
but  Cary  advised  me  to  nurse  all  ray 
strength  for  the  "  Tribunal."  I  suppose  it 
must  be  with  some  moral  hope  of  discoun- 
tenancing litigation  that  foreign  Govern- 
ments always  make  the  Law  Courts  as  dirty 
and  disgusting  as  possible,  pitch  them  in  a 
filthy  quarter,  a^d  surround  them  with 
every  squalor.  This  one  was  a  paragon  of 
its  kind,  and  for  rags  and  ruffianly  looks  I 
never  saw  the  equal  of  the  company  there 
assembled.  I  am  not  yet  quite  sure  that  the 
fellow  who  showed  us  the  way  didn't  pur- 
posely mislead  us ;  for  we  traversed  a 
dozen  dark  corridors,  and  went  up  and 
went  down  more  staircases  than  I  have  ac- 
complished for  the  last  six  months.  Now 
and  then  we  stopped  for  a  minute  to  inter- 
rogate somebody  through  a  sliding  pane  in 
a  kind  of  glass  cage,  and  off  we  went  again. 
At  last  we  came  to  a  densely  crowded  pas- 
sage, making  way  through  wliieh,  we  en- 
tered a  large  hall  with  a  vaulted  ro.of,  cram- 
med with  people,  but  who  made  room  at 
the  instance  of  a  red-eyed,  red  bearded  lit- 
tle man  in  a  black  gown,  that  I  now,  to  my 
horror  and  disgust,  found  out  was  my  coun- 
sel, being  already  engaged  by  Lord  George 
to  defend  me. 

''  This  is  treachery,  Cary,"  whispered  1, 
angrily. 

"I  know  it  is,"  said  she,  "and  I'm  one 
of  the  traitors  ;  but  anything  is  better  than 
to  see  you  pine  away  3'our  life  in  a  sick 
room." 

This  was  neither  the  time  nor  j^lace  for 
much  colloquy,  as  we  now  had  to  fight 
our  way  vigorously  through  the  mob  till  we 
reached  a  row  of  seats  where  the  Bar  was 
placed,  and  where  we  were  politely  told  to 
be  seated.  Directly  in  front  of  us  sat  three 
ill-favored  old  fellows  in  black  gowns  and 
square  black  caps,  modelled  after  those 
brown-paper  helmets  so  popular  with  plas- 
terers and  stucco  men  in  cur  country.  I 
found  it  a  great  trial  not  to  laugh  every 
time  I  looked  at  them. 

There  was  no  case  ''on"  at  the  moment, 
but  a  kind  of  wrangJe  was  going  forward 
about  whose  was  to  be  the  next  hearing,  in 
which  I  could  hear  my  own  name  mingled. 
My  lawyer.  Signer  Mastuccio,  seemed  to 
make  a  successful  appeal  in  my  favor  ;  for 
the  three  old  "plasterers"  put  up  their 
eye-glasses,  and  stared  earnestly  at  Cary, 
after  which  the  chief  of  them  nodded  be- 
nignly, and  said  that  the  case  of  Giacomo 
Lamporeccho  might  be  called  ;  and  accord- 
ingly, with  a  voice  that  might  have  raised 
the  echoes  of  the  Alps,  a  fellow  screamed 
out  that  the  "homicidio'' — I  have  no  need 
to  translate  the  word — was  then  before  the 
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Conrt.  If  I  only  were  to  tell  you,  Tom,  of 
the  tiresome,  tedious,  jind  unmeaning  for- 
malities that  followed,  your  case  in  listcn- 
i:_g  would  Ijo  scareely  more  enviable  than 
was  my  own  wliilo  enduring  them.  All  the 
preliminary  ])roceedings  woi"e  in  writing, 
and  a  dirty  little  dog,  with  a  vile  odor  of 
garlic  about  him,  read  some  seventy  pages 
of  a  manuscript  which  I  was  informed  was 
the  accusation  against  me.  Then  appeared 
another  creature — his  twin  brother  in  mean- 
ness and  poverty — who  proved  to  be  a  doc- 
tor, the  same  who  had  professionally  attend- 
ed the  wounded  man,  and  who  also  read  a 
memoir  of  the  patient's  suiferings  and  peril. 
These  occupied  the  Court  till  it  was  nigh 
three  o'clock,  when,  being  concluded,  Gia- 
como  himself  was  called.  I  assure  you, 
Tom,  I  gave  a  start  when,  instead  of  the 
large,  line,  burly,  well-bearded  rascal  with 
the  Lablache  voice,  I  beheld  a  pale,  tliin, 
weakly  creature,  with  a  miserable  treble, 
inform  the  Court  that  he  was  Giacomo 
Lamporeccho. 

Car}^,  who  translated  for  me  as  he  spoke, 
told  me  that  he  gave  an  account  of  our  in- 
terview together,  in  which  it  would  appear 
that  my  conduct  was  that  of  an  outrageous 
maniac.  He  described  me  as  accusing  every- 
body of  roguery  and  cheating — calling  the 
whole  country  a  den  of  thieves,  and  the 
authorities  their  accomplices.  He  detailed 
his  own  mild  remonstrances  against  my 
hasty  judgment,  and  his  calm  appeals  to 
my  better  reason,  lie  dwelt  long  upon  his 
wounded  honor  and,  what  he  felt  still  more 
deeply,  the  wounded  honor  of  his  nation  ; 
and  at  last  he  actually  began  to  cry  when 
his  feelings  got  too  much  for  him,  at  which 
the  Court  sobbed,  and  the  Bar  sobbed,  and 
the  general  audience,  in  a  mixture  of  grief 
and  menace,  muttered  the  most  signal  ven- 
geance against  your  humble  servant. 

I  happened  ito  be — a  rare  thing  for  me, 
latterly  —  in  one  of  my  old  moods,  when 
the  ludicrous  and  the  absurd  carry  away 
all  my  sympathies;  and  faith,  Tom,  I 
laughed  as  heartily  as  ever  I  did  in  my  life  j 
at  the  whole  scene.  "Are  we  coming  to' 
the  wound  yet,  Cary,"  said  I,  ''tell  me 
that,"  for  the  fellow  liad  now  begun  again. 

"Yes,  Papa,  he  is  describing  it,  and,  by 
his  account,  it  ought  to  have  killed  him." 

'•'Egad,"  said  I,  "it  will  be  the  death  of 
me  with  laughing;"  and  I  shook  till  my 
sides  ached." 

"Does  his  Excellency  know  that  he  is  in 
a  Court  of  Justice  ?  "  said  Plasterer  No.  1. 

"Tell  him,  my  dear,  that  I  quite  forgot 
it.  I  fancied  I  was  at  a  play,  and  enjoyed 
it  much." 

I  believe  Cary  didn't  translate  me  hon- 


estly, for  the  old  fellow  seemed  appeased, 
and  the  case  continued.  I  could  now  per- 
ceive that  my  atrocious  conduct  had  evoked 
a  very  strong  sentiment  in  the  auditory,  for 
there  was  a  great  rush- forward  to  get  a 
look  at  me,  and  they  who  were  fortunate 
enough  to  succeed,  comjjlimented  me  l)y  a 
string  of  the  most  aljusive  and  insulting- 
epithets. 

My  advocate  was  now  called  on,  and  see- 
ing him  rise,  I  just  whispered  to  Cary, 
"Ask  the  Judge  if  we  may  see  the  wound  ?" 

"What  does  that  question  mean  ?"  said 
the  Chief  Judge,  imperiously.  "Would 
the  prisoner  dare  to  insinuate  that  the 
wound  has  no  existence  ?  " 

"You've  hit  it,"  said  I.  "Tell  him, 
Cary,  that's  exactly  what  I  mean." 

"  Has  not  the  jirisoner  sworn  to  his  suf- 
ferings," repeated  he,  "and  the  doctor  made 
oath  as  to  the  treatment  ?  " 

"They're  Ijoth  a  pair  of  lying  scoun- 
drels.    Tell  him  so,  Cary." 

"You  see  him  now.  There  is  the  man 
himself  in.  his  true  colors,  most  illustrious 
and  most  ornate  Judges,"  exclaimed  Gia- 
como, pointing  to  me  with  his  finger,  as  I 
nearly  burst  with  rage. 

"Ah  !  che  diavolo  !  che  demonio  infer- 
nale  !  "  rang  out  amidst  the  waving  crowd  ; 
and  the  looks  bestowed  on  me  from  the 
Bench  seemed  to  give  hearty  concurrence 
to  the  opinion. 

Now,  Tom,  a  Court  of  Justice,  be  its 
locale  ever  so  humble,  and  its  procedure 
ever  so  simple,  has  always  struck  me  as  the 
very  finest  evidence  of  homage  to  civiliza- 
tion. There  is  something  in  the  fact  of 
men  submitting,  not  only  their  worldly  in- 
terests and  their  characters,  but  even  their 
very  passions,  to  the  arbitration  of  their  fel- 
low men,  that  is  indescribably  fine  and 
noble,  and  shows — if  we  even  wanted  such 
a  proof, ^ — that  this  corrupt  nature  of  ours, 
in  t}ie  midst  of  all  its  worst  influences,  has 
still  some  of  that  Divine  essence  within, 
unsullied  and  untarnished.  And  just  as  I 
reverence  this,  do  I  execrate,  Avith  all  my 
heart's  indignation,  a  corrupt  judicature. 
The  governments  who  employ,  and  the  peo- 
ple who  tolerate  them,  are  well  worthy  of 
each  other. 

Take  all  the  vices  that  degrade  a  nation, 
"bray  them  in  a  mortar,"  and  they'll  not 
eat  so  deep  into  the  moral  feeling  of  a  peo- 
ple as  a  tainted  administration  of  the  law. 

You  mav  f;iuey  that,  in  my  passionate 
warmth,  I  luive  forgotten  all  about  my  in- 
dividual c:ise :  no  such  thing.  I  have, 
however,  rescued  myself  from  the  danger 
of  an  apoplexy  by  opening  this  safety-valve 
to  my  indignation.     And  now  I  cannot  re- 
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^ime  my  narrative.  No,  Tom,  "I  have 
lost  the  scent,"  and  all  I  can  do  is  to  briii^ 
you  "in  at  the  death."  J  was  sentenced 
to  pay  seven  hundred  zwanzigers — eight- 
pences— all  the  costs  of  the  procedure,  the 
doctor's  hill,  and  the  maintenance  of  Gio- 
como  till  his  convalescence  was  completed. 
I  appealed  on  the  spot  to  an  upper  court, 
and  the  judgment  was  contirmed  !  I  nearly 
burst  with  indignant  anger,  a!;d  asked  my 
advocate  if  he  had  ever  heard  of  such  in- 
iquity. He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  smiled 
slightly,  and  siid,  *' The  law  is  precarious 
in  all  countries." 

•'  Yes— but  "  said  I,  "the  judges  are  not 
always  corrupt.  Now,  that  old  Presid-^nt 
of  the  First  Court  suggested  every  answer 
to  the  witness " 

'•'Vincenzio   Lamporeccho   is   a   shrewd 


man 


Is  he 


''What !     How  do  you  call  him  ? 
anything  to  our  friend  Giacomo  ?" 

"  He  is  his  father  ! " 

'•And  the  brigadier  who  arrested  me  ?  " 

"Is  his  brother.  The  Junior-Judge  of 
the  Appeal  Court,  Luigi  Lamporeccho,  is 
his  first  cousin." 

I  didn't  ask  more  questions,  Tom.  Fancy 
a  countr}^  where  your  butler  is  brother  to 
the  Chief  Baron,  and  snes  you  for  wages  in 
the  Court  of  Exchequer  ! 

"And  you.  Signer  Mastuccio,"  said  I. 
"I  hope  I  have  not  exposed  you  to  the 
vengeance  of  this  powerful  family  by  your 
zeal  in  my  behalf  ?" 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  said  he  ;  "my  mother 
was  a  Lamporeccho  herself. ' 

Now,  Tom,  I  think  I  need  not  take  any 
more  pains  to  explain  the  issue  of  my  law- 
suit ;  and  here  I'll  leave  it. 

My  parting  benediction  to  the  Court  was 
brief:  "Good-by,  old  gentlemen.  I'm 
glad  you  have  the  Austrians  here  to  bully 
you  ;  and  not  sorry  that  you  are  here  to 
assassinate  them.'''  This  speech  was  over- 
heard by  some  learned  linguist  in  court, 
and  on  the  same  evening  I  received  an  in- 
timation to  quit  the  Imperial  dominions 
w^ithin  twenty-four  hours.  Tiverton  was 
for  going  up  to  ]VIilan  to  Radetzky,  or  some- 
body else,  and  having  it  all  "  put  straight," 
as  he  calls  it ;  but  I  would  not  hear  of  this. 

"We'll  write  to  the  Ambassador  at  Vi- 
enna ?  "  said  he. 

"  Nor  that  either,"  said  I. 

"To  the  Times,  then." 

"Not  a  word  of  it." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say,"  said  he,  "that 
you'll  put  up  with  this  treatment,  and  that 
you'll  lower  the  name  of  Briton  before  these 
foreigners,  by  such  a  tame  submission  ?  " 

"  My  view  of  the  case  is  a  very  simple 


one,  my  Lord,"  said  I;  "and  it  is  this. 
We  travelling  English  are  very  prone  to 
two  faults  ;  one  is,  a  bullying  e'lfort  to  op- 
pose ourselves  to  the  laws  of  the  countries 
we  visit ;  and  then,  when  we  fail,  a  whin- 
ing aj)peal  to  some  Minister  or  Consul  to 
take  up  our  battle.  The  first  is  stupid — the 
latter  is  contemptible.  The  same  feeling 
that  would  prevent  me  trespassing  on  the 
hospitality  of  an  unwilling  host,  will  rescue 
me  from  the  indignity  of  remaining  in  a 
country  where  my  j^resence  is  distasteful  to 
the  rulers  of  it." 

"  Such  a  line  of  conduct,"  said  he, 
"  would  expose  us  to  insult  from  one  end 
of  Europe  to  the  other." 

"And  if  it  teach  us  to  stay  at  home,  and 
live  under  laws  that  we  understand,  the 
price  is  not  too  high  for  the  benefit." 

He  blustered  away  about  what  he  Vv'ouldn't 
do  in  the  Press,  and  in  his  "  place  in  Par- 
liament ;  but  what's  the  use  of  all  that  ? 
Will  England  go  to  war  for  Kenny  James 
Dodd  ?  No.  Well,  then,  by  no  other  ar- 
gument is  the  foreigner  assailable.  Tell 
the  Austrian  or  the  Eussian  government 
that  the  company  at  the  "Freemasons'" 
dinner  were  shocked,  and  the  ladies  at  Ex- 
eter Hall  were  outraged  at  their  cruelty, 
and  they'll  only  laugh  at  you.  We  can't 
send  a  licet  to  Vienna  ;  nor — we  wouldn't 
if  we  could. 

I  didn't  tell  Lord  George,  but  to  you,  in 
confidence,  Tom,  I  will  say,  I  think  we 
have — if  we  liked  it — a  grand  remedy  for 
all  these  cases.  Do  you  know  that  it  was 
thinking  of  Tim  Eyan,  the  rat-catcher  at 
Kelly's  mills,  suggested  it  to  me.  When- 
ever Tim  came  up  to  a  house  with  his  traps 
and  contrivances,  if  the  family  said  they 
didn't  need  him,  "for  they  had  no  rats," 
he'd  just  loiter  alDout  the  place  till  evening 
— and,  whatever  he  did,  or  how  he  did  it, 
one  thing  w^as  quite  sure,  they  had  never 
to  make  the  same  complaint  again  ;  Now, 
my  notion  is,  whenever  we  have  any  grudge 
with  a  foreign  State,  don't  begin  to  fit  out 
fleets  or  armaments,  but  just  send  a  steamer 
off  to  the  nearest  port  with  one  of  the  ref- 
ugees aboard.  I'd  keep  Kossuth  at  Malta, 
always  ready  ;  Louis  Blanc  and  Ledru  Eol- 
lin  at  Jersey ;  Don  Miguel  and  Don  Carlos 
at  Gibraltar ;  and  have  Mazzini,  and  some 
of  the  rest,  cruising  about  for  any  service 
they  may  be  wanted  on.  In  that  way,  Tom, 
we'd  keep  these  governments  in  order,  and, 
like  Tim  Eyan,  be  turning  our  vermin  to 
a  good  account  besides  ! 

I  thought  that  Mrs.  D.  and  Mary  Anne 
displayed  a  degree  of  attachment  to  this 
place  rather  surprising,  considering  that  I 
have  heard  of  nothing  but  its  inconveniencea 
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till  this  moment,  when  we  are  ordered  to 
quit  it.  Now,  however,  they  suddeidy  dis- 
cover it  to  he  healthful,  eharniiufr,  and 
economical.  I  have  questioned  Cary  as  to 
the  secret  of  this  change,  but  she  does  not 
understand  it.  She  knows  that  Lord  George 
received  a  large  packet  by  the  post  of  tliis 
morning,  and  instantly  hurried  oft'  to  com- 
municate its  contents  to  Mary  Anne.  By 
George  !  Tom,  I  have  come  to  tlie  notion 
that  to  rule  a  family  of  four  people,  one 
ought  to  have  a  "detective  officer "  at- 
tached to  the  household.  Every  day,  or  so, 
something  puzzling  and  inexplicable  occurs, 
the  meaning  of  which  never  turns  up  till  you 
find  yourself  duped,  and  then  it  is  too  late  to 
comphiin.  Now,  this  same  letter  Cary  speaks 
of  is  at  this  very  instant  exercising  a  degree 
of  influence  here,  and  I  am  to  remain  in 
ignorance  of  the  cause  till  I  can  pick  it  out 
from  the  ett'ect.  This,  too,  is  another  blessed 
result  of  foreign  travel  !  "When  we  lived  at 
home  the  incidents  of  our  daily  life  were 
few,  and  not  very  eventful  ;  they  Avere  cir- 
cumscribed within  narrow  limits,  and  ad- 
dressed themselves  to  the  feelings  of  every 
one  amongst  us.  Concealment  would  have 
been  absurd,  even  were  it  possible  ;  but  the 
truth  was,  we  were  all  so  engaged  with  the 
same  topics  and  the  same  spirit,  that  we 
talked  of  them  constantly,  and  grew  to 
think  that  outside  the  little  circle  of  our- 
selves the  world  was  a  mere  wilderness.  To 
be  sure,  all  this  sounds  very  narrow-minded, 
and  all  that.  So  it  does  ;  but  let  me  tell 
you,  it  conduces  greatly  to  happiness  and 
coiitentment. 

Now,  here  we  have  so  many  irons  in  the 
fire,  some  one  or  other  of  us  is  always  l)urn- 
ing  his  fingers ! 

I  continue  to  be  very  uneasy  about  James. 
Not  a  line  have  we  had  from  him,  and  he's 
now  several  weeks  gone  !  I  wrote  to  Vick- 
ars,  but  have  not  yet  heard  from  him  in 
reply.  Cary  endeavors  to  persuade  me  that 
it  is  only  his  indolent,  careless  habit  is  in 
fault ;  but  I  can  see  that  she  is  just  as  un- 
comfortable and  anxious  as  myself. 

You  will  collect  from  the  length  of  this 
document  that  I  am  quite  myself  again  ; 
and,  indeed,  except  a  little  dizziness  in  my 
head  after  dinner,  and  a  tendency  to  sleep, 
I'm  all  right.  Not  that  I  coiu|)lain  of  the 
latter,  far  from  it,  Tom.  Sancho  Panza 
himself  never  blessed  the  inventor  ef  it 
more  fervently  than  I  do. 

Sometimes,  however,  I  think  that  it  is 
the  newspapers  are  not  so  amusing  as  they 
used  to  be.  The  racy  old  bitterness  of  party 
spirit  is  dying  out,  and  all  the  spicy  drol- 
lery and  epigrammatic  fun  of  foriner  days 
gone  with  it.    *It  strikes  me  too,  Tom,  that 


'•'Party,"  in  the  strong  sense,  never  can  ex- 
:  ist  again  among  us.  Party  is  es-sentially 
the  submission  of  the  many  to  the  few  ; 
and  so  long  as  the  fe\v  were  ])re-emincnt  in 
lability  and  tactical  skill,  Ufjthing  was  more 
salutary.  AValpole,  Pel  ham,  Pitt  and  Fox, 
j  stood  immeasurablv  above  tiie  men  and  the 
intelligence  of  thefr  time.  Their  statecraft 
was  a  science  of  which  the  mass  of  their 
I  followers  were  totally  ignorant,  and  the 
crew  never  dreamt  of  questioning  the  pilot 
as  to  the  course  he  was  about  to  take. 
Whereas  now — although  by  no  means  defi- 
cient in  able  and  competent  men  to  rule  us 
— the  body  of  the  House  is  filled  by  others 
very  little  their  inferiors.  Old  Babington 
used  to  say  "  that  between  a  good  physi- 
cian and  a  bad  one,  there  was  only  the  dif- 
ference between  a  pound  and  a  guinea."  In 
the  same  way  there  is  not  a  wider  inteiTal 
now,  between  the  Right  Honoral)le  Secre- 
tary on  the  Treasury  Bench,  and  the  Hon- 
orable Member  below  him.  Education  is 
widely  disseminated — the  intercourse  of 
club  life  is  immense — opportunities  of 
knowledge  abound  on  every  hand — the 
press  is  a  great  popular  instructor ;  and, 
above  all,  the  tenipcr  and  tendency  of  the 
age  favoi's  labor  of  every  kind.  Idleness  is  not 
in  vogue  with  any  class  of  the  whole  com- 
munity. What  chance,  then,  of  any  man,  no 
matter  how  great  and  gifted  he  be,  imi)OS- 
ing  his  opinions — as  stich — upon  the  world 
of  politics  ?  A  Minister  or  his  opponent 
may  get  together  a  number  of  supporters 
for  a  particular  measure,  just  as  you  or  I 
could  muster  a  mob  at  ah  election  or  a  fair  ; 
but  there  would  be  no  more  discipline  in 
the  one  case  than  in  the  other.  Theyd 
come  now,  and  go  when  they  liked  ;  and 
any  chance  of  reducing  such  "  irregulars  " 
to  the  habits  of  an  army,  would  be  down- 
right impossible  ! 

There  is  another  cause  of  dulness,  too,  in 
the  nev.spapers.  All  the  accidents — a  most 
amusing  column  it  used  to  be — are  now  en- 
tirely caused  by  railroads  ;  and  there  is  a 
shocking  sameness  about  them.  They  were 
•^^  shunting"  wagons  along  the  line  when 
the  exju-ess  came  up,  or  the  pointsman 
didn't  turn  the  switch,  or  the  fog  obscured 
the  danger  signal.  "With  these  three  ex- 
Ijlanations  some  hundreds  of  human  beings 
[are  annually  smashed,  smothered,  and 
I  scalded,  anil  the  survivors  not  a  whit  more 
provident  than  before. 

Cruel  assaults  upon  women— usually  the 
wives  of  the  ruffians  themselves — are,  I  per- 
ceive, becoming  a  species  of  popular  cus- 
tom in  England.  Every  Times  I  see  has 
its  catalogue  of  these  atrocities  :  and  I  don't 
perceive  "that  five  shilling   fines  nor  even 
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three  weeks  at  the  treadmill,  diminishes 
the  number.  One  of  the  railroad  compa- 
nies announces  that  it  will  not  hold  itself 
rcs[)onsiblo  for  casualties,  nor  indemnify 
the  sufferers.  Don't  you  think  that  we 
might  borrow  a  hint  from  them,  and  insert 
some  cUiuse  of  tlio  same  kind  into  the  mar- 
riage ceremony,  and  tl)atthe  woman  should 
know  all  her  'Miabilities "  without  any 
hops  of  appeal  ?  Ah  !  Tom  Purcoll,  all 
our  naval  reviews,  and  industrial  exhibi- 
tions, and  boastful  "  loading  "  articles  about 
our  national  greatness,  come  with  a  very  ill 
grace  in  the  same  broad  sheet  with  these 
degrading  Police  histories.  Mnst  savage 
ferocity  accompany  us  as  we  grow  in  wealth 
and  power  ?  If  so,  then  I'd  rather  see  us 
a  third-rate  power  to-morrow,  thau  rule  the 
"world  at  the  cost  of  such  disgrace  ! 

Ireland  I  see  jogs  on  just  as  usual, 
■vrrangling  away.  They  can't  even  agree 
■whether  the  potatoes  have  got  the  rot  or 
not.  Some  of  the  papers,  too,  are  taking 
up  the  English  cry  of  triumph  over  the 
downfall  of  our  old  Squirearchy ;  but  it 
does  not  sound  well  from  tlicm.  To  be 
sure,  some  of  the  new  proprietors  would 
seem  not  only  to  have  taken  our  estates,  but 
tasted  the  ]31arney-stone  besides  ;  and  one, 
a  great  man,  too,  has  been  making  a  fine 
speech,  "with  his  "respected  friend,  the 
Eeverend  Mr.  O'Shea,''  on  his  right  hand, 
and  vowing  tliat  he'll  never  turn  out  any- 
body that  pays  the  rent,  nor  dispossess  a 
good  tenant !  The  stupid  infatuation  of 
these  English  makes  me  sick,  Tom.  Why, 
"with  all  their  self-sufficiency  can't  they  see 
that  we  understand  our  own  people  better 
than  they  do  ?  "We  know  the  causes  of 
bad  seasons  and  short  harvests  better  ;  we 
know  the  soil  better,  and  the  climate  bet- 
ter, and  if  we  liaven't  been  good  landlords, 
it  is  simply  because  v\'e  couldn't  aiford  it. 
Now,  they  are  rich,  and  can  afford  it ;  and 
if  they  have  bought  up  Irish  estates  to  get 
the  rents  out  of  them,  I'd  like  to  know 
"what's  to  be  the  great  benefit  of  the  change. 
"  Pay  up  the  arrears,"  says  I ;  but  if  my 
Lord  Somebody  from  England  says  the 
same,  I  think  tliere's  no  use  in  selling  me 
out,  and  taking  him  in  my  place.  And  this 
brings  m.e  to  asking  when  I'm  to  get  an- 
other remittance  ?  I  am  thinking  seriously 
of  retrenchment ;  but  first,  Tom,  one  must 
have  something  to  retrench  upon.  You 
must  possess  a  salary  before  you  can  stand 
'•stoppages."  Of  course  we  mean  ''to 
come  home  again."  I  haven't  heard  that 
the  Government  have  selected  me  for  a 
snug  berth  in  the  Colonies  ;  so  be  assured 
that  you'll  see  us  all  back  in  Dodsborough 
before 


Mrs.  D.  had  been  looking  over  my 
shoulder,  Tom,  wliile  I  was  writing  the  last 
line,  and  we  have  just  had  wliat  she  calls 
an  "explanation,"  but  what  ordinary  gram-  ■ 
marians  would  style  a — row.  She  frankly 
and  firmly  declares  that  I  may  try  Tinibuc- 
too  or  the  Gambia  if  I  like,  but  back  to 
Ireland  she  positively  will  not  go  !  She 
informs  me,  besides,  that  she  is  quite  open 
to  an  arrangement  about  a  separate  main- 
tenance. But  my  property,  Tom,  is  like 
poor  Jack  Heffernan's  goose — it  woiildn't 
bear  carving,  so  he  just  helped  himself  to 
it  all !  And,  as  I  .said  to  Mrs.  D.,  tw^o  people 
may  get  some  kind  of  shelter  under  one  um- 
brella, but  they'll  inf  al]il)ly  be  wet  through 
if  they  cut  it  in  two,  and  each  walk  off  with 
his  half.  "If  you  were  a  bit  of  a  gentle- 
man," said  she,  "you'd  give  it  all  to  the 
lady."  That's  what  I  got  for  my  illustra- 
tion. 

But  now  that  I'm  safe  once  more,  I  re- 
peat you  shall  certainly  see  us  back  in  our 
old  house  again,  and  which,  for  more  rea- 
sons than  I  choose  to  detail  here,  we  ought 
never  to  have  quitted. 

I  have  been  just  sent  for  to  a  Cabinet 
Council  of  the  family,  who  are  curious  to 
know  whither  we  are  going  from  this  ;  and 
as  I  wish  to  appear  prepared  with  a  plan, 
and  am  not  strong  in  geography,  I'll  take  a 
look  at  the  map  before  I  go.  I've  hit  it, 
Tom — Parma.  Parma  will  do  admirably. 
It's  near,  and  it's  never  visited  by  stran- 
gers. There's  a  gallery  of  pictures  to  look 
at,  and,  at  the  worst,  plenty  of  cheese  to 
eat.  Tourists  may  talk  and  grumble  as 
they  will  about  the  dreary  aspect  of  these 
small  capitals,  without  trade  and  commerce, 
with  a  beggarly  Court  and  a  ruined  nobility 
— to  me  they  are  a  boon  from  heaven.  You 
can  always^live  in  them  for  a  fourth  of  the 
cost  of  elsewhere.  The  head  inn  is  your 
own,  just  as  the  Piazza  is,  and  the  park  at 
the  back  of  the  palace.  It  goes  hard  but 
you  can  amuse  yourself  poking  about  into 
old  churches,  and  peeping  into  shrines,  and 
down  wells,  i)ottering  into  the  market-place, 
and  watching  the  bargaining  for  eggs  and 
onions ;  and  when  these  fail,  it's  good  fun 
to  mark  the  discomfiture  of  your  woman- 
kind at  being  shut  up  in  a  place  where 
there's  neither  opera  nor  playhouse — no 
promenade,  no  regimental  band,  and  not 
even  a  milliner's  shop. 

From  all  1  can  learn,  Parma  will  suit  me 
perfectly  ;  and  now  I'm  off  to  announce  my 
resolve  to  the  family.  Address  me  there, 
Tom,  and  with  a  sufficiency  of  cash  to  move 
further  when  necessary. 

I'm  this  moment  come  back,  and  not 
quite  satisfied  with  what  I'"vm3  done.     Mrs. 
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D.  and  Mary  Anne  approve  liighly  of  my 
choice.     They  say  nothing  could  be  better. 
Some  of  us  must  be  mistaken,  and  I  fer- 
vently trust  tiuit  it  may  not  l)e 
Your  sincere  friend, 

Kexny  James  Dodd. 


LETTER  LVI. 

JAMES   DOUD   TO   LORD   GEORGE   TIVERTON,    M.    P. 

Cour  de  Viennc,  IVIantua. 

My  Dear  George, — I've  only  five  min- 
utes to  give  you  ;  for  the  horses  are  at  the 
door,  and  we're  to  start  at  once.  I  have  a 
great  budget  for  you  when  we  meet ;  for 
we've  been  over  the  Tyrol  and  Styria,  spent 
ten  days  in  Venice,  and  "done"  Verona 
and  the  rest  of  them — John  Murray  in 
hand. 

We're  now  bound  for  IMilan,  where  I 
want  you  to  meet  us  on  our  arrival,  with  an 
invitation  from  my  Mother,  asking  Joseph- 
ine to  the  Villa.  I've  told  her  that  the  note 
is  already  there  awaiting  her,  and  for  mercy 
sake,  let  there  be  no  disappointment. 

This  dispensation  is  a  horribly  tedious 
affair ;  but  I  hope  we  shall  iuive  ifc  now 
within  the  present  month.  The  interval 
she  desires  to  spend  in  perfect  retirement, 
so  that  the  Villa  is  exactly  the  place,  and 
the  attention  will  be  well  timed. 

Of  course  they  ought  to  receive  her  as 
well  as  possible.  Mary  Anne,  I  know%  re- 
quires no  hint ;  but  try  and  persuade  the 
Governor  to  trim  himself  up  a  little,  and 
if  you  could  make  away  with  that  old  flea- 
hitten  robe  he  calls  his  dressing-gown,  you'd 
do  the  State  some  service.  Look  to  the 
servants,  too,  and  smarten  them  up  :  a  cold 
perspiration  breaks  over  me  when  I  think 
of  Betty  Cobb ! 

I  rely  on  you  to  think  of  and  provide  for 
everything,  and  am  ever  your  attached 
friend, 

James  Dodd. 

I  clumged  my  last  five  hundred  pound 
note  at  Venice,  so  that  I  must  bring  the 
campaign  to  a  close  immodiately. 


LETTER  LVIL 

MRS.  DODD  TO  MRS,  MARY  GALLAGHER,  DODSBOROUGH. 

Parma.     Tlie  "  Coin-  do  Par  me." 
My   dear  Molly,— When    I   wrote   to 
you  last,  we  were  living,  quietly  it  is  true 


and  unostensivelv,  but  liai  pily  on  the  Lake 
of  Comus,  and  tliere  we  might  liave  passed 
the  whole  Autumn,  liad  not  K.  L,  with 
his  usual  thoughtfulness  for  the  comfort 
of  his  family,  got  nito  a  row  with  the  po- 
lice, and  had  us  sent  out  of  the  country. 

Xo  less,  my  dear  !  Over  the  frontier  in 
twenty-four  hours  was  the  word  ;  and  when 
Lord  George  wanted  to  see  some  of  the 
great  })eoi)le  aljout  it,  or  even  make  a  stir 
in  the  newspapers,  he  wouldn't  let  him. 
"No,"  said  he,  "  the  world  is  getting  tired 
of  Englishmen  that  are  wronged  by  foreign 
governments.  They  say,  naturally  enough, 
that  there  must  be  some  fault  in  ourselves, 
if  we  are  always  in  trouble,  this  way  ; 
and,  besides,  I  Avould  not  take  fifty  pounds, 
and  have  somebody  get  up  in  the  House 
and  move  for  all  the  correspondence  in  the 
case  of  Mr.  Dodd,  so  infamously  used  by 
the  authorities  in  Lombardy."  Them's  his 
words,  Molly  ;  and  when  we  told  him  that 
it  was  a  fine  way  of  getting  known  and 
talked  about  in  the  world,  what  was  his 
answer  do  you  think  ?  "I  dont  want  no- 
toriety ;  and  if  I  did,  I'd  write  a  letter  to 
the  Times,  and  say  it  was  I  that  defended 
Hougoumont,  in  the  battle  of  Waterloo. 
There  seems  to  be  a  great  dispute  about  it, 
and  I  don't  see  why  I  couldn't  put  in  my 
claim." 

I  suppose  after  that,  Molly,  there  will  be 
very  little  doubt  that  his  head  isn't  quite 
right,  for  he  was  no  more  at  Waterloo  than 
you  or  me. 

It  was  a  great  shock  to  us  when  we  got 
the  order  to  march  ;  for  on  that  same  morn- 
ing the  post  brought  us  a  letter  from  James, 
or,  at  least,  it  came  to  Lord  George,  and 
with  news  that  made  me  cry  with  sheer 
happiness  for  full  two  hours  after.  I  wasn't 
far  wrong,  Mollv,  when  I  told  you  that  it's 
little  need  he'd  h\\Q  of  learning,  or  a  pro- 
fession. Launch  him  out  well  in  life  was 
my  words  to  K.  I.  Give  him  ample  means 
to  mix  in  society  and  make  friends,  and 
see  if  he  won't  turn  it  to  good  account.  I 
know  the  boy  well  :  and  that's  what  K,  I. 
never  did — never  could. 

See   if   I'm   not  right,  Maiy  Gallagher. 

He  went   down    to   the    baths   of I'm 

afraid  of  the  name,  but  it  sounds  'like 
"Humbug,"  as  well  as  I  can  make  out — 
and  what  does  he  do  but  make  acquaint- 
ance with  a  Iteautiful  young  creature,  a 
widow  of  nineteen,  rolling  in  wealth,  and 
one  of  the  first  families  in  France. 

How  he  did  it,  I  can't  tell  ;  no  more  tlian 
where  he  got  all  the  money  he  spent  there 
on  horses,  and  carriages,  and  dinners,  and 
elegant  things  that  he  ordered  for  her  from 
Paris.     He  passed  five  weeks  there,  court- 


:aG4 


CHARLES  LEVER'S    WORKS. 


ing  her,  I  suppose ;  and  tlicii  away  they  i 
went,  rambling  through  Germany,  and  over 
the  mountains,  down  to  Venice.  8he  in 
Jier  own  travelling -carriage,  and  James 
driving  a  team  of  four  beautiful  grays  of 
his  own  ;  and  then  meeting  when  they 
stopped  at  a  town,  but  all  witii  as  mucii 
discretion  as  if  it  was  only  politeness  be- 
tween them  At  last  he  pops  the  cpiestion, 
Molly  ;  and  it  turns  out  that  she  has  no 
objection  in  life,  only  that  she  must  get  a 
dispensation  from  the  Pope,  because  she 
was  promised  and  betrothed  to  the  King  of 
Naples,  or  one  of  his  brothers  ;  and  though 
she  married  another,  she  never  got  what 
they  call  a  Bull  of  release. 

This  is  the  hardest  thing  in  the  world  to 
obtain  ;  and  if  it  wasn't  that  she  has  a  Car- 
dinal an  uncle,  she  might  never  get  it.  At 
all  events,  it  will  take  time,  and  meanwhile 
she  ought  to  live  in  the  strictest  retirement. 
To  enable  her  to  do  this  properly,  and  also 
by  way  of  showing  her  every  attention, 
James  wrote  to  have  au  invitation  ready 
for  her  to  come  down  to  the  villa  and  stay 
with  ns  on  a  visit. 

By  bad  hick,  my  dear,  it  was  the  very 
morning  this  letter  came  K.  I.  had  got  us 
all  ordered  away  !  What  was  to  be  done, 
was  now  the  question  ;  we  daren't  trust 
him  with  the  secret  till  she  w^as  in  the 
house,  for  we  knew  well  he'd  refuse  to  ask 
her — saying  he  couldn't  afford  the  expense, 
and  that  we  were  all  sworn  to  ruin  him. 
"We  left  it  to  Lord  George  to  manage  ;  and 
he,  at  last,  got  K.  I.  to  fix  on  Parma  for  a 
week  or  two,  one  of  the  quietest  towns  in 
Italy,  and  where  you  never  see  a  coach  on 
the  streets,  nor  even  a  well-dressed  crea- 
ture out  on  Sunday.  K.  I.  was  delighted 
with  it  all ;  saving  money  is  the  soul  of 
him,  and  he  never  thinks  of  anything  but 
when  he  can  make  a  ha|fl  bargain.  What 
he  does  with  his  income,  Molly,  the  saints 
alone  can  tell  :  but  I  suspect  that  there's 
some  sinners,  too,  know  a  trifle  about  it ; 
and  the  day  will  come  when  I'll  have  the 
proof !  Lcrd  G.  sent  for  the  landlord's 
tariff,  and  it  was  reasonable  enough.  Eooms 
were  to  be  two  zwanzigers — one  and  four- 
pence —  a  piece;  breakfast,  one;  dinner, 
twQ  zwanzigers  ;  tea,  half  a  one  ;  no  charge 
for  wine  of  the  place ;  and  if  we  stayed 
any  time,  we  were  to  have  the  key  of  a  box 
at  the  Opera. 

K.  I.  was  in  ecstacy.  ''If  I  was  to  live 
here  five  or  six  years,"  says  he,  "and  pay 
nobody,  my  affairs  wouldn't  he  so  much 
embarrassed  as  they  are  now  ! " 

'•'  If  you'd  cut  off  your  encumbrances, 
Mr.  Dodd,"  says  I,  "that  would  save  some- 
thing." 


'']\ry  what  ?"  said  he,  flaring  up,  with  a 
face  like  a  turkey-cock. 

But  I  wasn't  going  to  dispute  with  him, 
Molly,  so  I  swept  out  of  the  room,  and 
threw  down  a  little  china  flower-pot  just  to 
stop  him. 

That  same  day  we  started,  and  arrived 
here  at  the  hotel,  the  Cour  de  Parme,  by 
midnight  ;  it  was  a  tiresome  journey,  and 
K.  I.  made  it  worse,  for  he  was  fighting 
with  somebody  or  other  the  whole  time  ; 
and  Lord  George  was  not  with  us,  for  he 
had  gone  off  to  Milan  to  meet  James  ;  and 
Mr.  D.  was  therefore  free  to  get  into  as 
many  scrapes  as  he  pleased.  I  must  say, 
he  didn't  neglect  the  oi^portunity,  for  he 
insulted  the  passport  people  and  the  cus- 
tom-house officers,  and  the  man  at  the 
bridge  of  boats,  and  the  postmasters  and 
postilions  everywhere.  "I  didn't  come 
here  to  be  robbed,"  said  he  everywhere  ; 
and  he  got  a  few  Italian  words  for  "  thief," 
"rogue,"  "villain,"  and  so  on;  and  if  I 
saw  one,  I  saw  ten  knives  drawn  on  him 
that  blessed  day.  He  wouldn't  let  Gary 
translate  for  him,  but  sat  on  the  box  him- 
self, and  screamed  out  his  directions  like  a 
madman.  This  went  on  till  we  came  to  a 
place  called  San  Donino,  and  there — it  was 
the  last  stage  from  Parm^i — they  told  him 
he  couldn't  have  any  horses,  though  he 
saw  ten  of  them  standing  all  ready  har- 
nessed and  saddled  in  the  stable.  I  sup- 
pose they  explained  to  him  the  reason,  and 
that  he  didn't  understand  it,  for  they  all 
got  to  words  together,  and  it  was  soon 
who'd  scream  loudest  amongst  them. 

At  last  K.  I.  cried  out,  '^Come  down, 
Paddy,  and  see  if,we  can't  get  four  of  these 
beasts  to  the  carriage,  and  we'll  not  ask  for 
a  postilion." 

Down  jumps  Paddy  out  of  the  rumble, 
and  rushes  after  him  into  the  stable.  A 
terrible  uproar  followed  this,  and  soon  after 
the  stable  people,  helpers,  ostlers,  and  post- 
boys, were  seen  running  out  of  the  door 
for  their  lives,  and  K.  I.  and  Paddy  after 
them,  with  two  rack-staves  they  had  torn 
out  of  the  manger.  "Leave  them  to  me," 
says  K.  I.;  "leave  them  to  me,  Padcl}',  and 
do  you  go  in  for  the  horses ;  put  them  to, 
and  get  a  pair  of  reins  if  you  can  ;  if  not, 
jump  up  on  one  of  the  leaders,  and  drive 
away." 

If  he  was  bred  and  born  in  the  place  he 
could  not  have  known  it  better,  for  he  came 
out  the  next  minute  Avith  a  pair  of  horses, 
that  he  fastened  to  the  carriage  in  a  trice, 
and  then  hurried  back  for  two  more,  that 
he  quickly  brought  out  and  put  to  also. 
"There's  no  whip  to  be  found,"  says  he, 
"  but  this  wattle  will  do  for  the  leaders ; 


THE  DODD   FAMILY  ABROAD. 


2G5 


and  if  your  honor  will  stir  up  tlie  wheeler's, 
here's  a  nice  little  handy  stable  fork  to  do 
it  with.'  With  this  Paddy  sprung  into 
tlic  saddle,  K.  I.  jumped  up  to  the  box, 
and  off  they  set,  tearin^^  down  the  street 
like  mad.  It  was  pitch  (lai  k,  and  of  course 
neither  of  them  knew  the  road,  ])ut  K.  I. 
screamed  out,  ''Keep  in  I  he  niid(lk>,  Paddy, 
and  don't  ])ull  up  for  any  one."  AVe  went 
through  the  vilhige  at  a  full  gallop,  the 
people  all  yelling  antl  shouting  after  us  ; 
but  at  the  end  of  the  street  there  were  two 
roads,  and  Paddy  cried  out,  ''Which  way 
noAv  ?"  "Take  the  widest,  if  you  can  see 
it,"  screamed  out  K.  I.;  and  away  he  went 
at  a  pace  that  made  the  big  travelling-car- 
riage bumi)  and  swing  like  a  boat  at  sea. 

We  soon  felt  we  were  going  down  a 
dreadful  steep,  for  the  carriage  was  all  but 
on  top  of  the  horses,  and  K.  I.  kept  scream- 
ing out,  "Keep  up  the  pace,  Paddy.  Make 
them  go,  or  we'll  all  be  smashed."  Just  as 
he  said  that,  I  heard  a  noise,  like  the  sea 
in  a  storm,  a  terrible  sound  of  rushing, 
dashing,  roaring  water,  then  a  frightful 
yell  from   Paddy,    followed  by  a  plunge, 

"  In  a  river,  by !"  roared  out  K.  I.; 

and  as  he  said  it  the  coach  gave  a  swing 
over  to  one  side,  then  righted,  then  swung 
l)aek  again,  and  with  a  crash  that  I  tliought 
smashed  it  to  atoms,  fell  over  on  one  side 
into  the  Avatcr. 

"All  right,"  said  K.  I.;  "I  turned  the 
leaders  short  round  and  saved  us  ! "  and 
with  that  ho  began  tearing  and  dragging 
us  out.  I  fell  into  a  swoon  after  this,  and 
know  no  more  of  what  happened.  When 
I  came  to  piysclf  I  was  in  a  small  hut, 
lying  on  a  bed  of  chestnut-leaves,  and  the 
place  crowded  with  peasants  and  postilions. 

"There's  no  mischief  done.  Mamma," 
said  Gary.  "Paddy  swam  the*  leaders 
across  beautifully,  for  the  traces  snapped  at 
once,  and  except  the  fright,  we're  nothing 
the  worse." 

"Where's  Mary  Anne  ?  "  said  I. 

"Talking  to  the  gentleman  who  assisted 
us — outside — some  friend  of  Lord  George's, 
I  believe,  for  he  is  with  him." 

Just  as  she  said  this,  in  comes  Mary  Anne 
with  Lord  George  and  his  friend. 

"Oh,  mamma,"  says  she,  in  a  whisper, 
"you  don't  know  who  it  is — the  Prince 
himself ! " 

'•Ah,  been  and  done  it,  marm,"  said  he, 
addressing  me  with  his  glass  in  his  eye. 

"What,  sir? "said  L 

"Taken  a  'header,'  thev  tell  me,  eh? 
Glad  there's  no  harm  done." 

"His  Serene  Highness  ho])es  you'll  not 
mind  it  mamma."  said  Mary  Anne. 

"Oh,  is^Aa^it?"  said  L 


"Yes,  mamma.  Isn't  he  delightful — 
so  easy,  so  familiar,  and  so  truly  kind, 
also." 

"  He  has  just  ordered  up  tvN'o  of  iiis  ov\n 
carriages  to  take  us  on." 

By  this  time  his  Serene  Highness  had 
lighted  his  cigar,  and,  seating  himself  on  a 
log  of  wood  in  the  corner  of  the  hut,  began 
smoking.  In  the  intervals  of  the  puffs  lie 
said  : 

"  Old  Gent  took  a  wrong  turning — should 
have  gone  left — water  very  high,  besides, 
from  the  late  rains — regular  smash — wish 
I'd  seen  it." 

K.  I.  now  joined  us,  all  dripping,  and 
hung  round  with  weeds  and  water-lilies — as 
Lord  George  said,  like  an  ancient  river 
god.  "In  any  other  part  of  the  globe," 
said  he,  "  there  Avould  have  been  a  warning 
of  some  kind  or  other  stuck  up  here  to  show 
there  wasn't  a  bridge ;  but  exactly  as  I 
said  yesterday,  these  little  beggarly  States, 
with  their  petty  governments,  are  the  curse 
of  Europe." 

"  Hush,  Papa,  for  mercy's  sake,"  whis- 
pered Mary  Anne  ;  "  this  is  the  Prince 
himself  ;  it  is  his  Serene  Highness " 

"Oh,  the  devil  !  '  said  he. 

"My  friend,  Mr.  Dodd,  Prince,"  snid 
Lore*  George,  presenting  him  with  a  sly 
look,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  the  same  I  told 
you  about." 

"Dodd — Dodd — fellow  of  that  name 
hanged,  wasn't  there  ? ''  said  the  Prmce. 

"  Yes,  your  Highness  ;  he  was  a  Doctor 
Dodd,  who  committed  foi-gery,  and  for 
whom  the  very  greatest  pul)lic  symjiathy 
was  felt  at  the  time,"  said  K.  I. 

"  Your  father,  eh  ?  " 

"  No,  your  Highness,  no  relation  Avhat- 
ever." 

"Won't  have  him  at  any  price,  George," 
said  the  Prince,  with  a  wink.  "  Never 
draw  a  weed.  Miss?"  said  he,  turning  to 
Mary  Anne. 

I  don't  know  Avhat  she  said,  but  it  must 
have  been  smart,  for  his  Serene  Highness 
laughed  heartily,  and  said  : 

"  Egad,  I  got  it  there,  Tiverton  !  " 

In  due  time  a  royal  carriage  arrived.  The 
Prince  himself  handed  us  in,  and  we  drove 
off  with  one  of  the  Court  servants  on  the 
box.  To  be  sure,  we  forgot  that  we  had 
left  K.  r.  behind  ;  but  Mary  Anne  said  he'd 
have  no  difficulty  in  finding  a  conveyance, 
and  tlie  distance  was  only  a  few  miles. 

"I  wish  his  Serene  IIighiu\^s  had  not 
taken  aw^ay  Lord  George,"'  said  Mary  Anne; 
"he  insists  upon  his  going  with  him  to 
Venice." 

"For  my  part,"  said  Gary,  "though 
greatly  obliged  to  the  Prince  for  bis  oppor- 
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tune  kindness  to  ourselves,  I  am  still  more 
grateful  to  him  for  this  service." 

On  that,  my  dear,  we  had  a  dispute  that 
lasted  till  we  got  to  our  journey's  end  :  for, 
though  the  girls  never  knew  what  it  was  to 
disagre3  at  "home  in  Dodsborough;  here, 
abroad,  Ciry's  jealousy  is  such  that  she 
cannot  control  herself,  and  says  at  times 
the  most  cruel  and  unfeeling  things  to  her 
sister. 

At  last  we  got  to  the  end  of  this  weari- 
some day,  and  found  ourselves  at  the  door 
of  the  iim.  Tlie  Court  servant  said  some- 
thing to  the  landlord,  and  immediately  the 
whole  household  turned  out  to  receive  us, 
and  the  order  was  given  to  prepare  the 
"Ambassador's  suite  of  apartments  for  us." 

"This  is  the  Prince's  doing,"  whispered 
Mary  Anne  in  my  ear.  "Did  you  ever 
know  such  a  piece  of  good  fortune  ?" 

The  rooms  were  splendid,  Molly  ;  though 
a  little  gloomy  when  we  first  got  m,  for  all 
"the  hangings  were  of  purple  velvet,  and 
tlie  pictures  on  the  walls  were  dark  and 
black,  so  that,  though  we  had  two  lamps  in 
our  saloon  and  above  a  dozen  candles,  you 
could  not  see  more  than  one-half  the 
length  of  it. 

I  never  saw  Mary  Anne  in  such  spirits  in 
my  life.  She  walked  up  and  down  admir- 
ing everything,  praising  everything ;  then 
she'd  sit  down  to  the  piano  and  play  for  a 
few  minutes,  and  then  spring  up  and  waltz 
about  the  room  like  a  mad  thing.  As  for 
Gary,  I  didn't  know  wdiat  became  of  her 
till  I  found  that  she  had  been  down*  stairs 
with  the  landlord,  getting  him  to  send  a 
conveyance  back  for  her  father,  quite  for- 
getting, as  Mary  Anne  said,  that  any  fuss 
about  the  mistake  would  only  serve  to  ex- 
pose us.  And  there,  Mollj^  once  for  all,  is 
the  diifei'ence  between  the  tvvo  girls  !  The 
one  has  such  a  knowledge  of  life  and  the 
world,  that  she  never  makes  a  blunder  ; 
and  the  other,  with  the  best  intentions,  is 
always  doing  something  wrong  ! 

AVe  waited  supper  for  K.  I.  till  past  one 
o  clock  ;  but,  witli  his  usual  selfishness  and 
disregard  of  others,  he  never  came  till  it 
was  nigh  three,  and  then  made  such  a  noise 
as  to  wake  up  the  whole  house.  It  ap- 
peared, too,  that  he  missed  the  coach  that 
was  sent  to  meet  him,  and  he  and  Paddy 
Byrne  came  the  whole  way  on  foot !  Let 
him  do  what  he  will,  he  has  a  knack  of 
bringing  disgrace  on  his  family  !  The  fa- 
tigue and  wet  feet,  and  his  temper  more  than 
either,  brought  back  the  gout  on  him,  and 
he  didn't  get  up  till  late  in  the  afternoon. 
We  were  in  the  greatest  anxiety  to  tell  him 
about  James ;  but  there  was  no  saying 
what  humor  he'd  be  in,  and  how  he'd  take 


it.  Indeed,  his  first  appearance  did  not 
augur  well.  He  was  cross  with  everything 
and  everybody.  He  said  that  sleeping  on 
that  grand  bed  with  the'  satin  hangings, 
was  like  lying  in  state  after  death,  and  that 
our  elegant  drawing-room  was  about  as 
comfortable  as  a  cathedral. 

He  got  into  a  little  better  temper  when 
the  landlord  came  up  with  the  bill  of  fare, 
and  t(j  consult  him  about  the  dinner. 

"Egad  !"  said  he,  "I've  ordered  four- 
teen dishes,  so  I  don't  think  they'll  make 
much  out  of  the  two  zwanzigcrs  a  head!  " 
Out  of  decency  he  had  to  order  Cham- 
pagne, and  a  couple  of  bottles  of  Italian 
wnno  of  a  very  high  qu'ality.  "It's  like  all 
my  economy,"  says  he  ;  "  five  shillings  for 
a  horse,  and  a  pound  to  get  him  shod  !  " 
We  saw  it  was  best  to  wait  till  dinner 
was  over  before  we  spoke  to  him  ;  and,  in- 
deed, we  were  right,  for  he  dined  very 
heartily,  finished  the  two  bottles,  every 
glass,  and  got  so  happy  and  comfortable 
that  Mary  Anne  sat  down  to  the  piano  to 
sing  for  him. 

"Thank  you,  my  darling,"  said  he,  when 
she  was  done.  "I've  no  doubt  that  the 
song  is  a  fine  one,  and  that  you  sung  it 
well,  but  I  can't  follow  the  words  nor  ap- 
preciate the  air.  I  like  something  that 
touches  me  either  with  an  old  recollection, 
or  by  some  suggestion  for  the  future  :  and  if 
you'd  try  and  remember  the  '  Meeting  of 
the  Waters,'   or    'Where's    the  Slave    so 

lowdy  ' " 

"I'm  afraid,  Sir,  I  cannot  gratify  you," 
said  she  ;  and  it  was  all  she  could  do  to  get, 
I  out  of  the  room  before  he  heard  her  sob- 
,  bing. 

"  What's  the  matter,  Jemi,"  said  he, 
I  "  did  I  say  anything  wrong  ?  Is  Molly 
i  angry  vvitli  me  ?  " 

j      "Will  you  tell  me,"  said  I,  "when  you 

I  ever  said  anything  right  ?     Or  do  you  do 

anything  from  morning  till  night  but  hurt 

I  the  feelings  and  dance  upon  tlie  tenderest 

':  emotions  of  your  whole  family  ?    I've  sub- 

I  mitted  to  it  so  long,"  said  I,  "  that  I  have 

no  heart  left  in  me  to  complain  ;  but  now 

I  that  you  drive  m.e  to  it,  I'll  tell  you  my 

j  mind  ; "  and  so  I  did,  Molly,  till  he  jump- 

j  ed  up  at  last,  put  on  his  tat,  and  rushed 

down  stairs  into  the  street.     After  which  I 

I  went  to  my  room,  and  cried  till  bed- time. 

I  As  poor  Mary  Anne  said  to  me,  "  There 

I  was  a  refined   cruelty  in  that  request  of 

Papa's,  I  can  never  forget ;  "  nor  is  it  to  be 

I  expected  she  should  ! 

I     The  next  morning  at  breakfast  he  was  in 

'  a  better  humor,  for  the  table  was  covered 

with    delicacies    of   every  kind,  fruit  and 

I  liqueurs  besides.    "'  Not  dear  at  eightpence. 
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Jemi/'  he'd  say,  at  every  time  lio  (illcd  his 
pUite.  "Just  tliiiik  the  way  one  is  rohhed 
by  servants,  when  you  see  what  can  be  had 
for  a  *  zwanziger  ; '  "  and  he  made  Gary 
take  doAvn  a  list  of  the  things,  just  to  send 
to  the  Times,  and  show  liow  the  English 
hotels  were  cheating  the  public. 

We  saw  tiuit  this  was  a  fine  opportunity 
to  tell  him  about  James,  and  so  Mary  Anne 
undertook  the  task.  "  And  so  he  never 
went  to  London  at  all,"'  he  kept  repeating 
all  the  while.  No  matter  what  she  said 
about  the  Countess,  and  her  fortune,  and 
her  great  connections;  nothing  ctinie  out 
of  hi.-'  lips  but  the  same  words. 

"  Don't  you  perceive,"  said  I,  at  last,  for 
I  couldn't  bear  it  any  longer,  "  that  he  did 
better — that  the  boy  took  a  shorter  and  surer 
road  in  life,  than  a  shabby  place  under  the 
Crown  ! " 

"  May  be  so,"  said  he,  with  a  deep  sigh — 
"  may  be  so  I  but  I  ought  to  be  excused  if 
I  don't  see  at  a  glance  hoAv  any  man  makes 
his  fortune  by  marriage  !" 

I  knew  that  he  meant  that  for  a  provo- 
cation, Molly,  but  I  bit  my  lips  and  said 
nothing. 

We  then  explained  to  him  that  we  had 
sent  olf  a  note  to  the  Countess,  asking  her 
to  pass  a  few  weeks  v/ith  us,  and  were  in 
hourly  expectation  of  her  arrival. 

lie  gave  another  heavy  sigh,  and  drank 
oil  a  glass  of  Curayoa. 

Mary  Anne  Avent  on  about  our  good  luck 
in  finding  such  a  capital  hotel,  so  cheap, 
and  in  such  a  sweet  retired  spot.  Just  the 
very  thing  the  Countess  would  like. 

"Never  went  to  London  at  all  !"  mut- 
tered K.  I.,  for  he  couldn't  get  his  thougiits 
out  of  the  old  track.  And,  indeed,  tiiough 
we  were  all  talking  to  him  for  more  than 
an  hour  afterwards,  it  was  easy  to  see  that 
he  was  just  standing  still  on  the  same  spot 
as  before.  I  don't  ever  remember  passing 
a  day  of  such  anxiety  as  that,  for  every  dis- 
tant noise  of  wheels,  every  crack  of  a  post- 
ilion's whip,  brought  us  to  the  wiiulow  to 
see  if  they  were  coming.  We  delayed  din- 
ner till  seven  o'clock,  and  put  K.  I.'s  watch 
back,  to  persuade  him  it  was  only  five  ;  we 
loitered  and  lingered  over  it  a.s  long  as  we 
could,  but  no  sight  nor  sound  was  there  of 
their  coming. 

"  Tell  Paddy  to  fetch  my  slippers,  ]\[ol- 
ly,"  said  K.  I.,  as  we  got  into  the  drawing- 
room. 

'•  Oh,  Papa  !  impossible,"  said  she  ;  "  the 
Countess  may  arrive  at'any  moment." 

"Think  of  his  never  going  to  London  at 
all,"  said  he,  with  a  groan. 

I  almost  cried  with  spite,  to  see  a  man 
BO  lost  to  every  sentiment  of  proper  pride, 


and  even  dead  to  the  prospects  of  his  own 
children  ! 

"  Don't  you  think  I  might  have  a  cigar  ?  " 
said  he. 

"Is  it  here,  Papa?"  said  Mary  Anno. 
"The  smell  of  tobacco  would  certainly  dis- 
gust the  Countess." 

''  He  thinks  it  would  be  more  flattering 
to  receive  her  into  all  the  intimacy  of  the 
family,"  said  I,  "and  see  us  without  any 
disguise." 

"Egad,  then,"  said  he,  bitterly,  "she's 
come  too  late  for  f/tat ;  she  should  have 
made  our  acquaintance  before  we  began 
vagabondising  over  Europe,  and  pretending 
to  fifty  things  we've  no  right  to  ! " 

"Here  she  is — here  they  are  !  "  screamed 
Mary  Anne  at  this  moment,  and,  with  a 
loud  noise  like  thunder,  the  heavy  carriage 
rolled  under  the  arched  gateway ;  while 
crack — crack — crack  went  the  whips,  and 
the  big  beil  of  the  hall  began  ringing  away 
furiously. 

"I'm  off,  at  all  events,"  said  K.  I.  ;  and 
snatching  one  of  the  candles  otf  the  table, 
he  rushed  out  of  the  room  as  hard  as  he 
could  go. 

I  hadn't  more  than  time  to  put  my  cap 

straight  on  my  head,  when  I  heard  them  on 

the  stairs ;  and  then,  with  a  loud  bang  of 

the  folding  doors,    the  landlord    himself 

ushered  them   into   the   room.     She    was 

leaning  on  James's  arm,  but  the  minute 

she  saw  me,  she  rushed  forward  and  kis.sed 

my  hand  !     I  never  was  so  ashamed  in  my 

life,  Molly.     It  was  making  me  out  such  a 

'  great  personage  at  once,  that  I  thought  I'd 

'  have  fainted   at  the  very  notion.      As  to 

Mary  Anne,  they  were  in  each  other's  arms 

in  a  second,  and  kissed  a  dozen  times.  Cary, 

[however,  with  a  coldness  that  111  never  for- 

igive  her  for,  just  shook  hands  with  her, 

land  then  turned  to  endjrace  James  a  second 

!  time. 

While  Mary  Anne  was  taking  off  her 
shawl  and  her  bonnet,  I  saw  that  she  was 
looking  anxiously  about  the  room.  "  What 
is  it  ?■'  said  I  tc"Mary  Anne — "  what  does 
she  Avant  ?  "  "She's  asking  where 's  the 
Prince  ;  she  moans  Papa,"  whispered  Mary 
Anne  to  me  ;  and  then  in  a  flash,  I  saw  the 
I  way  James  represented  us.  ••  Tell  her  my 
j  dear,"  said  I,  "  that  the  Prince  wa.^m't  very 
!  well,  and  has  gone  to  bed."  But  she  was 
:  too  much  engaged  with  us  all  to  ask  more 
I  about  him,  aiut  we  all  sat  down  to  tea,  the 
j  happiest  party  ever  you  looked  at.  I  had 
I  time  now  to  look  at  her,  and  really,  Molly, 
I  must  allow  she  was  the  handsomest  crea- 
ture I  eve;-  beheld.  She  was  a  kind  of  a 
Spanish  beauty,  brown,  and  with  jet-black 
eyes  and  hair, 'but  a  little  vermillion  on  her 
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cheeks,  and  eyc-laslics  that  threw  a  shadow 
over  the  upper  part  of  lier  face.  As  to  licr 
teeth,  wlieii  she  smiled — I  thought  Mary 
Ann's  good,  hut  they  were  nothing  in  com- 
parison. When  she  caught  me  looking  at 
her,  slie  seemed  to  guess  wliat  was  passing 
in  my  mind,  for  she  stooped  down  and 
Ivissed  my  hand  twice  or  thrice  with  rapture. 

It  was  a  great  loss  to  me,  as  you  may 
suppose,  that  I  couldn't  speak  to  her,  nor 
undersraiul  wluit  she  said  ro  me  ;  hut  I  saw 
that  Mary  Anne  was  charmed  with  her,  and 
even  Gary — cold  and  distant  as  she  Avas  at 
first — seemed  very  much  taken  with  her 
afterwards. 

"When  tea  "was  over,  Jamos  sat  down  be- 
side me,  and  told  me  everything.  "  If  the 
Governor  will  only  behave  handsomely  for 
a  week  or  two,''  said  he — ''I  ask  no  more 
— that  loA'ely  creature  and  four  thousand 
a  year  are  all  my  own."  He  went  on  to 
show  me  that  we  ought  to  live  in  a  certain 
style — not  looking  too  narrowly  into  the 
cost  of  it — while  she  was  with  us.  ''She 
can't  stay  after  the  fourteenth,"  said  he, 
"for  her  uncle  the  Cardinal  is  to  be  at  Pisa 
that  day,  and  sh3  must  be  there  to  meet 
him  ;  so  that,  after  all,  it's  only  three  weeks 
I'm  asking  for,  and  a  couple  of  hundred 
jiounds  will  do  it  all.  As  for  me,"  said  he, 
"I'm  regularly  aground  —  haven't  a  ten 
pound  note  remaining,  and  had  to  sell  my 
'drag'  and  my  four  grays  at  Milan,  to  get 
money  to  come  on  here." 

He  then  informed  me  that  her  saddle- 
horses  would  arrive  in  a  day  or  two,  and 
that  we  should  immediately  provide  others, 
to  enable  him  and  the  girls  to  ride  out  with 
her.  "She  is  used  to  every  imaginable 
luxury,"  said  he,  "and  has  no  conception 
that  want  of  means  could  be  the  impedi- 
ment to  having  anything  one  wished 
for." 

I  promised  him  to  do  my  best  with  his 
Father,  Molly  ;  but  you  may  guess  what  a 
task  that  was ;  for,  say  what  I  could,  the 
only  remark  I  could  get  out  of  him  was, 
"It's  very  strange  that  he  never  went  to 
London." 

After  all,  Molly,  I  might  have  spared 
myself  all  my  fatigue  and  all  my  labor,  if 
I  had  only  had  the  common  sense  to  re- 
member what  he  was — what  he  is — ay,  and 
what  he  will  be — to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
He  wasn't  well  in  the  room  witli  her  the 
next  morning,  when  I  saw  the  old  fool 
looking  as  soft  and  as  sheei)ish  at  her  as  if 
he  was  making  love  himself.  I  own  to  you, 
^Molly,  I  think  she  encouraged  it.  Slie  had 
that  French  way  with  her,  that  seems  to 
gay,  "Look  as  long  as  you  like,  and  I  don't 
mind  it ; "  and  so  lie  did  —  and  even  after 


breakfast  I  caught  him  peeping  under  the 
Times  at  her  foot,  which,  I  must  say,  was 
beautifully  shaped  and  small,  not  but  that 
the  shoe  had  a  great  deal  to  say  to  it. 

"I  hope  you're  pleased,  Mr.  Dodd?" 
said  I,  as  I  passed  behind  his  chair.  "Yes," 
said  he  ;  "the  funds  is  rising." 

"I  mxcan  with  the  ]irospect,"  said  I. 

"Yes,"  said  he;  "we'll  be  all  looking 
up  presently." 

"Better  than  looking  down,"  said  I, 
"you  old  fool.  !  " 

I  couldn't  help  it,  Molly,  if  it  was  to 
have  spoiled  everything — the  words  would 
come  out. 

He  got  very  red  in  the  face,  Molly,  but 
said  nothing,  and  so  I  left  him  to  his  own 
reflections.  And  it  is  what  I'm  now  going 
to  do  with  yourself,  seeing  that  I've  come 
to  the  end  of  all  my  news,  and  carefully 
Jotted  down  everything  that  has  occurred 
here  for  your  benefit.  Four  days  have  noAV 
passed  over,  and  they  don't  seem  like  as 
many  hours,  though  the  place  itself  has  not 
got  many  amusements. 

The  young  jieople  ride  out  every  morn- 
ing on  horseback,  and  rarely  come  back 
until  time  to  dress  for  dinner.  Then  we 
all  meet ;  and  I  must  say  a  more  elegant 
display  I  never  witnessed  !  The  table  cov- 
ered v/ith  plate,  and  beautiful  colored  glass 
globes  filled  with  flowers.  The  girls  in 
full  dress — for  the  Countess  comes  down 
as  if  she  was  going  to  a  Court,  and  wears 
diamond  combs  in  her  head,  and  a  brooch 
of  the  same,  as  large  as  a  cheese-plate. 
I,  too,  do  my  best,  to  make  a  suitable  ap- 
pearance— in  crimson  velvet  and  a  spangled 
turban,  with  a  deej)  fall  of  gold  fringe — 
and,  except  the  "Prince" — as  we  call  K. 
I. — we  are  all  fit  to  receive  the  Emperor  of 
Eussia. 

In  the  evening  we  have  music  and  a  game 
of  cards,  except  on  the  Opera  nights,  which 
we  never  miss;  and  then,  with  a  nice  warm 
supper  at  twelve  o'clock,  Molly,  we  close  as 
pleasant  a  day  as  'you  could  wish.  Of 
course  I  can't  tell  you  much  more  about 
the  Countess,  for  I'm  unable  to  talk  to  her, 
but  she  and  Mary  Anne  are  never  asunder  ; 
and,  though  Cary  still  plays  cold  and  re- 
tired, she  can't  ISiclp  calling  her  a  lovely 
creature. 

It  seems  there  is  some  new  difficulty 
about  the  dispensation  ;  and  the  Cardinal 
requires  her  to  do  "some  meritorious 
works,"  I  think  they  call  them,  befoi'e  he'll 
ask  for  it.  But  if  ever  there  was  a  saintly 
young  creature  it  is  herself;  and  I  hear 
she's  up  at  five  every  morning,  Just  to  at- 
tend first  mass. 

Here,  they  are  now,  coming  up  the  stairs. 
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and  I  haven't  more  than  time  to  seal  this, 
and  write  myself 

Your  attaclied  friend, 

Jemima  Dodd. 

Mary  Anne  begs  you  will  tell  Kitty  Doo- 
lan  tliat  she  lias  not  been  able  to  write  to 
her,  with  all  the  occupation  she  has  lately 
had,  but  will  take  the  very  first  moment 
to  send  her  at  least  a  few  linos.  As  James's 
good  luck  will  soon  be  no  secret,  you  may 
tell  it  to  Kitty,  and  I  think  it  won't  be 
thrown  away  on  her,  as  I  suspect  she  was 
making  eyes  at  him  herself,  though  she 
might  be  liis  mother. 


LETTER  LVIII. 

MISS  MARY    >KNE   PODD   TO     i.IISS   DOOLAN   OF   BALLY- 
DOC  LAN. 

Parma. 

Dearest  Kitty, — It  is  but  seldom  I 
have  to  bespeak  your  indulgence  on 
the  score  of  my  brevity,  but  I  must  do  so 
now,  overwhelmed  as  I  am  with  occupa- 
tion, and  scarcely  a  moment  left. me  that  I 
can  really  call  my  own.  Mamma's  letter 
to  Old  Molly  will  have  explained  to  you 
the  great  fortune  which  has  befallen  James, 
and,  I  might  add,  also,  all  who  belong  to 
him.  And  really,,  dearest,  with  all  the  as- 
surance the  evidence  of  my  own  sen.ses  can 
convey,  I  still  find  it  difficult  to  credit  such 
unparalleled  luck.  Fancy  beauty —  and 
such  beauty' — youth,  genius,  mind,  rank, 
and  a  large  fortune,  thrown,  I  may  say,  at 
his  feet  !  She  is  Spanish,  by  the  mothers 
side  ;  "Las  Caldeuhas,"  I  think  the  name, 
whose  father  was  a  Grandee  of  the  first 
class.  Iler  own  father  was  the  General 
Count  de  St.  Amand,  who  commanded  in 
the  celebrated  battle  of  Austerlitz  in  the 
retreat  from  Moscow.  I'm  sure,  dearest, 
you'll  bo  amazed  with  my  familiarity  with 
these  historical  events,  but  the  truth  is, 
she  is  a  perfect  treasury  of  such  knowledge, 
and  I  must  needs  gain  some  little  by  the 
contact. 

I  am  at  a  loss  how  to  give  you  any  cor- 
rect notion  of  one  whose  universality  seems 
to  impart  to  her  character  all  the  sem- 
blance of  contradictory  fpialities.  She  is, 
for  instance,  proud  and  haughty,  to  a  de- 
gree little  short  of  insolence.  She  exacts 
from  men  a  species  of  deference  little  less 
than  a  slavish  submission.  As  she  herself 
says,  "Let  them  do  homage."  All  her 
ideas  of  life  and  society  are  formed  07i 
the  very  grandest  scale.     She  has  known. 


[in  fact,  ])ut  (me  "set,"  and  that  has  been 
I  one  where  royalties  moved  as  private  indi- 
I  viduals.     Iler    very    trinket.^    recall   such 
memories  ;  and  I  have  pas.sed  more  than  one 
I  morning  admiring  pearl  earrings,  with  tlie 
'cipher  of  the   Czarawitscli  ;  bracelets  with 
'  the  initials  of  an  Austrian  Archduke,  and 
!a  diamond  cro.s.s,  which  she  for^iot  wliether 
I  it  was  given    her  by  Prince  Metternich  or 
I  Mehemet  Ali.     If  you  only  heard  her,  too, 
I  how  she  talks  of  that  "  dear  old  thing,  the 
J  e\-King  of  Bavaria,"  and  with  what  affec- 
tionate regard  she  alludes  to  "  her  second 
self— the  Queen  of  Spain,"  you'd  feel  at 
once,  dearest  Kitty,  that  you  were  moving 
amidst  crowns  and  sceptres,  with  the  rus- 
tle of  royal  purple   beside,  and  the  shadow 
of  a  thronely  canopy  over  you.      In  one 
sense,  this  has  been  for  us  the  veiy  rarest 
piece  of  good  fortune  ;  for,  accustomed  as 
she  has  been  to  only  one  sphere — and  that 
tlie  very  highest — she  does  not  detect  many 
little  peculiarities  in  Papa's  and  Mamma's 
habits,  and  censure  them  as  vulgar,  but  ra- 
ther accc))ts   them  as  the  ways  and  cus- 
toms among  ordinary   nobility.     In  fact, 
she  thinks  tlie   Prince,  as  she  calls  Papa, 
the  very  image  of  "  Pozzo  di  Borgo  ;  "  and 
Mamma  sne  can  scarcely  see  without  say- 
ing "Your  jMajc.«!ty,"  she  is  so  like  the 
Queen  Dowager  of  Piedmont. 

As  to  James,  if  it  were  not  that  I  knew 
her  real  sentiments,  and  that  she  loves  him 
to  disiraction, — merely  judging  from  \^hat 
goes  on  in  society — I  should  say  he  had  not, 
a  chance  of  success.  ^Siie  takes  })leasure,  I 
almost  think,  in  decrying  the  very  quali- 
ties he  has  most  pretension  to.  She  even 
laughs  at  his  horsemanship  ;  and  yesterday 
went  so  far  as  to  say  that  activity  was  not 
among  his  perfections- -James,  who  is  really 
the  very  type  of  agility  I  One  of  her  amuse- 
ments is  to  ])ropose  to  liim  some  impossible 
feat  or  other,  and  the  poor  boy  has 
nearly  broken  his  back  and  dislocated  his 
limb.s  by  contortions  that  nothing  but  a 
fish  coulil  accomi)lish.  But  the  contrarie- 
ties of  hernaturedo  not  end  here!  She, 
so  grave,  so  dignified,  so  imperious.  I  might 
even  call  it,  before  ^others,  once  alone  with 
me  becomes  tlie  wildest  creature  in  exist- 
ence. The  very  moment  siie  makes  her  es- 
cape to  her  own  room,  she  can  scarcely  con- 
trol her  delight  at  throwing  ofl'  the  "Count- 
ess," as  she  says  herself,  and  being  once 
again  free,  joyous,  and  unconstrained, 

I  have  told  her,  over  and  over  again,  that 
if  James  only  knew  her  in  these  moods, 
that  he  would  adore  her  even  more  than  he 
does  now  ;  but  she  only  laughs,  and  says, 
"AVell,  time  enough;  he  shall  see  me  so 
one  of  these  days."  It  wai  not  till  after  ten 
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or  Twelve  days  tliat  slic  admitted  me  to  her 
real  confideiiee.  The  manner  of  it  was  it- 
self curious.  ''  Are  you  sleei)y  ?  "  said  she 
to  me,  one  evening,  as  we  went  up  stairs  to 
bed,  ''for,  if  not,  come  and  pay  me  a  visit 
in  my  room. " 

I  accepted  tlie  invitation ;  and  after  ex- 
changing my  evening  robe  for  a  dressing- 
gown,  hastened  to  the  chamber.  I  could 
scarcely  believe  my  eyes  as  I  entered  !  She 
was  seated  on  a  richly-embroidered  cushion 
on  the  floor,  dressed  in  Turkish  fashion, 
loose  trowsers  of  gold-S])rigged  muslin,  with 
a  small  fez  of  scarlet  cloth  on  her  head,  and 
a  jacket  of  the  same  colored  velvet  almost 
concealed  beneath  its  golden  embroidery  ; 
a  splendid  scimitar  lay  beside  her,  and  a 
most  costly  pipe  in  pure  Turkish  taste, 
which,  however,  she  did  not  make  use  of, 
but  smoked  a  small  paper  cigarette  instead. 

"Come,  dearest,'"  said  she,  ''turn  the 
key  in  the  door,  and  light  your  cigar  ;  here 
we  are  at  length  free  and  happy."  It  was 
in  vain  that  I  assured  her  I  never  had 
tried  to  smoke.  At  first  she  wouldn't  be- 
lieve, and  then  she  actually  screamed  with 
laughter  at  me.  "  One  would  fancy,"  said 
she,  "  that  you  had  only  left  England  yes- 
terday. Why,  child,  where  have  you  lived, 
and  with  whom  ?  "  I  cannot  go  over  all 
she  said ;  nor  need  I  repeat  the  efforts  I 
made  to  palliate  my  want  of  knowledge  of 
life,  which  she  really  appeared  to  grieve 
over.  "I  should  never  think  of  asking 
your  sister  here,"  said  she ;.  "  there  is  a 
frivolity  in  all  her  gaiety — a  light-hearted- 
ness,  without  sentiment — that  I  cannot 
abide  ;  but  you,  ma  chc-re,  you  have  a  na- 
ture akin  to  my  own.  You  ought,  and,  in- 
deed, must  be  one  of  us." 

So  far  as  I  could  collect,  Kitty— for  re- 
member I  was  smoking  my  first  cigarette 
all  this  time,  and  not  particularly  clear  of 
head — there  is  a  set  in  Parisian  society,  the 
most  exclusive  and  refined  of  all,  who  have 
voted  the  emancipation  of  woman  from  all 
the  slavery  and  degradation  to  which  the 
social  usages  of  the  world  at  large  would 
condemn  them.  Eightly  judging  that  the 
expansion  of  intelligence  is  to  be  acquired 
only  in  gTcater  liberty  of  action,  they  have 
admitted  them  to  a  freer  community  and  j^ar- 
ticipation  in  the  themes  which  occupy  men's 
thoughts,  and  the  habits  Avhich  accompany 
their  moods  of  reflection.  Gifted,  as  we 
confessedly  are,  with  nicer  and  more  acute 
perceptions,  finer  powers  of  discrimination 
and  judgment,  greater  delicacy  of  feeling, 
and  more  apt  appreciation  of  the  beautiful 
and  the  true,  why  should  we  descend  to  an 
intellectual  bondage  ?  As  dearest  Joseph- 
ine says :  "  Our  influence  to  be  beneficial 


should  be  candidly  and  openly  exercised, 
not  furtively  practiced,  and  cunningly  in- 
sinuated. Let  us  leave  these  arts  to  women 
who  want  to  rule  their  husbands ;  our 
destiny  be  it — to  sway  mankind  ! "  Her 
theory,  so  far  as  I  understand  it,  is  that 
men  will  not  endure,  petty  rivalries,  but 
succumb  at  once  to  superior  attainments. 
Thus,  your  masculine  young  lady,  Kitty — '' 
your  creature  of  boisterous  manners,  slang, 
and  slap-dash — is  invariably  a  disgust ;  but 
your  true  "Lionne,"  gifted,  yet  graceful, 
possessing  every  manly  accom23lishment,  and 
yet  employing  her  knowledge  to  enhance 
the  charms  of  her  society  and  render  her- 
self more  truly  companionable,  the  equal 
of  men  in  culture,  their  superior  in  taste 
and  refinement,  exercises  a  despotic  in- 
fluence around  her. 

Men  will  quit  the  salon  for  tlio  play-table. 
Let  us,  then,  be  gamblers  for  the  nonce, 
and  we  shall  not  be  u'^serted.  They  smoke, 
that  they  may  get  together  and  talk  with  a 
freedom  and  a  license  not  used  before  us. 
Let  us  adopt  the  custom,  rnd  we  are  no 
longer  debarred  from  their  intimacy  and 
the  power  of  infusing  the  refining  influences 
of  our  sex  through  their  barbarism  !  As 
Josephine  says  :  "  We  are  the  martyrs,  now, 
that  we  may  be  the  masters,  hereafter  !" 

I  grew  very  faint,  once  or  twice,  while 
she  was  talking ;  and,  indeed,  at  last  was 
obliged  to  lie  down,  and  have  my  lemples 
bathed  in  Eau-de-Cologne,  so  that  I  un- 
luckily lost  many  of  her  strongest  argu- 
ments and  happiest  illustrations  ;  but,  from 
frequent  conversations  since,  and  from  read- 
ing some  of  the  beautiful  romances  of 
"George  Sand,"  I  have  attained  to,  if  not 
a  full  appreciation,  at  least  an  unbounded 
admiration  of  this  beautiful  system. 

Have  I  forgotten  to  tell  you  that  we  met 
the  Prince  of  Pontremoli  on  our  w%ay  here  ? 
— a  Serene  Highness,  Kitty !  but  as  easy 
and  as  familiar  as  my  brother  James.  The 
drollest  thing  is,  that  he  has  lived  while  in 
England  with  all  the  "fast  people,"  and 
only  talks  a  species  of  conventional  slang 
in  vogue  among  them  ;  but,  for  all  that,  he 
is  delightful — full  of  gaiety  and  good  spirits, 
and  has  the  wickedest  dark  eyes  you  ever 
beheld. 

Dear  Josephine's  caprices  are  boundless  I 
Yesterday  she  read  of  a  black  Aral)ian  that 
the  Imau'm  of  somewhere  was  sending  as  a 
present  to  General  Lamoriciere,  and  she  im- 
mediately said,  "Oh,  the  General  is  exiled 
now,  he  "can't  want  a  charger — send  and  get 
him  for  7>?e."  Poor  James  is  out  all  the 
morning  in  search  of  some  one  to  despatch 
on  this  difficult  service  ;  but  how  it  is  to 
be  accomplished — not  to  speak  of  where  the 
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money  is  to  come  from — is  iin  uii readable  ' 
riddle  to 

Your  alfcctioiiutc  luid  devoted 

Maky  Anne  Dodd.      j 

You  will  doubtless  bo  dissatisfied,  dearest ! 
Kitty,  if  I  seal  this  without  inserting  one 
word  about  myself  and  my  own  prospects. 
Kut  what  ean  I  say,  save  that  all  is  mist- 
wreatlied  and  shadowy  in  the  dim  future 
before  me.      //(?hassiid  nothing  sinee.     I 
see — it  is  but  too  phdn  to  see — the  anguish 
that  is  tearing  his  very  heart-strings  ;  but! 
he  buries  his  sorrow  within  his  soul,  and  I ! 
am  not  free  even  to  weep  beside   the  sep-  \ 
ulchre  !     Oh,  dearest,  when  you  read  what  \ 
George  Sand  has  written— wJien  you  come  I 
to  ])onder  over  the  miseries  the  fatal  insti-  j 
tution    of  marriage   has   Avrought   in   the 
world — the  fond  hearts  broken — the  noble 
natures  crushed,  and  the  proud  spirits  de- 
graded— you    will    only   wonder    why   the 
tyranny  has  been  borne  so  long  !  and  exclaim 
Avith  me:  "When — oh,  when  shall  we  be 
free  ! " 


LETTER  LIX. 

1KNXY  JAMES  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  OF 
THE  GRANGE,  BRUFF. 

Parma. 

My  dear  Tom,  —  The  little  glcatn  of 
sunshine  that  shone  upon  us  for  the  last 
week  or  so,  has  turned  out  to  be  but  the 
])relude  of  a  regular  hurricane,  and  all  our 
feasting  and  merriment  have  ended  in 
gloom,  darkness,  and  disunion.  Mrs.  D.'s 
letter  to  old  Molly  has  made  known  to  you 
the  circumstances  under  which  James  re- 
turned home  to  us,  without  ever  having 
gone  to  London.  You,  of  course,  know 
all  about  the  lovely  yo'ing  widow,  with  her 
immense  Jointure  and  splendid  connections. 
If  you  do  not,  I  must  say  that  from  my 
heart  and  soul  I  envy  you,  for  I  have  heard 
of  nothing  else  for  the  hist  fortnight !  At 
all  events,  you  have  hoard  enough  to  satisfy 
you  that  the  house  of  Dodd  was  al)out  to 
garnish  its  escutcheon  with  some  very  fa- 
mous quarterings — illustrious  enough  even 
10  satisfy  the  ])ridc  of  tlie  McCarthys.  A 
(Jardinars  daughter — niece  T  mean  — with 
four  thousand  a  year,  had  deigned  to  ally 
herself  with  us,  and  we  Avcre  all  running 
breast  high  in  the  blaze  of  our  great  suc- 
cess. 

>She  came  here  on  a  visit  to  us  while  some 
negotiiitions  were  being  concluded  with  the 
Papal  Court,  for  we  were  great  folk,  Tom, 
let  me  tell  you,  and  have  been  performing. 


so  to  say,  in  the  same  piece  witli  Popes, 
Kings,  and  Cardinals,  for  the  last  montli  ; 
and  I,  myself,  under  the  style  and  title  of 
the  "Prince,"  have  narrowly  escaped  go- 
ing mad  from  the  unceasing  influences  of 
delusions,  shams,  and  impositions  in  which 
we  have  been  living  and  moving. 

Of  our  extravagant  mode  of  life,  I'll  onlv 
say,  that  1  don't  think  there  was  anytiiing 
omittetl  which  could  contribute  to  ruin  a 
moderate  income.  Splendid  apartments, 
grand  dinners,  horses,  carriages,  servants, 
ojiera-boxes,  Itouquets,  were  all  put  in  requi- 
sition to  satisfy  the  young  Countess  that 
she  was  about  to  make  a  suitable  alliance, 
and  that  any  deficiencies  obscrval)le  in  ei- 
ther our  manners  or  breeding,  were  fully 
compensated  for  by-  our  taste  in  cookery 
and  our  tact  in  wine.  To  be  plain,  Tom, 
to  obtain  this  young  widow,  with  four 
thousand  a  year,  we  had  to  pretend  to  be 
possessed  of  about  four  times  as  much.  It 
was  a  regular  game  of  "  brag  "  we  were  play- 
ing, and  with  a  very  bad  hand  of  cards  I 

Hope  led  me  on  from  day  to  day,  trust- 
ing that  each  post  would  bring  us  the 
wishcd-for  consent,  and  that  at  least  a  pri- 
vate marriage  would  ratify  the  compact. 
Popes  and  Cardinals,  however,  are  too 
stately  for  fast  movements,  and  at  tiie  end 
of  fiA'C  weeks  we  hadn't,  so  far  as  I  could 
see,  gained  an  inch  of  ground  ! 

At  one  time  his  Holiness  had  gone  off  to 
Albano  to  bless  somebody's  bones,  or  the 
bones  were  coming  to  bless  him,  I  forget 
which.  At  another,  the  King  of  Naples, 
fatigued  with  signing  wari-;ints  for  death 
and  the  galleys,  desired  to  enjoy  a  little  re- 
pose from  pul)l!c  business.  Cardinal  An- 
tonelli,  hearing  that  we  were  Irish,  got  in 
a  rage,  and  said  that  Ireland  gave  them  no 
peace  at  all.  And  so  it  came  to  pass  that 
the  old  thief — procrastination — was  at  his 
usual  knavery  ;  and  for  want  of  better,  set 
to  work  to  ruin  poor  Kenny  Dodd  ! 

It  is  only  fair  to  observe,  that  exce])t 
Cary  and  myself,  nobody  manifested  any 
great  impatience  at  this  delay  ;  and  even 
she,  I  believe,  merely  felt  it  out  of  regard 
to  me.  The  others  seemed  satisfied  to  fare 
sumptuousR  every  day,  and  assuredly  the 
course  of  true  love  ran  most  smoothly  along 
in  rivulets  of  mock  •'  turtle ''  and  **  ])otages 
a  la  fiancr."  At  last,  Tom,  I  brought  my- 
self to  boot  with  the  simple  question,  '•  How 
long  can  this  continue  ?  Will  your  capital 
stand  it  for  a  month,  or  even  a  week?" 
Before  I  attempted  the  answer  I  sent  for 
Mrs  D.,  to  give  her  the  honor  of  solving 
the  riddle  if  she  could. 

Our  interview  took  ])lace  in  a  little  crib 
they  call  my  dressing-room,  but  which.  I 
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must  remark  to  you,  is  a  dirk  corner  under 
a  staircase,  where  the  rats  hold  a  parlia- 
ment every  night  of  the  season.  Mrs.  D. 
was  so  shocked  with  the  locality  that  she 
proi)osed  our  adjourning  to  licr  own  apart- 
nu'u!  ;  and  thither  we  at  oneo  rtpairec\  to 
hold  our  council. 

I  have  too  often  wearied  you  with  our 
domestic  differences  to  make  any  addition 
to  such  recitals  pleasant  to  either  of  us. 
You  know  us  both  thoroughly,  besides,  and 
can  have  no  difficulty  in  filling  up  the  de- 
bate which  ensued.  Enough,  that  I  say 
Mrs.  D.  was  more  than  usually  herself. 
She  was  grandly  eloquent  on  the  prospect 
of  the  great  alliance  ;  contemptuously  in- 
different about  the  petty  sacrifice  it  was  to 
cost  us  ;  caustically  criticised  the  narrow- 
mindedness  by  which  I  measured  such  gran- 
deur ;  winding  up  all  with  the  stereotyped 
comparison  between  Dodds  and  McCarthys, 
with  which  she  usually  cojicludes  an  en- 
gagement, just  as  they  play  ''God  save  the 
Queen ''  at  Vauxhall  to  show  that  the  fire- 
works are  over. 

"And  now,"  said  I,  "that  we  have  got 
over  preliminaries,  Avheu  is  this  marriage 
to  come  off  ?  " 

*•  Ask  the  Pope  when  he'll  sign  the  Bull," 
said  she  tartly. 

"Do  you  know,"  said  I,  "I  think  the 
*  Bull  is  a  mistake  ; ' "  but  she  didn't  take 
the  joke,  and  I  Avent  on.  "After  that, 
what  delays  are  there  ?"' 

"I  suppose  the  settlement  will  take  some 
time.  You'll  have  to  make  suitable  pro- 
vision for  James,  to  give  him  a  handsome 
allowance  out  of  the  estate." 

"Egad,  Mrs.  D.,"  said  I,  "it  must  be 
oui  of  it  with  a  vengeance,  for  there's  no 
man  living  will  advance  five  hundred  vpo)i 
it." 

"  And  who  wants  them  ? "  said  she, 
angrily.  '-'You  know  what  I  mean  well 
enough  I " 

"  Upon  my  conscience,  Ma'am,  I  do  not," 
said  I.  "You  must  just  take  pity  on  my 
stupidity  and  enlighten  me." 

"  Isn't  it  clear,  Mr.  D.,"  said  she,  '  that 
when  marrying  a  woman  with  a  large  for- 
tune he  ought  to  have  something  himself?  " 

"It  would  be  better  ho  had  ;  no  doubt 
of  it  ! " 

"  And  if  he  hasn't  ?  if  what  should  have 
come  to  him  was  squandered  and  made  away 
with  by  a  life  of No  matter,  I'll  re- 
strain my  feelings." 

" Don  t  then,"  said  I,  "for  I  find  that 
miiie  would  like  a  little  expansion." 

It  took  her  five  minutes,  and  a  hard 
struggle  besides,  before  she  could  resume. 
She  had,  so  to  say,  "taken  off  the  gloves," 


Tom,  and  it  went  hard  with  her  not  to  have 
a  few  "  rounds  "  for  her  pains.  By  degrees, 
however,  she  calmed  down  to  explain,  that 
by  a  settlement  on  James  she  never  con- 
templated actual  value,  but,  an  inconver- 
tible medium — a  mere  parch mentary  fig- 
ment to  represent  lacds  and  tenements, 
just,  in  fact,  Wliat  we  had  done  before,  and 
with  such  memorable  success  in  Marj 
Anne's  case. 

"No,"  said  I,  aloud  and  at  once — "no 
more  of  that  humljug!  You  got  me  into 
that  mess  before  I  knew  where  I  was.  You 
involved  me  in  such  a  maze  of  embarrass- 
ments that  I  was  glad  to  take  any,  even  a 
bad  road,  to  get  away  from  them.  But 
you'll  not  catch  me  in  the  same  scrape 
again  :  and  rather  than  deliberately  sit 
down  to  sign,  seal,  and  deliver  myself  a 
swindler,  James  must  die  a  bachelor,  that's 
all!" 

If  I  had  told  her,  Tom,  that  I  was  going 
into  Holy  Orders,  and  intended  to  be 
Bishop  of  Madagascar,  she  could  not  have 
stared  at  me  with  more  surprise. 

"What's  come  over  you!"  said  she,  at 
last ;  , "  what's  the  meaning  of  all  these  ele- 
gant fine  sentiments  and  scruples?  Are  you 
going  to  die,  Mr.  D.  ?  is  it  making  your 
soul  you  are?  " 

"  However  unmannerly  the  confession, 
Mrs.  D.,''  said  I,  "  I'm  afraid  I'm  not  going 
to  die  ;  but  the  simple  truth  is,  that  I  can't 
be  a  rogue  in  cold  blood  ;  maybe,  if  I  had 
the  luck  to  be  l)orn  a  M'Carth}^  I  might 
have  had  better  ideas  on  the  subject.''  This 
was  a  poke  at  Morgan  James  McCarthy  that 
was  transported  for  altering  a  will. 

8he  couldn't  speak  with  passion,  she  was 
struck  dumb  with  rage,  and  so,  finding  the 
enemy's  artillery  spiked,  I  opened  a  brisk 
fire  at  musket-range  ;  in  other  Avords,  I 
told  her,  that  all  we  had  been  hitherto  do- 
ing abroad  rarely  went  beyond  making  our- 
selves ridiculous,  but,  that,  though  I  liked 
fun,  I  wouldn't  push  a  joke  as  far  as  a 
felony.  And,  finally,  I  declared,  in  a  loud 
and  very  unmistakable  manner,  that  as  I 
hadn't  a  sixpence  to  settle  on  James,  I'd 
not  got  through  the  mockery  of  engrossing 
a  lie  on  parchment.  That  I  thought  very 
meanly  of  the  whole  farce  we  were  carrying 
on  ;  and  that  if  I  Avas  only  sure  I  could 
make  myself  intelligible  in  my  French,  I'd 
just  go  straight  to  the  Countess  and  say — 
I'm  afraid  to  Avrite  the  words  as  I  spoke 
them,  lest  my  spelling  should  be  eveuAvorse 
than  my  pronunciation,  for  they  Avere  in 
French,  but  the  meaning  was— "I'm  no 
more  a  Prince  than  I'm  Primate  of  Ire^ 
land.  I'm  a  small  country  gentleman. 
Avith  an  embarrassed  estate  and  a  rascally 
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cenanky.  I  came  abroad  for  economy,  and 
it  has  almost  ruined  me.  If  you  like  my 
son,  tlierc  ho  is  for  you,  but  don't  lUitter 
yourself  that  we  jjossess  either  nobility  or 
fortune! '' 

"  You've  done  it  now,  you  old ,'^  the 

epithet  was  lost  in  a  scream,  Tom,  for  she 
went  off  in  strong  hysterics,  so  I  just  rang 
the  bell  for  ]\[ary  Anne,  and  slipped  quietly 
away  to  my  own  room.  I  trust  it  is  a  good 
conscience  does  it  for  mo,  but  I  find  that  I 
can  almost  always  sleep  soundly  wdien  I  go 
to  bed  ;  and  it  is  a  great  blessing,  Tom,  for 
let  me  tell  you,  that  after  five  or  six-and 
fifty,  one's  waking  hours  have  more  annoy- 
ances tlmn  ploasurcs  about  them  ;  but  the 
world  is  just  like  a  man's  mistress:  he  cares 
most  for  it  when  it  is  least  fond  of  him! 

i  slept  like  a  humming-top,  ami,  indeed, 
there's  no  saying  when  I  should  have  awoke, 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  the  knocking  they  kept 
up  at  my  door. 

It  was  Gary  at  last  got  admittance,  and  I 
had  only  to  look  in  her  face  to  see  that  a 
misfortune  had  befallen  us. 

'^  What  is  it,  my  dear?  "  said  I. 

*'A11  kinds  of  worry  and  confusion. 
Pappy,"  said  she,  taking  my  hand  in  both 
of  hers.     '^  The  Countess  is  gone." 

*'  Gone  ? — how  ? — where  ?  " 

"Gone.  Started  this  morning — indeed, 
before  daybreak — I  believe  for  Genoa  ;  but 
there's  no  knowing,  for  the  people  have 
been  evidently  bribed  to  secrecy." 

"  What  for  ?  with  what  object  ?  " 

"  The  short  of  the  matter  is  this,  Pappy. 
She  appears  to  have  overheard  some  cou- 
vcrsatioii — evidently  intended  to  be  of  a 
private  nature— that  passed  between  you 
and  ^lamraa  last  night.  How  she  understood 
it  does  not  appear,  for  of  course  you  didn't 
talk  French." 

"  Lot  that  pass.     Proceed." 

"AVhatever  it  was  that  slie  gathered,  or 
fancied  she  gatlierod,  one  thing  is  certain, 
she  immediately  summoned  her  maid,  and 
gave  orders  to  pack  up  ;  post-horses  were 
also  ordered,  but  all  with  the  greatest  se- 
crecy. Meanwhile  she  indited  a  short  note 
to  Mary  Anne,  in  which,  after  apologising 
tor  a  very  unceremonious  departure,  she  re- 
fers her  to  you  and  to  ]\lamnia  for  the  ex- 
planation, with  a  half-sarcastic  remark, 
'  that  family  confidences  had  much  better 
be  conducted  in  a  measured  tone  of  voice, 
and  coiifined  to  the  vernacular  of  the 
speakers.'  With  a  very  formal  adieu  to 
James,  whom  she  styles  '  votre  estimable 
fri-re,'  the  letter  concludes  with  an  assur- 
ance of  deep  and  sincere  consideration  on 
the  part  of  Josephine  de  St.  A." 

*•  What  does  all  this  mean  :  '  exclaimed 
vor.,  IV. — 18 


I,  with  a  terrible  misgiving,  Tom,  that  I 
knew  only  too  well  how  the  mischief  origi- 
nated. 

•'  That  is  exactly  what  I  want  you  to  ex- 
plain.  Pappy,"   said  she,   "  for  the   letter 
distinctly  refers  to  something  within  your 
I  knowledge." 

]      '*  I  must  see  the  document  itself,"  said  I, 
I  cautiously  ;  "fetch  me  the  letter." 
I      "James  carried  it  off  with  him." 

"  Off  with  him — why,  is  he  gone  too  ?  " 
"  Yes,  Pappy,  he  started  with  post  horses 
after  her — at  least,  so  far  as  he  could  make 
out  the  road  she  traveled.  Poor  follow  I  he 
seemed  almost  out  of  his  mind  when  ho  left 
this." 

"  And  your  Mother,  how  is  she  ?" 
I      Gary  shook  her  head  mournfully. 
1      Ah,  Tom,  I  needed  but  the  gesture  to 
show  me  what  was  in  store  for  me.     My 
[fertile  imagination  daguorreo typed  a  great 
I  family  picture,  in  which  I  was  shortly  to  fill 
a   mot   lamentable   part.      My  prophetic 
soul — as  a  novelist  would  call  it — depicted 
j  me  once  more  in  the  dock,  arraigned  for 
the  ruin  of  my  children,  the  wreck  of  their 
prospects,  and  the  downfall  of  the  Dodds. 
I  fancied  that  even  Gary  would  turn  against 
me,  and  almost  thouglit  I  could  hoar  her 
j  muttering,  "Ah  it  was  Ptipa  did  it  all  !" 
j      While  I  was  thus  communing  with  my- 
self, I  received  a  message  from  Mrs.  D.  that 
I  she  wished  to  see  me.     I  take  shame  to  my- 
j  self  for  the  confession,  Tom,  but  I  own  that 
I  felt  it  like  an  order  to  come  up  for  sen- 
I  fence.     There  could  be  no  longer  any  ques- 
I  tion  of  my  guilt — my  trial  was  over — there 
remained  nothing  but  to  hear  the  last  words 
of  the  law,  which  seemed  to  say,  "Kenny 
Dodd,  you  have  been  convicted  of  a  great 
offence.     By  your  blundering   stupidity — 
j  your  unbridled  temper,  and  your  gratuitous 
!  follv — you  have  destroyed  your  son's  chance 
'\  of  worldly  fortune — blasted  his  affections— 
,  and — and  lost  him  four  thousand  a  year. 
But  your  iniquity  does  iu)t  end  even  here. 

You  have  also  " As  I  reached  this,  the 

;  door  opened,  and  Mrs.   D.,  in  her   "buff 
j  coat,"  as  I  used  to  call  a  certain  flannel 
dressing-gown  that  she  usually  donnod  for 
battle,  slowly   entered,   followed   by   Maiy 
[  Anne,  with  a  whole  jiharmacopceia  of  re- 
storatives— an   "ambulance"  that   plainly 
predicted   hot  work  before  us.     Eesolving 
that  our  duel  should  have  no  witnesses.  I 
j  turned  the  girls  out  or  the  room,  and  for 
the  same  reason  do  I  preserve  a  rigid  secrecy 
as  to  all   the  details  of  our  engagement : 
enough  whi'u  I  say  that  the  sun  went  down 
upon  our  wrath,  and  it  was  near  nightfall 
when  we  drew  off  our  forces.     Though  1 
fought  vigorously,  and  with  the  courage  of 
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despair,  I  couldn't  get  over  the  fact  that  it 
■was  my  imliapj^y  c.\})losion  in  French  that 
did  all  the  iniscliict.  I  tried  hard  to  make 
it  apjiear  that  her  sudden  departure  was 
rather  a  I)oon  than  otherwise — that  our  ex- 
jienses  were  terrific,  and.  moreover,  that,  as 
I  was  determined  against  any  fictitious  set- 
tlement, her  ilight  had  only  anticipated  a 
certain  catastrophe  ;  but  all  these  devices 
availed  me  little  against  my  real  culpabil- 
ity, which  no  casuistry  could  get  over. 

'*  Well,  Ma'am,  said  I,  at  last,  ''  one  thing 
is  quite  clear — the  Continent  does  not  suit 
us.  All  our  experience  of  foreign  life  and 
manners  neither  guides  us  in  difficulty,  nor 
Avarns  us  when  in  danger.  Lot  us  go  back  to 
where  Ave  are,  at  least,  as  wise  as  our  neigh- 
bors— where  we  are  familiar  with  the  cus- 
toms, and  where,  whatever  our  shortcom- 
ings, we  meet  with  the  indulgent  judgment 
that  comes  of  old  acquaintance." 

''Where's  that?"  said  she.  "I'm  cu- 
rious to  knoAV  where  is  this  elegant  garden 
of  Paradise  ?  " 

"  Bruif,  Ma'am — our  own  neighborhood." 

"  Where  we  Avere  ahvays  in  hot  water  with 
every  one.  Were  you  ever  out  of  a  squab- 
ble on  the  Bench  or  at  the  Poor-house  ? 
Weren't  you  always  disputing  about  land 
with  the  tenants,  and  about  Avater  Avith  the 
miller  ?  Hadn't  you  a  row  at  CA'ery  Assizes, 
and  a  skirmish  at  every  road  session  ?  Brufi, 
indeed ;  it's  a  new  thing  to  hear  it  called 
the  Happy  Valley  !  " 

"Faith,  I  knoAv  I'm  not  Easselas,"  said  I. 

"  You're  restless  enough,"  said  she,  mis- 
taking the  word  ;  "  but  it's  A^our  own  tem- 
per that  does  it.  TsTo,  Mr.  D.,  if  you  want 
to  go  back  to  Ireland,  I  won't  be  selfish 
enough  to  oppose  it ;  but  as  for  myself,  I'll 
ncA'er  set  a  foot  in  it," 

"You  are  determined  on  that  ?"  said  I. 

"I  am,"  said  she. 

"In  that  case.  Ma'am,"  said  I,  "I'm 
only  losing  valuable  time  Avaiting  for  you 
to  change  your  mind,  so  I'll  start  at  once." 

"  A  pleasant  journey  to  you,  Mr.  D.,"  said 
she  flouncing  out  of  the  room  and  leaving 
me  the  field  of  battle,  but  scarcely  the  A'ic- 
tory.  Now,  Tom,  I've  too  much  to  do  and 
to  think  about  to  discuss  the  point  that  I 
know  you're  eager  for — which  of  us  was 
more  in  the  wrong.  Such  debates  are  only 
casuistry  from  beginning  to  end.  Besides, 
at  all  events,  my  mind  is  made  up.  I'll  go 
back  at  once.  The  little  there  ever  Avas  of 
anything  good  about  me  is  fast  oozing  away 
in  this  life  of  empty  parade  and  vanity. 
Mary  Anne  and  James  ai'e  both  the  worse 
of  it ;  who  knows  how  long  Gary  will  re- 
sist its  evil  influence  ?  I'll  go  down  to 
Genoa,  and  take   the   Peninsular  steamer 


straight  for  Southampton.  I'm  a  bad 
sailor,  but  it  will  save  me  a  few  pounds, 
aiid  some  patience  besides,  in  esca])ing  the 
lying  and  cheating  scoundrels  I  should  meet 
in  a  hmd  journey. 

To  any  of  the  neighbors,  you  may  say 
that  I'm  coming  home  for  a  few  Aveeks  to 
look  after  the  tenants  ;  and  to  any  whom 
you  think  would  believe  it,  just  hint  that 
the  Government  has  sent  for  me.- 

I  conclude  that  I'll  be  very  short  of  cash 
when  I  reach  Genoa,  so  send  me  anything 
you  can  lay  hands  on,  and  believe  me, 
Ever  your's  faithfully, 
Kexxy  James  Dodd. 

P,  S. — I  told  you  this  was  a  cheap  place. 
The  bill  has  just  come  up,  and  it  beats  the 
Clardendon  !  It  appears  that  his  Serene 
Highness  told  them  to  treat  us  like  Prin- 
ces, and  Ave  must  pay  in  the  same  style. 
I'm  going  to  settle  part  of  our  debt  by 
parting  with  our  travelling-carriage,  which, 
besides  assisting  the  exchequer,  will  be  a 
great  shock  to  Mrs.  D.,  and  a  foretaste  of 
Avhat  sb.e  has  to  come  down  to  when  I'm 
gone.  It  is  seldom  that  a  man  can  com- 
bine the  double  excellence  of  a  great  finan- 
cier and  a  great  moralist  ! 


LETTEE   LX. 

MARY  ANNE  DODD  TO  MISS  DOOLAN,  OF  BALLYDOOLAN. 

Cour  de  Parme,  Parma. 

Dearest  Kitty, — So  varied  have  been 
my  emotions  of  late,  and  with  such  whirl- 
wind rajiidity  have  tliey  succeeded  each 
other  in  my  distracted  brain,  that  I  am 
really  at  a  loss  to  know  Avhere  I  left  off  in 
my  last  epistle  to  you,  and  at  what  particu- 
lar crisis  in  our  adAentures  I  closed  my 
narrative.  Forgive  me,  dearest,  if  I  im- 
pose on  you  the  tiresome  task  of  listening 
twice  to  the  same  tale,  or  the  almost  equal- 
ly unpleasant  duty  of  trying  to  follow  me 
through  gaps  of  unexplained  events. 

Have  I  told  you  of  the  Countess's  depart- 
ture — that  most  mysterious  flight,  which 
has  thrown  poor  James  into,  I  fear,  a  hope- 
less melancholy,  and  made  shipwreck  of  his 
heart  for  ever  *?  I  feel  as  if  I  had  revealed 
it  to  my  dearest  Kitty  ;  my  soul  whispers 
to  me  that  she  bears  "her  share  in  my  sor- 
rows, and  mingles  her  tears  with  mine. 
Yes,  dearest,  she  is  gone  I  Some  indiscreet 
!  revelations  Papa  made  to  Mamma  in  his 
room,  Avould  appear  to  have  disclosed  more 
of  our  private  affairs  than  ought  to  have 
obtained  publicity,  were  overheard  by  her. 
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and  slio  immediately  pave  orders  to  licrscr- 
vuTits  to  puck  up,  leaving  a  very  vague  note 
behind  her,  plainly  intimating,  however, 
that  Papa  niiglit,  it  he  pleased,  satisfactor- 
ily account  for  the  step  she  had  taken. 
T'his,  and  a  few  almost  flippant  acknow- 
ledgements of  our  attentions,  concluded  an 
epistle  that  fell  in  the  midst  of  us  like  a 
rocket. 

If  I  feel  deeply  wounded  at  the  slight 
thus  shown  lis,  and  the  still  heavier  injury 
inflicted  on  poor  dear  James,  yet  am  I  con- 
strained to  confess  that  Jose]jhino  was  quite 
justified  in  what  she  did.  Born  in  the 
very  highest  class,  all  her  habits,  her 
ways,  her  very  instincts  aristocratic,  the 
bare  thought  of  an  alliance  with  a  family 
struggling  with  dubious  circumstances  must 
have  been  too  shocking  !  I  did  not  ever 
believe  that  she  returned  James's  affection  ; 
she  liked  him,  perhaps,  well  enough — that 
is,  well  enougli  to  marry !  She  deemed  him 
her  equal  in  rank  and  fortune,  and  in  that 
respect  regarded  the  match  as  a  fair  one. 
To  learn  that  we  were  neither  titled  nor 
rich,  neither  great  by  station  nor  rolling  in 
wealth,  was  of  course  to  feel  that  she  had 
been  deceived  and  imposed  upon,  and  might 
reasonably  warrant  even  the  half-sarcastic 
spirit  of  her  farewell  note. 

To  tell  what  misery  this  has  caused  us  all 
is  quite  beyond  me ;  scorned  affection — 
blasted  hopes — ambitions  scattered  to  the 
winds — a  glorious  future  annihilated  !  Con- 
ceive all  of  these  that  you  can,  and  then 
couple  them  with  meaner  and  more  vulgar 
regrets,  as  to  what  enormous  extravagance 
the  pursuit  has  involved  us  in,  the  expenst; 
of  a  style  of  livnig  that  even  a  Prince  could 
scarcely  have  miiintaincd,  and  all  at  a  little 
secluded  capital  where  nobody  comes,  no- 
body lives;  so  that  we  do  not  reap  even  the 
secondary  advantage  of  that  notoriety  for 
which  we  have  to  pay  so  dearly.  Mamma 
and  I,  who  think  precisely  alike  on  these 
subjects,  are  overwhelmed  with  misery  as 
we  reflect  over  what  the  money  thus  squaii- 
dered  would  have  done  at  Rome,  Florence, 
or  Vienna  ! 

James  is  distracted,  and  Papa  sits  por- 
ing all  day  long  over  papers  and  accounts, 
by  wry  of  arranging  his  affairs  before  his 
death.  Ca"y  alone  maintains  her  equanim- 
ity, for  which  she  may  thank  the  heartless- 
ness  of  a  nature  insensible  to  all  feeling. 

Imagine  a  family  circle  of  such  ingredi- 
ents !  Think  of  us  as  you  saw  us  last, 
even  in  all  the  darkness  of  Dodsborough, 
and  you  will  find  it  ditBcult  to  believe  we 
are  the  same  !  Yet,  dearest,  it  might  all 
have  been  different — how  different !  But 
Papa — there  ia  no  use  trying  to  conceal  it — 


has  a  talent  for  ruining  the  prospects  of  his 
family,  that  no  individual  advantages,  no 
combination  of  events,  hoAvever  felicitous, 
can  avail  against !  An  absurd  and  most 
jjreposterous  notion  of  being  what  lie  calls 
''  honest  and  aboveboard  "  leads  him  to  ex- 
cesses of  every  kind,  and  condemns  us  to 
daily  sorrows  and  humiliations.  It  is  in 
vain  that  we  tell  him  nobody  parades  his 
debts  no  more  than  his  infirmities  ;  that 
people  wear  their  best  faces  for  the  world, 
and  thatcredit  is  the  same  principle  in  mor- 
als as  in  mercantile  affair'.  His  re[)ly  is, 
'*No.  I'm  tired  of  all  that-.  I  never  per- 
form a  great  part  without  longing  for  the 
time  when  I  shall  be  Kenny  Dodd  again  ! " 

This  one  confession  will  explain  to  you 
the  hopelessness  of  all  our  efforts  to  rise  in 
life,  and  our  last  resource  is  in  the  prosjiect 
of  his  going  back  to  Ireland.  Mamma  has 
already  proposed  to  accept  a  thousand  a 
year  for  herself  and  me  ;  while  Gary  should 
return  with  Papa  to  Dodsborough.  It  is 
possible  that  tliis  arrangement  might  have 
been  concluded  ere  this,  but  that  Papa  has 
got  a  relapse  of  his  gout,  and  been  laid  up 
for  the  last  eight  days.  He  refuses  to  see 
any  doctor,  saying  that  they  all  drive  the 
malady  in  by  depletion,  and  has  taken  to 
drinking  port  wine  all  day  long,  by  way  of 
confining  the  attack  to  his  foot.  What  is 
to  be  the  success  of  this  treatment  has  yet 
to  be  seen,  but  up  to  this  time  its  only  pal- 
pable effect  has  been  to  make  him  like  a 
chained  tiger.  He  roars  and  shouts  fear- 
fully, and  has  smashed  all  the  more  port- 
able articles  of  furniture  in  tlie  room — 
throwing  them  at  the  waiters.  He  insists, 
besides,  on  having  his  bill  made  up  every 
night,  so  that  instead  of  one  grand  engage- 
ment once  a  week,  we  have  now  a  smart 
skirmish  every  evening,  which  usually  lasts 
till  bed-time. 

For  economy,  too,  we  have  gone  up  to 
the  second  story,  and  come  down  to  a  very 
meagre  dinner.  No  carriage — no  saddle- 
horses — no  theatre.  The  courier  dismissed, 
and  a  strict  order  at  the  bar  against  all 
"extras." 

James  lies  all  day  a-l)ed ;  Cary  plays 
nurse  to  Papa ;  ^^lammaand  I  silting  inojiing 
beside  a  little  miserable  stove  till  evening, 
when  we  receive  our  one  solitary  visitor — 
a  certain  Father  M'Grail — an  Irish  priest — 
Avho  has  been  resident  here  for  thirty  vears, 
and  is  known  as  the  Padre  Gi.iconio  !  He 
is  a  spare,  thin,  pock-marked  little  man, 
with  a  pair  of  downcast.  I  was  going  to 
say  dishonest-looking  eyes,  who  talks  with 
an  accent  as  rich  as  though  he  only  left 
Kilrush  yesterday.  "We  have  only  known 
him  ten  days,  but  he  has  already  got  an 
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immense  influence  over  mamma,  and  in- 
duced lier  to  read  innumerable  little  books, 
and  to  practice  a  variety  of  snuill  penances 
besides.  1  suspect  be  is  ratbcr  afraid  of  me 
— at  least  we  maintain  towards  eacb  otber 
a  kind  of  armed  neutrality;  but  Mamma 
will  not  sutfer  me  to  breatbe  a  word  against 
him. 

It  is  not  unlikely  tbat  be  owes  much  of 
the  esteem  Mamma  feels  for  bim  to  bis  own 
deprecatory  estimate  of  Papa,  whom  be 
pronounces  to  be,  in  many  respects,  almost 
as  infamous  as  a  Protestant.  Gary  be  only 
alludes  to  by  throwing  up  bands  and  eyes, 
and  seeming  to  infer  tbat  she  is  irrecorer- 
ably  lost. 

I  own  to  you,  Kitty,  I  don't  like  him — I 
scarcely  trust  bim — but  it  is,  after  all,  such 
a  resource  to  have  any  one  to  talk  to,  any- 
thing to  break  the  dull  mouotouy  of  tbi.s 
dreary  life,  tbat  I  hail  bis  coming  with 
pleasure,  and  am  actually  working  a  rochet, 
or  an  alb,  or  a  something  else  for  him  to 
wear  on  Saint  JSTicolo  of  Treyiso's  "festa" 
— an  occasion  on  which  the  little  man  de- 
sires to  appear  with  extraordinary  splen- 
dor. Mamma,  too,  is  making  a  canopy  to 
hold  over  bis  honored  head  ;  and  I  sincere- 
ly hope  that  our  ^'oeuvros  meritoires"  will 
redound  to  our  future  advantage  !  I  am 
half  afraid  that  I  have  shocked  you  with 
an  apparent  irreverence  in  speaking  of  these 
things,  but  I  must  confess  to  you,  dearest 
Kitty,  that  I  am  occasionally  provoked  be- 
yond all  bounds  by  the  degree  of  in  uence 
this  small  saint  exercises  in  our  family,  and 
by  no  means  devoid  of  apprehension  lest 
bis  dominion  should  become  absolute. 
Even  already  be  has  persuaded  Mamma  that 
Papa's  illness  will  resist  all  medical  skill  to 
the  end  of  time,  and  will  only  yield  to  the 
intervention  of  a  certaiii  Saint  Agatha  of 
Orsaro,  a  newly-discovered  miracle- worker, 
of  whose  fame  you  will  doubtless  hear 
much  ere  long. 

To  my  infinite  astonishment.  Papa  is 
quite  converted  to  this  opinion,  and  Cary  tells 
me  is  most  impatient  to  set  out  for  Orsaro, 
a  little  village  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain 
of  tbat  name,  and  about  thirty  miles  from 
this.  As  the  only  approach  is  by  a  bridle- 
path, we  are  to  travel  on  mules  or  asses  ; 
and  I  look  forward  to  the  excursion,  if  not 
exactly  with  pleasure,  with  some  interest. 
Father  Giacomo — I  can't  call  him  anything 
else— has  already  Avritten  to  secure  rooms 
for  us  at  the  little  inn  ;  and  we  are,  mean- 
while, basely  employed  in  the  manufacture 
of  certain  pilgrim  costumes,  which  are  in- 
dispensable to  all  frequenting  the  holy 
shrine.  The  dress  is  far  from  unbecoming, 
I  assure  you  ;  a  loose  robe  of  Avhite  stuff — 


ours  are  cashmere — with  wide  sleeves,  and 
a  large  hood  lined  with  sky-blue  ;  a  cord 
of  the  same  color  round  the  waist ;  no  shoes 
or  stockings,  but  slight  sandals,  which  show 
the  foot  to  perfection.  An  amber  rosary 
is  the  only  ornament  permitted  ;  but  the 
Avhole  is  charming. 

Saint  Agatha  of  Orsaro  w"ill,  unquestion- 
ably, make  a  great  noise  in  the  world  ;  and 
it  will,  therefore,  be  interesting  to  you  to 
know  something  of  her  history  ;  or,  what 
Fra  Giacomo  more  properly  calls,  her  man- 
ifestation— which  was  in  this  wise  :  The 
Priest  of  Orsaro — a  very  devout  and  excel- 
lent man- — ^liad  occasion  to  go  into  the 
church  late  at  night  on  the  eve  of  Samt 
Agatha's  festival.  He  was  anxious,  I  be- 
lieve, to  see  tbat  all  the  decorations  to  do 
honor  to  the  day  were  in  proper  order, 
and.  taking  a  lamp  from  the  sacristy,  be 
walked  down  the  aisle  till  he  came  to  the 
shrine,  where  the  saint's  image  stood.  He 
knelt  for  a  moment  to  address  her  in 
prayer,  when,  with  a  sudden  sneeze,  she 
extinguished  bis  light,  and  left  him  faint- 
ing and  in  darkness  on  the  floor  of  the 
church.  In  this  fashion  was  he  discovered 
the  following  morning,  when,  after  ccming 
to  himself,  be  made  the  revelation  I  have 
just  given  you.  Since  that  she  has  been 
known  to  sneeze  three  times,  and  on  each 
occasion  a  miracle  has  followed.  The  fame 
of  this  wonderful  occurrence  has  now  tra- 
versed Italy,  and  will  doubtless  soon  extend 
to  the  faithful  in  every  part  of  Europe. 
Orsaro  is  becoming  crowded  with  penitents  ; 
among  whom  I  am  gratified  to  see  the 
names  of  many  of  the  English  aristocracy  ; 
and  it  has  become  quite  a  fashionable  thing 
to  pass  a  week  or  ten  days  there. 

Now,  dearest  Kitty,  from  you,  with  whom 
I  have  no  concealments,  I  will  not  disguise 
the  confession  that  I  look  forward  to  this 
excursion  with  considerable  hojDC  and  ex- 
pectation. You  cannot  but  have  perceived 
latterly  bow  our  faith,  instead  of  being,  as 
it  oncG  was,  the  symbol  of  low  birth  and 
ignoble  connections,  has  becom.e  the  very 
bond  of  aristocratic  society.  The  church 
has  become  the  salon  wherein  we  make  our 
most  valued  acquaintances ;  and  devout 
observances  are  equivalent  to  letters  of  in- 
troduction. If  I  wanted  a  proof  of  this,  I'd 
give  it  in  the  number  of  those  wiio  have 
become  converts  to  our  religion,  from  the 
manifest  social  benefits  the  change  of  faith 
has  conferred.  How%  otherwise,  would 
third  and  fourth-rate  Protestants  obtain 
access  to  Princely  soirees  and  Ducal  recep- 
tions ?  By  what  otber  road  could  they  ar- 
rive at  recognition  in  the  society  of  Rome 
and  Naples,  frequent  Cardinal's  levees,  and 


THE  DODD  FAMILY  ABROAD. 


277 


be  even  seen  lounging  in  the  ant.e-cli;iiiiber.s 
of  the  Vatican  ? 

Hence  it  is  clear  that  the  true  faitl)  lias 
its  benefits  in  this  world  also,  and  that  i)iety 
is  a  passport  to  high  i)laces,  even  on  earth. 
I  have  no  doul^t,  if  we  manage  |»ro])erl3% 
our  sojourn  at  Orsaro  may  be  made  very 
j)ro(it:iblt',  and  that,  even  without  miracles, 
the  excursion  may  I»ay  us  well. 

I  have  been  interrupted  l)y  a  message  to 
attend  Mamma  in  her  own  loom — a  sum- 
mons I  rigiitly  guessed  to  iui])ly  something 
of  importance.  Only  fancy,  Kitty,  it  was 
a  letter  which  had  arrived  addressed  to  Pa- 
pa— but  of  course  not  given  to  him  to  read 
in  his  present  highly  agitated  state — from 
Captain  Morris,  with  a  proposal  for  Caro- 
line ! 

He  very  properly  sets  out  by  acknowledg- 
ing the  great  diiference  of  age  between  them, 
but  he  might  certainly  have  added  some- 
thing as  to  the  discrepancy  between  their 
stations.  He  talks,  too,  of  his  small  means, 
** sufficient  for  those  who  can  limit  their 
ambitions  and  wants  within  a  narrow  circle  " 
— I  wonder  who  they  are  ? — and  professes 
a  deal  of  that  cold  kind  of  respectful  love 
which  all  old  men  affect  to  think  a  woman 
cught  to  feel  flattered  by.  In  fact,  the 
vdiole  reads  far  more  like  a  law  paper  than 
a  love-letter,  and  is  rather  a  rough  draft  of 
an  Act  of  Parliament  against  celibacy,  than 
a  proposal  for  a  pretty  girl ! 

Mamma  had  shown  tlie  letter  to  Fra 
Giacomo  l^efore  I  entered,  and  I  had  very 
little  trouble  to  guess  the  ctfcct  produced 
by  his  counsels.  The  Captain,  as  a  heretic, 
was  at  once  denounced  by  him  ;  and  the 
little  man  grew  actually  enthusiastic  in  in- 
veighing against  the  insulting  presumption 
of  the  offer.  He  insisted  on  a  peremptory, 
flat  rejection  of  the  proposal,  Avithout  any 
reference  whatever  to  Papa.  He  said  that 
to  hesitate  in  such  a  question  was  in  itself 
a  sin  ;  and  he  even  hinted  that  he  wasn't 
quite  sure  v/liat  reception  Saint  Agatha 
might  vouchsafe  us  after  so  much  of  inter- 
course with  an  outcast  and  a  disbeliever. 

This  last  argument  was  decisive,  and  I 
accordingly  sat  down  and  wrote,  in  Mam- 
ma's name,  a  very  stiff  aeknowledgmcnt  of 
the  receipt  of  his  letter,  and  an  etiually  cold 
refusal  of  the  honor  it  tendered  for  our 
acceptance.  AVe  all" agreed  I  hat  Cary  should 
hear  nothing  whatever  of  the  matter,  but, 
as  Fra  Giacomo  said,  "we'd  keep  the  dis- 
grace for  our  own  hearts.'' 

I  own  to  you,  Kitty,  that  if  the  religious 
question  could  l)e  got  over,  1  do  not  think 
the  thing  so  inadmissible.  Cary  is  evidently 
not  destined  to  advance  our  family  interests  ; 
"had  she  even  the  capacity,  she  lacks  the 


and)ition.  Her  tastes  are  humble,  common- 
place, and — siiall  I  say  it? — vulgar. 

It  gives  her  no  pleasure  to  move  in  high 
society,  and  she  esteems  the  stupid  hum- 
drum of  domestic  life  as  the  very  supreme 
of  ha])piness.  With  sucli  tastes  this  old 
Captain— he  is  five-and-thirty  at  least — 
would  perhaps  have  suited  her  jtei-fectly,  and 
his  intoleral)!e  mother  been  quite  a  com- 
panion. Their  small  fortune,  too,  would 
have  consigned  them  to  some  cheaj),  out-of- 
the-way  place,  where  we  should  not  have 
met: — and,  in  fact,  the  arrangement  might 
have  combined  a  very  fair  share  of  advan- 
tages. Fra  G.,  however,  had  decided  the 
matter  on  higher  grounds,  and  there  is  no 
more  to  be  said  about  it. 

There  is  another  letter  come  by  this  post, 
too,  from  Lord  George,  deare.-:t !  lie  is  to 
arrive  to-night,  if  he  can  get  horses.  He 
is  full  of  some  wonderful  tournament  about 
to  be  held  at  Genoa — a  spectacle  to  be  given 
by  the  city  to  the  King,  whicli  is  to  attract 
ail  the  world  thither;  and  Lord  G.  writes 
to  say  that  we  haven't  a  moment  to  lose  in 
securing  accommodation  at  the  hotel.  Little 
suspecting  the  frame  of  mind  his  commu- 
nication is  to  find  us  in,  and  that,  in  place 
of  doughty  deeds  and  chivalrous  exploits, 
our  tliouglits  are  turned  to  fastings,  morti- 
fications, and  whipcord  I  Oh,  how  I 
shudder  at  the  ridicule  with  which  he  will 
assail  us,  and  tremble  for  my  own  constancy 
under  the  raillery  he  will  shower  on  us  ! 
I  never  dreaded  his  coming  before,  and 
would  give  worlds  now  that  anything  could 
prevent  his  arrival. 

How  reconcile  his  presence  with  that  of 
Fra  Giacomo  ?  How  protect  the  Priest 
from  the  overt  quizzings  of  my  Lord  ?  and 
how  rescue  his  Lordsiiip  from  the  secret 
machinations  of  the  "Father?"  are  diffi- 
culties that  I  know  not  how  to  face.  Mam- 
ma, besides,  is  now  so  totally  under  priestly 
guidance,  that  she  would  sacrifice  the  whole 
Peerage  for  a  shaving  of  a  saint's  shinbonc  ! 
There  will  not  be  even  time  left  me  to  con- 
:  cert  measures  with  Lord  G.  The  moment 
he  enters  the  house  he'll  see  the  "altered 
tenij^er  of  our  ways"  in  a  thousand  in- 
stances, lielics,  missals,  beads,  and  ros- 
aries, have  re})laced  Gavarni's  etchings. 
Punch,  and  the  Illustration.  Charms  and 
amulets  blessed  by  Popes  occupy  the  places 
of  cigar-holders,  pi])e-sticks,  and  gutta- 
Ipercha  drolleries.  The  "Stabat  Mater"' 
has  usurped  the  seat  of  "Casta  Diva"  on 
I  the  piano,  and  a  number  of  other  unmis- 
takable signs  point  to  our  reformed  condi- 
tion. 

I  hear  post-horses  approaching  —  they 
;  come  nearer  and  nearer  I     Yes,  Kitty,  it 
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must  be — it  is  he  !  James  has  met  him — 
they  are  ah-eady  on  tlie  stairs — how  they 
lan^^h  !  James  must  be  telling  him  every- 
thing. I  Ivnew  lie  would.  Another  burst 
of  tliat  unfeeling  laughter!  They  are  at 
tiie  door.     Good  by  ! 

Mount  Orsaro,  "La  Pace." 
Here  wo  are,  dearest,  at  the  end  of  our 
pilgrimage.  Such  a  delightful  excursion 
I  never  remember  to  have  taken.  I  told 
vou  all  about  my  fears  of  Lord  Greorge, 
Would  that  I  had  never  written  the  ungra- 
cious lines  ! — never  so  foully  wronged  him  ! 
Instead  of  the  levity  I  apprehended,  he  is 
actually  reverential — I  might  say,  devout ! 
The  moment  he  reached  Parma,  he  ordered 
a  dress  to  be  made  for  him  exactly  like 
James's,  and  decided  immediately  on  ac- 
companying us.  Fra  Giacomo,  I  need 
scarcely  observe,  was  iu  ecstasies.  The 
prospect  of  such  a  noble  convert  would  be 
an  immense  piece  of  success,  and  he  did 
not  hesitate  to  avow,  would  materially  ad- 
vance his  OAvu  interests  at  Rome. 

As  for  the  journey,  Kitty,  I  have  no 
words  to  describe  the  scenery  through 
"which  we  travelled :  deep  glens  between 
lofty  mountains,  wooded  to  the  very  sum- 
mits with  cork  and  chestnut-trees,  over 
which,  towering  aloft,  were  seen  the  joeaks 
of  the  great  Apennines,  glistening  in  snow, 
or  golden  in  the  glow  of  sunset.  Wending 
along  through  these  our  little  procession 
went,  in  itself  no  unpicturesque  feature, 
for  we  were  obliged  to  advance  in  single  file 
along  the  narrow  pathway,  and  thus  our 
mules,  with  their  scarlet  trappings,  and 
tasseled  bridles,  and  our  floating  costumes, 
made  up  an  eifect  which  will  remain  paint- 
ed on  my  heart  forever.  In  reality,  I  made 
a  sketch  of  the  scene  ;  but  Lord  George, 
who,  for  the  convenience  of  talking  to  me, 
always  rode  with  his  face  to  the  mule's  tail, 
made  me  laugh  so  often,  that  my  drawing 
is  quite  spoiled. 

At  last,  we  arrived  at  the  little  inn  called 
*'La  Face," — how  beautifully  it  sounds, 
dearest !  and  really  stands  so,  too,  beside 
a  gushing  mountain  stream  and  perfectly 
embowered  in  olives.  We  could  only  ob- 
tain two  rooms,  however ;  one  adjoining 
the  kitchen  for  Papa  and  Mamma ;  the 
other,  under  the  tiles,  for  Gary  and  myself. 
Fra  Giacomo  quarters  himself  on  the  priest 
of  the  village  ;  and  Lord  George  and  James 
are  what  the  Italians  call  "a  spasso." 
Betty  Cobb  is  furious  at  being  consigned 
to  the  kitchen,  in  company  with  some 
thirty  others,  many  of  whom,  I  may  re- 
mark, are  English  people  of  rank  and 
condition.   In  fact,  dearest,  the  whole  place 


is  so  crowderl,  that  a  miserable  room,  in  all 
its  native  dirt  and  disgust,  costs  the  price 
of  a  splendid  apartment  in  Paris.  Many  of 
the  first  people  of  Europe  are  here  :  Minis- 
ters, Ambassadors,  Generals  ;  and  an  Eng- 
lish Earl  also,  who  is  getting  a  drawing 
made  of  the  shrine  and  the  Virgin,  and  in- 
tends sending  a  narrative  of  her  miracles 
to  the  Tablet.  You  have  no  idea,  my  dear- 
est Kitty  of  the  tone  of  affectionate  kind- 
ness and  cordiality  inspired  by  such  a  scene. 
Dukes,  Princes,  even  Eoyalties,  accost  you 
as  their  equals.  As  Fra  G.  says,  ''The 
holy  influences  le^T^l  distinctions."  The 
Duko  of  S;in  Pictrino  placed  his  own  cushion 
for  Mamma  to  kneel  on  yesterday.  The 
Graf  von  Dummerslungen  gave  me  a  relic 
to  kiss  as  I  passed  this  morning.  Lord 
Tollingfcon,  'one  of  the  proudest  Peers  in 
England,  stopped  to  ask  Papa  how  he  was, 
and  regretted  we  had  not  arrived  last  Sat- 
urday, when  the  Virgin  sneezed  twice  ! 

As  we  begin  our  Novena  to-morrow,  I 
shall  probably  not  have  a  moment  to  con- 
tinue this  ram.bling  epistle ;  but  you  may 
confidently  trust  that  my  first  thoughts, 
when  again  at  liberty,  shall  be  given  to 
you.  Till  then,  darling  Kitty,  believe  me. 
Your  devoted  and  ever  affectionate 
Maey  Ajstne  Dodd. 

P.S. — More  arrivals,  Kitty — three  car- 
riages and  eleven  donkeys  !  Where  they 
are  to  put  up,  I  can't  conceive.  Lord 
G.  says,  "It's  as  full  as  the  'diggins,'  and 
quite  as  dear."  The  excitement  and  nov 
elty  of  the  whole  are  charming  ! 


LETTER  LXL 

MRS.  DODD  TO  MRS.  MARY  GALLAGHER,  DODSBOEOUGH. 

Orsaro.     Feast  of  Saint  Gingo. 

My  dear  Molly, — The  Earl  of  Guze- 
berry,  that  leaves  this  to-day  for  England, 
kindly  offers  to  take  charge  of  my  letters 
to  you;  and  so  I  write  ''Favored  by  his 
Lordship"  on  the  outside,  just  that  you 
may  show  the  neighbors,  and  teach  them 
Davises  the  respect  they  ought  to  show  us, 
if  it's  ever  our  misfortune  to  meet. 

The  noble  Lord  was  here  doing- his  pen- 
ances with  us  for  the  last  three  weeks,  and 
is  now  my  most  intimate  friend  on  earth. 
He's  the  kindest  hearted  creature  I  ever 
met,  and  always  doing  good  works,  of  one 
sort  or  other;  and  whenever  not  stick- 
ing nails  in  his  own  flesh,  or  pulling  hairs 
out  of  his  beard  or  eyelashes,  always  ready 
to  chastise  a  friend  ! 
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We  came  here  to  sec  tlio  wonderful  Vir- 
gin of  Orsciro,  and  beg  her  intercession  I'or 
us  all,  but  more  especially  for  K.  I.,  wliosi.- 
temper  proves  clearly  that  there's  what 
Father  James  calls  a  "  ])ossession  of  him  ;  " 
that  is  to  say,  "he  has  devils  inside  of 
him."  'JMie  wliole  account  of  the  saint  her- 
self— her  first  manifestation  and  miraculous 
doings  —you'll  find  in  the  little  volume  that 
accompanies  this,  written,  as  you  will  see, 
by  your  humble  servant.  Lord  G.  gave  me 
every  assistance  in  his  power  ;  and,  indeed, 
but  for  him  and  Father  James,  it  might 
have  taken  years  to  finish  it ;  for  I  must 
tell  you,  Moily,  bad  as  Berlin-work  is,  it's 
nothing  coMij>ared  to  writing  a  book  ;  for, 
when  you  have  the  wool  and  the  frame,  it's 
only  stitching  it  in,  but  with  a  book  you 
have  to  arrange  your  thoughts,  and  then 
put  them  down ;  after  that,  there's  the 
grammar  to  be  minded,  and  the  spelling, 
and  the  stops ;  and  many  times,  where  you 
think  it's  only  a  comma,  j'ou  have  come  to 
your  full  period  !  I  assure  you  I  went 
through  more  with  that  book — little  as  it 
is — than  in  all  my  *' observances,"  some  of 
them  very  severe  ones.  First  of  all,  we  had 
to  be  so  particular  about  the  Miracles, 
.knowing  well  what  Protestant  bigotry  would 
do  when  the  account  came  out.  AVe  had  to 
give  names,  and  dates,  and  places,  with 
witnesses  to  substantiate,  and  all  that  could 
corroborate  the  facts.  Then,  we  had  a 
difficulty  of  another  kind — how  to  call  the 
Virgin.  You  nuiy  remember  how  those 
Exeter  Hall  Avretches  spoke  of  Our  Lady  of 
Rimini — as  the  "Winking  Virgin."  We 
couldn't  say  sneezing  after  that,  so  we  just 
called  her  "La  Madonna  dei  Sospiri " — 
"  Our  Lady  of  Sighs."  To  be  sure  wc  can't 
get  the  people  here  to  adopt  this  title — but 
that's  no  consequence  as  regards  England. 

By  the  time  the  volume  reaches  you, 
all  ICurope  will  be  ringing  with  the  wonder- 
ful tidings ;  for  there  are  three  bishops 
here,  and  they  have  all  signed  the  "  Mu- 
moire,"  recommending  special  services  in 
honor  of  the  Virgin,  and  strongly  urging  a 
subscription  to  build  a  suitable  shrine  for 
her  in  this  her  native  village. 

You  have  no  idea,  dear  Molly,  of  what  a 
blessed  frame  of  miiul  these  spiritual  duties 
have  enabled  me  to  enjoy.  How  peaceful 
is  my  spirit  ! — how  humf)lc  my  heart !  I 
turn  my  thoughts  away  from  earth  as  easily 
as  I  could  renounce  rope-dancing  ;  and  when 
I  sit  of  an  evening,  in  a  state  of  what  Lord 
Guzeberry  calls  "beatitude,"  K.  I.  might 
have  the  cholera  without  mv  caring  for 
it. 

The  season  is  now  far  advanced,  however, 
and,  to  my  infinite  grief,  we  must  leave 


this  holy  spot,  where  we  have  made  a  nu- 
merous and  most  valuable  acquaintance  ; 
for,  besides  several  of  the  first  people  of 
England,  we  have  formed  intimacy  with 
the  Duchessa  di  Sangue  Xero,  first  lady  to 
the  Queen  of  Naples ;  the  Maniuesa  di 
Vilhi  Guasta,  a  great  leader  of  fashion  in 
Turin  ;  the  "Noncio"  at  the  C  nirt  of  Mo- 
dena  ;  and  a  variety  of  distinguished  Flor- 
entines and  Romans,  who  all  assure  us  that 
our  devotions  are  the  best  passports  for  ad- 
mission in  all  the  select  houses  of  Italy. 

Mary  Anno  predicts  a  brilliant  winter  be- 
fore us,  and  even  Gary  is  all  delight  at  the 
prospect  of  Picture  Galleries  and  works  of 
art.  LsTi't  it  paying  the  Protestants  off  for 
their  insulting  treatment  of  us  at  liome, 
Molly,  to  see  all  the  honor  and  respect  we 
receive  abroad  ?  The  tables  are  completely 
turned,  my  dear ;  for  not  ona  of  them  ever 
gets  his  nose  into  the  really  high  society  of 
this  country,  while  we  are  welcomed  to  it 
with  open  arms.  But,  if  there's  anything 
sure  to  get  you  well  received  in  the  first 
houses,  it  is  having  a  convert  of  rank  in 
3'our  train.  To  be  the  means  of  bringing 
a  Lord  over  to  the  true  fold,  is  to  be  taken 
up  at  once  by  Cardinals  and  Princes  of  all 
kinds. 

As  Mary  Anno  says,  "  Lot  us  only  induce 
Lord  George  to  enter  the  Catholic  Church, 
and  our  fortune  is  made."  And  oh,  Molly, 
putting  all  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  this 
world  aside,  never  heeding  the  grandeur  of 
this  life,  nor  caring  Avhat  man  may  do  to 
us,  isn't  it  an  elegant  reflection  to  save  one 
poor  creature  from  the  dreadful  road  of  de- 
struction and  ruin  !  I'm  sure  it  would  be 
the  happiest  day  of  my  life  when  I  could 
read  in  the  Tciblet,  "We  have  great  satis- 
faction in  announcing  to  our  readers  that 
Lord  George  Tiverton,  Member  for '' — I 
forget  where — "and  son  of  the  Marquis'' — 
I  forget  whom —  "yesterday  renounced  the 
errors  of  the  Protestant  Church  to  embrace 
thoso  of  the  Church  of  Rome.'' 

Maybe,  now,  you'd  like  to  hear  some- 
thing about  ourselves  ;  but  I've  little  to  tell 
that  is  either  pleasant  or  entertaining. 
You  know — or,  at  least,  you  will  know  from 
Kitty  Doolan — the  way  K.  I.  destroyed 
poor  James,  and  lost  him  a  beautiful  crea- 
ture and  four  thousand  a  year.  Tliat  was 
a  blow  there's  no  getting  over  ;  and,  indeed, 
I'd  have  sunk  under  it,  if  it  wasn't  for  Fa- 
!  ther  James,  and  the  consolations  he  has 
!  been  a!)le  to  give  me.  There  was  an  otfer 
came  for  Caroline.  Captain  Morris,  that 
you've  heard  me  speak  of.  v/rote  and  pro- 
posed, which  I  opened  during  K.  I.'s  ill- 
j  ness,  and  sent  him  a  flat  refusal,  Molly, 
1  with  a  bit  of  advice  in  the  end,  about  keep- 
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ing  in  his  own  rank  of  life,  ant]  marrying 
into  his  own  creed. 

Maybe  I   mightn't  have  liecn   so   stout 
about  rejecting   him,  for   it's  the  hardest 
thing  in  life  to  marry  a  daughter  now-a- 
days,  but  tluic   Father  Giacomo   said   his 
Holiness  would  never  forgive  me  for  taking 
a  heretic  into  the  family  ;  and  that  it  was 
one  of  the  nine  deadly  sms.     You  may  per- 
ceive from  this,  that  Father  G.  is  of  great 
use  to  me  when  I  need  advice  and  guidance, 
and,  indeed,  I  consulted  him  as  to  whether 
I  ought  to  separate  from  K.  I.,  or   not. 
Tiicre  are  cases  of  conscience,  he  tells  rae, 
and  cases  of    convenience.      The  first  are 
matters  for  the   Cardinals  and   the   Holy 
College !    but    the    others,    any    ordinary 
priest  can  settle,  and  this  is  one  of  them. 
"Don't   leave  him,"   says   he,   ''for  your 
means  of  doing  good  will  only  be  more  lim- 
ited ;  and  as  to  your  trials,  take  out  s.ome 
of  your  mortifications  that  way  ;  and  above 
all,  don't  be  too  lenient  to  Am."     Ah, 
Molly,  he  saw  my  weak  point,  do  what  I 
would  to  hide  it ;  he  knew  my  failing  was 
an  easy  disposition,  and  a  patient,  submis- 
sive turn  of  mind.    But  I'll  do  my  endeavor 
to  conquer  it,  if  it  Was  only  for  the  poor 
children's   sake  ;   for  I  know   he'd   marry 
again  ;  and  I  sometimes  suspect  I've  hit 
the  one  he  has  his  eyes  on. 

On  Friday  next,  we  are  to  leave  this  for 
Genoa.     It's  the  end  of  our  Novena,  and 
we  wouldn't  have  time  for  another  before 
the  snow  sets  in  ;  for  though  we're  in  Italy, 
Molly,  the  mountains  all   around    us  are  \ 
tipped  with  snow,   and  it's  as  clod  now, 
when  you're  in  the  shade,  as  I  ever  felt  it 
in  Ireland.     It's  a  great  Tournament  at 
Genoa  is  taking  us  there.     There's  to  be  j 
the  King  of  Saxony,  and  the  King  of  Bo- ' 
hemia,  too,  I  believe ;   for  whenever  you 
begin  to  live  in  fashionable  life,  you  must  | 
run  after  royal  people  from  place  to  place,  i 
be  seen  wherever  they  are,  and  be  quite ! 
satisfied  whenever  your  name,  is  put  down  : 
among  the  "distinguished  company."  j 

I  was  near  forgetting  that  I  want  you  to  , 
get  Father  John  to  have  my  little  book  read  j 
by  the  children  in  our  National  School ; 
for,  as   K.  I.  is  the  patron,  we  have,  of  j 
course,  the  right.     At  all  events,  Pit  with- 
draw if  they  refuse  ;  and  they  can't  accuse 
me  of  illiberality  or  bigotry ;   for  I  never 
said  a  word  against  the  taking  away  the 
Bible.     Let  them  just  remember  ^7ia^.^ 

Lord  Guzeberry  is  Just  going,  so  that  I 
have  only  time  to  seal,  and  sign  myself  as 
ever  youi-s, 

jEilliTA   DODD. 

I  send  you  two  dozen  of  the  tracts,  to  dis- 


tribute among  our  friends.  The  one  bound 
in  red  silk  is  for  Dean  O'Dowd,  "  with  the 
author's  devotions  and  duties." 


LETTER  LXIL 

BETTY   COBB  TO   MISTRESS   SHUSAN  o'SHEA. 

Mount  Orsaro. 

My  Dear   Shusan", — It's  five   months 
and  two  days  since  I  wrote  to  you  last,  and 
it's  like  five  years  in  regard  to  the  way  time 
has  worn  and  distressed  me.     The  Mistress 
'  tould  Mrs.   Gallagher  how  I  was  deserted 
by  that  deceatful  blaguard,  taking  off  with 
}  him  my  peace  of  mind,  two  petticoats,  and 
'  a  blue  cloth    cloak,  that  I  thought  would 
last  me  for  life  !  so  that  I  needn't  go  over 
I  my  miseries  again  to  yourself.     We  heard 
j  since,  that  he  had  another  Avife  in  Switzer- 
land, not  to  say  two  more  wandering  about, 
1  so  that  the  Master  says,  if  we  ever  meet 
I  him,    we    can    hang   him   for    "bigotry." 
And,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Shusy,  I  feel  as 
'  if  it  would  be  a  great  relief  to  me  to  do  it ! 
if  it  was  only  to  save  other  craytures  from 
j  the  same  feat  that  he  did  to  your  poor  friend 
I  Betty  Coljb  ;  besides  that,  until  something 
of  the  kind  is  done,  I  can't  enter  the  holy 
state  again  with  any  other  dcceaver. 

Such  a  life  as  we're  leadin',  Shusy,  at  one 
minute  all  catin'  and  drinkin'  and  caressin' 
from  morning  till  night;  at  another,  my 
dear,  it's  all  fastin'  and  mortification,  for 
the  Mistress  has  no  modderation  at  all ;  but, 
as  the  Master  says,  she's  alwa3"s  in  her  ex- 
tremities I  If  ye  seen  the  dress  of  her  last 
week,  she  was  Satan  from  head  to  foot,  and 
now  she's,  by  way  of  a  saint,  in  white  Cash- 
mar,  with  a  little  scurge  at  her  waist,  and 
hard  pegs  in  her  shoes ! 

We  have  nothin'  to  eat  but  roots,  like  the 
beasts  of  the  field  ;  and  them,  too,  mostly 
raw !  That's  to  make  us  good  soldiers  of 
the  Church,  Father  James  says  ;  but  in  my 
heart  and  soul,  Shusy,  I'm  sick  of  the  regi- 
ment. Shure,  when  we've  a  station  in  Ire- 
land, it  only  lasts  a  day  or  two  at  most  ; 
and  if  your  knees  is  sore  with  the  pennance, 
shure  you  have  the  satisfaction  of  the  pleas- 
ant evenings  after ;  with  maybe  a  dance,  or, 
at  all  events,  tellin'  stories  over  a  jug  of 
punch ;  but  here  it's  prayers  and  stripes, 
stripes "  and  offices,  starvation  and  more 
stripes,  till,  savin'  your  presence,  I  never  sit 
down  without  a  screech  ! 

Why  we  came  here  I  don't  know ;  the 
Mistress  says  it  was  to  cure  the  Master  ;  but 
didn't  I  hear  her  tell  him  a  thousand  times 
that  the  bad  drop  was  in  him,  and  he'd 
never  be  better  to  his  dyin'  day  ?  so  that  it 
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can't  be  for  that.  Sometimes  I  think  it's 
to  get  Mary  Anne  married,  and  they  want 
Saint  Agatha  to  help  them ;  but  faith, 
Shusy,  one  sinner  is  worth  two  saints  En- 
tile Jike  of  tluit.  Lord  George  tould  nie  in 
confidence — the  other  day  it  was — thai  the 
Mistress  wanted  an  increase  to  lier  family. 
Faith,  you  may  well  open  your  eyes,  mv 
dear,  but  them's  his  words  !  And  tho'  I 
didn't  believe  him  at  first,  I'm  more  i)or- 
suadcd  of  it  now,  that  I  see  how  she's  goin' 
on. 

If  tho  Master  only  suspected  it,  he'd  1)e 
off  to-morrow,  for  he's  always  groanin'  and 
moanin'  over  the  expense  of  the  family  ; 
and  between  you  and  me,  I  believe  I  ought 
to  go  and  tell  him.  Maybe  you'd  give  me 
advice  what  to  do,  for  it's  a  nice  point. 

Tou  wouldn't  know  Paddy  Byrne,  how 
much  he's  grown,  and  the  wonderful  whis- 
kers he  has  all  over  his  face ;  but  he's 
as  bowld  as  brass,  and  has  the  impedince 
of  the  divil  in  him.  lie  never  ceases 
tormentin'  me  about  Taddy,  and  says  I 
ought  to  take  out  a  few  florins  in  curses  on 
him,  just  as  if  I  couldn't  do  it  cheaper  myself 
than  payin'  a  pviest  for  it.  As  for  Paddy 
himself — do  what  the  Mistress  will — she 
can  get  no  good  of  him  in  regard  to  his 
duties.  He  does  all  his  stations  on  his 
knees,  to  be  sure,  but  with  a  cigar  in  his 
mouth  ;  and  when  he  comes  to  the  holy 
well,  it's  a  pull  at  a  dram  bottle  he  takes, 
instead  of  the  blessed  water.  I  wondered 
myself  at  his  givin'  a  crown  piece  to  the 
Virgin  on  Tuesday  last,  but  he  soon  showed 
mo  what  he  was  at,  by  sayin'  :  "  If  she 
doesn't  get  my  wages  riz  for  that,  the  divil 
receave  the  farthin'  she'll  ever  receave  of 
mine  again  !  " 

After  all,  Shusy,  it's  an  elegant  sight  to 
see  all  them  great  people  that  thinks  so 
much  of  themselves,  crawlin'  al)out  on 
their  hands  and  knees,  kissin'  a  relict  here, 
huggin'  a  stone  there,  just  as  much  fright- 
ened about  the  way  the  saint  looks  at  them 
as  one  of  us  !  It  does  one's  heart  good  to 
know  that  for  all  their  fine  livin'  and  fine 
clothes,  ould  Nick  has  the  same  hould  of 
them  that  he  has  of  you  and  me  ! 

I  had  a  great  deal  to  tell  you  about  the 
family  aiul  their  goin's  on,  but  I  must  con- 
clude in  haste,  tho'  its  only  five  o'clock, 
there's  the  bell  ringing  for  mattins,  and  I 
have  a  station  to  take  before  first  mass.  I 
Duppose  it's  part  of  my  mortifications,  but 
the  Mistress  and  Mary  Anne  never  gives 
me  a  stitch  of  clothes  till  they're  spoiled  ; 
and  I'm  drivin'  to  my  wits'  end,  tearin' 
and  destroy  in'  things  in  such  a  way  as  not 
to  ruin  them  when  they  come  to  me  !  Miss 
Carolina  never   has   a  gown   much  better 


than  my  own  ;  and,  indeed,  she  said  the 
other  day,  "  When  I  want  to  be  smart, 
Betty,  you  must  lend  me  your  black  bom- 
baseen." 

There's  the  Mistress  gone  out  already,  so 
no  moi'C  from 

Your  sincei-e  friend, 
Betty  Coub. 

I  think  Lord  G.  is  right  about  the  Mis- 
tress. The  saints  forgive  her,  at  lier  time 
of  life  !     More  in  my  next. 


LETTER  LXIII. 

JAMES  DODD  TO  ROBERT  DOOLAX,  ESQ.,  TRIXITY  COL- 
LEGE. DUBLIN'. 

Tlie  Inn,  Oi-saro. 

My  Dear  Bob, — This  must  be  a  very 
brief  epistle,  since^  amongst  other  reasons, 
the  sheet  of  letter-paper  costs  me  a  florin, 
and  I  shall  have  to  pay  three  more  for  a 
messenger  to  convey  it  to  the  post-town, 
a  distance  of  as  many  miles  off.  To  ex- 
plain these  scarce  credible  facts,  I  must 
tell  you  that  we  are  at  a  little  village  called 
Orsaro,  in  the  midst  of  a  wild  mountain 
country,  whither  we  have  come  to  perform 
penances,  say  prayers,  and  enact  other  de- 
votions at  tbe  shrine  of  a  certain  St.  Aga- 
tha, who,  some  time  last  autumn,  took  to 
working  miracles  doAvn  here,  and  conse- 
quently attracting  all  the  faithful  who  had 
nothing  to  do  with  themselves  before  Car- 
nival. 

My  excellent  Mother  it  was,  who,  in  an 
access  of  devotion,  devised  the  excursion ; 
and  the  Governor,  hearing  that  the  locality 
was  a  barbarous  one,  and  the  regimen  a 
strict  fast,  fancied,  of  course,  it  would  be 
a  most  economical  dodge,  at  once  agreed  ; 
but  by  Jove  !  the  saving  is  a  delusion  and 
a  snare.  Two  miserable  rooms,  dirty  and 
ill  furnished,  cost  forty  francs  a  dav  ;  bad 
coffee  and  black  bread  for  breakfast,  are 
su])plie(lat  four  francs  a  head  ;  dinner — if  l)y 
such  a  name  one  would  designate  a  starved 
kid  stewed  in  garlic,  or  a  l)oiled  hedgehog 
with  chicory  sauce — ten  franc?  each  ;  sour 
wine  at  the  price  of  Chateau  Lafittc  ;  and 
a  seat  in  the  sanctuary,  to  see  the  Virgin, 
four  times  as  dear  as  a  stall  at  the  Italian 
Opera.  Exorbitant  as  all  these  charges 
are,  we  are  gravel}'  assured  that  they  will 
be  doubled  whenever  the  Virgin  sneezes 
again,  tiiat  being  the  manifestation,  as  they 
call  it.  by  which  she  displavs  her  satisfac- 
tion at  our  presence  he.e.  1  do  not  fancy 
talking  irreverently  of  these  things,  Bob, 
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but  I  own  to  you  I  um  incfTjibly  shocked  at 
the  gross  impositions  innkeepers,  postmas- 
ters, donkey-owners,  and  others  practise  by 
tradins:  on  the  devotional  feelings  and 
pious  aspirations  of  weak  but  worthy  peo- 
ple. I  say  nothing  of  the  priests  them- 
selves ;  they  may  or  may  not  believe 
all  these  miraculous  occurrences.  One 
thing,  however  is  clear,  they  make  every 
opportunity  of  judging  of  them  so  costly 
that  only  a  rich  man  can  afford  himself  the 
luxury,  so  tliat  you  and  I,  and  a  hundred 
others  like  us,  may  either  succumb  or  scoff 
as  w-e  please,  without  any  means  of  cor- 
recting our  convictions.  One  inevitable 
result  ensues  from  this.  There  are  two 
camps  :  the  Faithful,  wlio  believe  every- 
thing, and  are  cheated  by  every  imaginable 
device  of  mock  relics  and  made-up  mir- 
acles ;  and  the  Unbelieving,  who  actually 
rush  into  ostentatious  vice,  to  show  their 
dislike  to  hypocrisy  !  Thus,  this  little  dirty 
village,  swarming  with  priestSp  and  resound- 
ing with  the  ti'amp  of  processions,  is  a  den 
of  every  kind  of  dissipation.  The  rattle 
of  the  dice-box  mingles  with  the  nasal 
chantings  of  the  tonsured  monks,  and  the 
wild  orgies  of  a  drinking  jiarty  blend  with 
the  strains  of  the  organ  !  If  'men  be  not 
religiously-minded,  the  contact  Avith  the 
Church  seems  to  make  demons  of  them. 
How  otherwise  interpret  the  scoff  and 
mockery  that  unceasingly  go  forward 
against  priests  and  priestcraft  in  a  little 
community,  as  it  were,  separated  for  acts 
of  piety  and  devotion  ? 

That  we  live  in  a  most  believing  age  is 
palpable,  by  the  fact  that  this  place  swarms 
with  men  distinguished  in  every  court  and 
camp  in  Europe.  Crafty  Ministers,  artful 
Diplomatists,  keen  old  G-enerals,  versed  in 
every  wile  and  stratagem  come  here,  as  it 
Vv'ere,  to  divost  themselves  of  all  their  long- 
practised  acuteness.  and  give  in  their  adhe- 
sion to  the  most  astounding  and  incoherent 
revelations.  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  sup- 
pose these  men  rogues  and  hypocrites,  and 
yet  I  have  nearly  as  much  difficulty  to  be- 
lieve them  dupes  !  What  have  become  of 
tliose  sharp  perceptive  powers,  that  clever 
insight  into  motives,  and  the  almost  uner- 
ring judgment  they  could  exhibit  in  any 
question  of  politics  or  war  ?  It  cannot 
surely  be  that  they  who  have  measured 
tnemselves  with  the  first  capacities  of  the 
Avorld,  dread  to  enter  the  lists  against  some 
half-informed  and  narrow  minded  village 
curate  ?  or  is  it  that  there  lurks  in  every 
human  heart  some  one  spot,  a  refuge  as  it 
were  for  credulity,  which  even  the  craftiest 
cannot  exclude  ?  You  are  far  better  suited 
than  I  to  canvass  such  a  question,  my  dear 


Bob.  I  only  throw  it  out  for  your  con- 
sideration, without  any  pretension  to  solve 
it  myself. 

My  Father,  you  are  well  aware,  is  too 
good  a  churchman  to  suffer  a  syllable  to 
escape  his  lips  which  might  be  construed 
into  discredit  of  the  faith  ;  but  I  canplain- 
ly  see  that  he  skulks  his  penances,  and 
shifts  off  any  observance  that  docs  not  har- 
monize with  his  comfort.  At  the  same  time, 
he  strongly  insists  that  the  fastings  and 
other  privations  enjoined  are  an  admirable 
system  to  counteract  the  effect  of  that  vo- 
luptuous life  practised  in  almost  every 
capital  of  Europe.  As  he  shrewdly  re- 
marked, "  this  piace  was  like  Groeff'enberg 
— you  might  not  bo  restored  by  the  water- 
cure,  but  you  were  sure  to  be  benefited  by 
early  hours,  healthful  exercise  and  a  light 
diet. "  This,  you  may  perceive,  is  a  very 
modified  approval  of  the  miracles. 

I  have  dwelt  so  long  on  this  theme,  that 
I  have  only  left  myself  what  Mary  Anne 
calls  the  selvage  of  my  paper,  for  anything 
else.  Nor  is  it  pleasant  to  me,  Bob,  to  tell 
you  that  I  am  low-spirited  and  down-heart- 
ed. A  month  ago,  life  was  opening  before 
me  with  every  prospect  of  happiness  and 
enjoyment.  A  lovely  creature,  gifted  and 
graceful,  of  the  very  highest  rank  and  for- 
tune, was  to  have  been  mine.  She  was 
actually  domesticated  with  us,  and  only 
waiting  for  the  day  Avhich  should  unite  our 
destinies  for  ever,  when  one  night — I  can 
scarcely  go  on — I  know  not  how  either  to 
convey  to  you  what  is  7^«7/'shrouded  in  mys- 
tery, and  should  be,  perhaps,  all  concealed 
in  shame  ;  but,  someliow%  ruy  Father  con- 
trived to  talk  so  of  our  family  affairs — our 
debts,  our  difficulties,  and  what  not — that 
Josephine  overheard  everytliing,  and 
shocked,  possibly,  more  at  our  duplicity 
than  at  our  narrow  fortune,  she  hurried 
away  at  midnight,  leaving  a  few  cold  lines 
of  farewell  behind  her,  and  has  never  been 
seen  or  heard  of  since. 

I  set  out  after  her  to  Milan  ;  thence  to 
Bologna,  where  I  thought  I  had  traces  of 
her.  From  that  I  went  to  Eimini,  and  on 
a  false  scent  down  to  Ancoua.  I  got  into 
a  slight  row  there  with  the  police,  and  was 
obliged  to  retrace  n:y  steps,  and^  arrived  at 
Parma,  after  three  Aveeks'  incessant  travel- 
ling, heart-broken  and  defeated.  _ 

That  I  shall  CA'er  rally — that  I  shall  ever 
take  any  real  interest  in  life  again,  is  totally 
out  of  the  question.  Such  an  opportunity  of 
fortune  as  this  rarely  occurs  to  any  one  once 
in  life  ;  none  are  lucky  enough  to  meet  it  a 
second  time.  The  Governor,  too,  instead 
of  feeling,  as  he- ought,  that  he  has  been  the 
cause  of  "my  ruin,  continues  to   pester  me 
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about  the  indolent  way  I  spend  my  life,  and 
inveighs  against  even  the  little  dissipations 
that  I  endeavor  to  drown  my  sorrows  by  in- 
dulging iu.  It's  all  very  well  U)  talk  about 
active  employment,  useful  pursuits,  and  so 
forth  ;  but  a  man  ought  to  have  his  mind 
at  eas.',  and  his  heart  free  from  oare,  for 
all  these,  as  I  toLl  the  Governor  yesterday. 
When  a  fellow  has  got  such  a  "'stunner" 
as  1  have  had  lately,  Loudon  porter  and  a 
weed  are  his  only  solace.  Even  Tiverton's 
society  is  distasteful,  he  has  such  a  con- 
foundedly flippant  way  of  treating  one. 

I'm  thinking  seriously  of  emigrating,  and 
wish  you  could  give  me  any  useful  hints 
on  the  subject.  Tiverton  knows  a  fellow 
out  there,  who  was  in  the  same  regiment 
with  himself— a  baronet,  I  believe — and 
he's  doing  a  capital  stroke  of  work  with  a 
light  four-in-hand  team  that  he  drives,  I 
think,  between  San  Francisco  and  Geclong, 
Imt  don't  trust  me  too  far.in  the  geography  ; 
he  takes  the  diggers  at  eight  pounds  a  head, 
and  extra  for  the  "  swag."  Now  that  is 
precisely  the  thing  to  suit  mo  ;  I  can  tool  a 
coach  as  well  as  most  fellows  ;  and  as  long 
as  one  keeps  on  the  box  they  don't  feel  it 
like  coming  down  in  the  world  ! 

I  half  suspect  Tiverton  would  come  out 
too.  At  least,  he  seems  very  sick  of  Eng- 
land, as  everyl)ody  must  be  that  hasn't  ten 
thousand  a  year  and  a  good  house  in  B^'l- 
gravia. 

I  don't  know  whither  we  go  from  this, 
and,  except  in  the  hope  of  hearing  from 
you,  I  could  almost  add,  care  as  little. 
The  Governor  has  got  so  much  better  from 
the  good  air  and  the  regimen,  that  he  is 
now  anxious  ta  be  off  ;  while  my  mother, 
attributing  his  recovery  to  the  saint's  inter- 
ference, wants  another  "  Kovena."  Mary 
Anne  likes  the  place  too,  and  Gary,  who 
sketches  all  day  long,  seems  to  enjoy  it. 
How  the  decision  is  to  come,  is,  therefore, 
not  easy  to  foresee.  Meanwhile,  whether 
here  or  fhercy 

Believe  me  your  attached  friend, 

James  Dodd. 

I  open  this  to  say  that  we  are  "booked" 
for  another  fortnight  here.  My  Mother 
went  to  consult  the  Virgin  about  going 
away  last  night,  and  she — that  is  the  saint 
— gave  such  a  sneeze,  tlnit  my  Mother 
fainted,  and  was  carried  home  insensible. 
The  worst  of  all  this  is,  that  Father  Gia- 
conio — our  guide  in  spirituals— insists  on 
my  Mother's  publishing  a  little  tract  on  her 
experiences  ;  and  the  women  are  now  hard 
at  work  with  pen  and  ink  at  a  small  volume 
to  be  called  "St.  Agatha  of  Orsaro,"  by 
Jemima  D .     They  have  offered  half  a 


florin  apiece  for  good  miracles,  but  they 
are  pouring  in  so  fast  that  they'll  iuive  to 
reduce  thetarilf.  Ti\^rton  recommends 
them  to  ask  thirteen  to  tiie  dozen. 

'J'he  Governor  is  furious  at  this  autlior- 
shij).  which  will  cost  some  tive-and-twenty 
pounds  at  the  least ! 


LETTER   LXIV. 

MRS.    DODU   TO   MRS.    MARY   GALLAGHER. 

Hotel  Feder,  Genoa, 
My  dear  Molly, — It's  little  tiiat  piety 
and  holy  living  assists  ns  in  this  wicked 
world,  as  3  ou'll  allow,  Avheu  I  tell  you  that 
after  all  my  penances,  my  mortifications, 
and  my  self-abstainings,  instead  of  enjoy- 
ment and  pleasure,  as  I  might  reasonably 
look  for  in  this  place,  I  never  knew  real 
misery  and  shame  till  I  came  here.  I 
wouldn't  believe  anybody  that  said  people 
was  always  as  bad  as  they  are  now  !  Sure, 
if  they  were,  why  wouldn't  we  be  pre- 
pared for  their  baseness  and  iniquity  ? 
Why  would  we  be  deceived  and  cheated' at 
every  hand's  turn  ?  It's  all  balderdash  to 
pretend  it,  Molly.  T  he  world  must  be 
coming  10  an  end,  for  this  plain  reason, 
that  it's  morally  impossible  it  can  be  more 
corrupt,  more  false,  and  more  vicious  than 
it  is. 

I'm  trying  these  three  days  to  open  my 
heart  to  you.  I've  taken  ether,  and  salts, 
and  neumonia — I  think  the  man  called  it 
— by  the  spoonfuls,  just  to  steady  my 
nerves,  and  give  me  strength  to  tell  you 
my  afflictions ;  and  now  I'll  just  begin,  and 
if  my  tears  doesn't  blot  out  the  ink,  I'll  re- 
veal my  sorrows,  and  open  my  breast  before- 
you. 

We  left  that  blessed  village  of  Orsaro 
two  days  after  I  wrote  to  you  by  the  Earl 
of  Guzeberry,  and  came  on  here,  by  easy 
stages,  as  we  Averc  obliged  to  ride  mules  for 
more  than  half  the  way.  Our  journey  was 
of  course  fatiguing,  but  unattended  by  any 
other  inconvenience  than  K.  I. 's  usual  tem- 
per al)out  the  food,  the  beds,  and  tiie  hotel 
charges  as  we  came  along.  He  wouldn't 
fast,  nor  do  a  single  penance  on  the  road  ; 
nor  would  he  join  in  chanting  a  Litany  with 
Father  James,  but  Ihreatened  to  sing 
''Nora  Ohrina,''  if  we  didn't  stop.  And 
though  Lord  George  was  greatly  shocked, 
James  was  just  as  bad  as  his  father.  Fa- 
ther Giacomo  kept  whispering  to  me  from 
time  to  time,  "We'll  come  to  grief  for  this. 
We'll  liave  to  pay  for  all  this  impiety,  Mrs. 
D. ; ''  till  at  last  he  got  my  nerves  iu  such 
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a  state,  that  I  tliouglit  we'd  l)e  swept  away 
at  every  blast  of  wind  from  the  mountains, 
or  earned  down  by  every  torrent  that 
crossed  the  road.  I  couhln't  pass  a  bridge 
without  screeciiing;  and  as  to  fording  a 
stream,  it  was  an  attack  of  liysterics. 
Tliese  of  course  dehiyed  us  greatly,  and  it 
was  a  good  day  when  we  got  over  eight 
miles.  For  all  that,  the  girls. seemed  to 
like  it.  Gary  had  her  sketch-book  always 
open ;  and  Mary  Anne  used  to  go  fishing 
with  Lord  G.  and  James,  and  contrived,  as 
she  said,  to  make  the  time  pass  pleasantly 
enough. 

I  saw  very  little  of  K.  I.,  for  I  was  al- 
ways at  some  devotional  exercise ;  and  in- 
deed I  was  right  glad  of  it,  for  his  chief 
amusement  was  getting  Father  James  into 
an  argument,  and  teasing  and  insulting 
him  so,  that  I  only  wondered  why  he  didn't 
leave  us  at  once  and  forever.  He  never 
ceased,  too,  gibing  and  jeering  about  the 
miracles  of  Orsaro  ;  and  one  night,  when 
he  had  got  quite  beyond  all  bounds,  laugh- 
ing at  Father  G.,  he  told  him,  "Faith," 
says  he,  ''you're  the  most  credulous  man 
ever  I  met  in  my  life  ;  for  it  seems  to  me 
that  you  can  believe  anything  but  the 
Christian  religion." 

From  that  moment.  Father  G.  only  shook 
his  hands  at  him,  and  wouldn't  discourse. 

This  is  the  way  we  got  to  Genoa,  where, 
because  we  arrived  at  night,  they  kept  us 
waiting  outside  the  gates  of  the  town  till 
the  commandant  of  the  fortress  had  exam- 
ined our  passports;  K.  I.  all  the  while 
abusing  the  authorities,  and  blackguarding 
the  governor  in  a  way  that  would  have  cost 
us  dear,  if  it  wasn't  that  nobody  could  un- 
derstand his  Italian. 

That  wasn't  all,  for  when  we  got  to  the 
hotel,  they  said  that  all  the  apartments  had 
been  taken  before  Lord  George's  letter  ar- 
rived, and  that  there  wasn't  a  room  nor  a 
pantry  to  be  had  in  the  wdiole  city  at  any 
price.  In  fact,  an  English  family  had  just 
gone  off  iji  despair  to  Chiavari,  for  even 
the  ships  in  the  harbor  were  filled  with 
strangers,  and  the  *' steam  dredge"  was 
■  fitted  up  like  an  hotel !  K.  I.  took  down 
the  list  of  visitors,  to  see  if  he  could  find  a 
friend  or  an  acquaintance  amongst  them, 
but,  though  there  were  plenty  of  English, 
we  knew  none  of  them  ;  and  as  for  Lord  G., 
though  he  was  acquainted  with  nearly  all 
the  titled  people,  they  were  always  relatives 
or  connections  with  whom  he  wasn't  *'on 
terms."  While  we  sat  thus  at  the  door 
holding  our  council  of  war,  with  sleepy 
waiters  and  a  sulky  porter,  a  gentleman 
passed  m,  and  went  by  us,  up  the  stairs, 
before  we  could  see  his  face.     The  landlord, 


who  lighted  him  all  the  way  himself, 
showed  that  he  was  a  person  of  some  con- 
sequence. K.  I.  had  just  time  to  learn 
that  he  was*'  No.  4,  the  grand  apartment  on 
the  first  floor  towards  the  sea,"  which  was 
all  they  knew ;  ivhen  the  landlord  came 
down,  smiling  and  smirking,  to  say,  that 
the  occupant  of  No.  4  felt  much  pleasure 
in  putting  half  his  suite  of  rooms  at  our 
disposal,  and  hoped  we  might  not  decline 
his  offer. 

"  AVho  is  it  ?-  Avho  is  he  ? "'  cried  we  all  at 
once  ;  but  the  landlord  made  such  a  mess  of 
tlie  English  name,  that  we  were  obliged  to 
w\ait  till  we  could  read  it  in  the  Strangers' 
Book.  Meanwhile,  we  lost  not  a  second  in 
installing  ourselves  in  what  I  must  call  a 
most  princely  apartment,  with  mirrors  on 
all  sides,  fine  pictures,  china,  and  carved 
furniture,  giving  the  rooms  the  air  of  a 
palace.  There  was  a  fine  fire  in  the  great 
drawing-room,  and  the  table  was  littered 
with  English  newspapers  and  magazines, 
which  proved  that  he  had  just  left  the 
place  for  us  as  he  v/as  himself  occup}ang  it. 

"  Now  for  our  great  unknown, "'  said 
Lord  George,  opening  the  Strangers'  Book, 
and  running  his  eye  down  the  list.  There 
was  Milor  Hubs  and  Miladi,  Baron  This, 
Count  That,  the  "Vescovo"  di  Kilmore, 
with  the  "  Vescova"  and  five  *'Vescovini," 
— that  meant  the  Bishop  and  his  wife,  and 
the  five  small  little  Bishops — wdiich  made 
us  laugh.  And  at  last  we  came  down  to 
"  No.  4,  Grand  Suite,"  Sir  Morris  Penrhyn, 
Bt.,  not  a  word  more. 

"  There  is  a  swell  of  that  name  that  owns 
any  amount  of  slate  quarries  down  near 
Holyhead,  I  think,"  said  Lord  George. 
"Do  you  happen  to  know  him  ?" 

"No,"  was  choruEcd  by  all  present. 

"Oh!  every  one  knows  his  place.  It's 
one  of  the  show  things  of  the  neighbor- 
hood. How  is  this  they  call  it — Pwlldm- 
molly  Castle  ? — that's  the  name,  at  least  so 
far  as  human  lips  can  ap})roach  it.  At  all 
events,  he  has  nigh  fifteen  tliousand  a  year, 
and  can  afford  the  annoyance  of  a  conso- 
nant more  or  less." 

"  Any  relative  of  your  Lordship's  ? " 
asked  K.  I. 

"  Don't  exactly  remember ;  but,  if  so, 
we  never  acknowledged  him.  Can't  afford 
AVelsh  cousinships  !" 

"He's  a  right  civil  fellow,  at  all  events," 
said  K.  I.,  "and  here's  his  health;"  fo\ 
at  that  moment  the  waiter  entered  with 
the  supper,  and  we  all  sat  down  in  far  bet- 
ter spirits  than  we  had  expected  to  enjo.^ 
half  an  hour  back.  We  soon  forgot  al' 
about  our  unknowii  benefactor  ;  and,  in-^ 
deed,  we  had  enough  of  our  own  concerns 
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to  eT7^oss  our  attention,  for  there  were 
places  to  be  secured  for  tlic  tounianicnt, 
and  the  otlier  greiit  sights  ;  for  with  all  the 
frailty  of  our  poor  natures,  there  we  wei-e, 
as  hot  after  the  vanities  and  pleasures  of 
this  world  as  if  we  had  never  done  a 
"  ISFovena  "  nor  a  penance  in  our  lives  !  " 

Wiien  I  went  to  my  room,  Mary  Anne 
and  I  had  a  long  conversation  about  the 
stranger,  wlioni  siie  was  fully  persuaded 
was  a  connection  of  Lord  G.'s,  and  had 
shown  us  this  attention  solely  on  his  ac- 
count. '■!  ca*i  perceive,"  said  she,  ''from 
his  haughty  manner,  that  he  doesn't  like 
to  acknowledge  tlie  relationship,  nor  be  in 
any  way  bound  by  the  tie  of  an  obligation. 
His  pride  is  the  only  sentiment  he  can 
never  subdue  !  A  bad  '  look-out '  for  me. 
perhaps,  mamma,"  said  she,  laughing : 
"but  we'll  see  hereafter."  And  with  this 
she  Avished  me  good-night. 

The  next  morning  our  troubles  began, 
and  early  too,  for  Father  James,  not  mak- 
ing any  allowance  for  the  different  life  one 
must  lead  in  a  great  city  from  what  one 
follows  in  a  little  out-of-the-way  place 
amidst  mountains,  expected  me  to  go  up  to 
a  chapel  two  miles  away  and  hear  matins, 
and  be  down  at  mid-day  mass  in  the  town, 
and  then  had  a  whole  afternoon's  work  at 
the  convent  arranged  for  us,  and  Avas  met 
by  Lord  George  and  James  Avith  a  decided. 
and,  indeed,  almost  rude  opposition.  The 
discussion  lasted  till  late  in  the  morning, 
and  might,  perhaps,  have  gone  on  further, 
Avhen  K.  L,  AvhoAvas  reading  his  Galignani, 
screamed  out,  "By  the  great  O'Sliea!" — 
a  favorite  exclamation  of  his— '* here's  a 
bit  of  news.  Listen  to  this.  Gentles,  all  of 
you  :  '  By  tlie  demise  of  Sir  Walter  Prich- 
ard  Penrhyn,  of " — I  must  give  up  the 
castle — 'the  ancient  title  and  large  estates 
of  the  family  descend  to  a  sister's  son,  Cap- 
tain George  Morris,  who  formerly  served  in 
the  — th  foot,  but  retired  from  the  army 
about'  a  year  since,  to  reside  on  the  conti- 
nent. The  present  Baronet,  Avho  will  take 
the  name  of  Penrhyn,  Avill  be,  by  this  ac- 
cession of  fortune,  the  richest  landed  pro- 
prietor in  the  Principality,  and  may,  if  he 
please  it,  exercise  a  very  powerful  interest 
in  the  political  world.  We  are,  of  course, 
ignorant  of  his  future  intentions,  but  avc 
share  in  the  generally  expressed  Avish  of  all 
classes  here,  tliat  the  ancient  seat  of  his  an- 
cestors may  not  be  left  unoceuj)ied,  or  oidy 
tenanted  by  those  engaged  in  exhibiting  to 
strangers  its  A^aried  treasures  in  art,  and  its 
nnriA'alled  curiosities  in  antiquarian  lore. — 
Welsh  Herald.'  There's  the  explanation 
of  the  civility  Ave  met  Avith  last  night ;  that 
clears  up  tHe  whole  mystery,  but,  at   the 


same  time,  leaA'CS  another  riddle  unsolved. 
Why  didn't  he  speak  to  us  on  the  stairs  ? 
Could  it  lie  that  he  did  not  recognize  us  ?" 

Oh,  ]\Iolly  !  I  nearly  fainted  while  lie 
;  Avas  speaking.  I  was  afraid  of  my  life  he'd 
look  at  me,  and  see  by  my  changed  color 
Avhat  Avas  agitating  me  ;  for  only  think  of 
what  it  Avas  i  had  done — just  gone  and  re- 
fused fifteen  thousand  a  year,  and  for  the 
I  least  marriageable  of  the  two  girls,  since,  I 
needn't  say  that  for  one  man  that  fancies 
Caiy,  there's  forty  admires  ^lary  Anne — 
an(f  a  Baronetcy  f  She'd  have  been  my 
lady,  just  as  much  as  any  in  the  Peerage. 
I  believe  in  my  heart  I  couldn't  have  kept 
the  confession  in,  if  it  hadn't  been  that 
Mary  Anne  took  my  arm  and  led  me  aAvay. 
Father  G.  followed  us  out  of  the  room,  and 
began:  " Isn't  it  a  real  blessing  from  the 
Virgin  on  ye,"  said  he,  "that  you  rejected 
that  heretic  before  tem])tation  assailed  ye  ?" 
But  I  stopped  him,  Molly  ;  and  at  once, 
too  !  I  told  him  it  was  all  his  OAvn  stupid 
bigotry  got  us  into  the  scrape.  "What 
has  religion  to  do  with  it?"  said  L 
"Can't  a  heretic  spend  fifteen  thousand  a 
year ;  and  sure  if  his  wife  can't  live  with 
him,  can't  she  claim  Any-mouey,  as  they 
call  it  ? '' 

"  1  hope  and  trust."  said  he,  '*that  your 
backsliding  Avon't  bring  a  judgment  on  A"e." 

And  so  I  turned  away  from  liim,  Molly, 
for  you  may  remark  that  there's  nothing  as 
narrow-minded  as  a  priest  when  he  talks  of 
Avorldly  matters. 

Though  we  had  enough  on  our  minds  the 
Avhole  day  about  getting  places  for  the 
Tournament,  the  thought  of  Morris  never 
left  my  head  ;  and  I  "knew,  besides,  that 
I'd  never  have  another  day's  peace  with  K. 
I.  as  long  as  I  lived,  if  he  came  to  find  out 
that  I  refused  him.  I  thought  of  twenty 
Avays  to  repair  the  breach  ;  that  I'd  write 
to  him,  or  make  Mary  Anne  write— or  get 
James  to  call  and  see  him.  Then  it  occurred 
to  me,  if  Ave  should  nuike  out  that  Cary  Avas 
dying  for  love  of  him,  and  it  was  to  save  our 
child  that  we  condescended  to  change  our 
mind.  Mary  Anne,  hoAvever,  overruled  me 
in  everything,  saying  :  "  Kely  upon  it.  Mam- 
ma, Ave'll  have  him  yet.  If  he  Avas  a  very 
youna:  man  there  would  be  no  chance  for 
us.  but  he  is  five  or  six-and-thirty,  and  he'll 
not  change,  noAv  !  For  a  fcAV  months  or  so, 
he'll  trv  to  bully  himself  into  the  notion  of 
forgetting  her,'  but  you'll  see  he'll  come 
round  at  last  ;  and  if  he  should  not,  then 
it  Avill  be  quite  time  enough  to  see  Avhether 
we  ought  to  i)ique  his  'jealousy  or  awaken 
his  compassion." 

She  said  much  more  in  the  same  strain, 
and  brought  me  round  completely  to  hei 


286 


(JHARLES  LEVERS   WORKS. 


own  views.  "Above  all,"  said  she,  " don't 
Jet  Fatlier  James  influence  you  ;  for  though 
it's  all  right  and  proi)er  to  consult  him 
about  the  next  world,  he  knows  no  more 
than  a  child  about  the  affairs  of  this  one." 
So  we  agreed,  Molly,  that  we'd,  just  wait 
and  see,  of  course  keeping  K.  I.  blind  all 
the  time  to  what  we  were  doing. 

The  Games  and  the  Circus,  and  all  the 
wonderful  sights  that  we  Avore  to  behold, 
drove  every thiug  else  out  of  my  head,  for 
every  moment  Lord  George  was  rushing  in 
with  some  new  piece  of  intelligence  about 
some  astonishing  giant,  or  some  beautiful 
creature,  so  that  wo  hadn't  a  moment  to 
think  of  anything. 

It  Avas  tiie  hardest  thing  in  life  to  get 

E laces  at  all.  The  pit  Avas  taken  np  Avith 
►ukes,  and  Counts,  and  Barons,  and_  the 
boxes  rose  to  twenty-live  Napoleons  apiece, 
and  even  at  that  price  it  was  a  favor  to  get 
one  !  Early  and  late  Lord  George  Avas  at 
work  about  it,  calling  on  Ministers,  Avriting 
notes,  and  paying  visits,  till  you'd  think  it 
Avas  life  and  death  Avere  involved  in  our 
success. 

You  hav3  no  notion,  Molly,  how  differ- 
ent these  matters  are  abroad  and  Avith  us. 
At  home,  we  go  to- a  play  or  a  circus  just  to 
be  amused  for  the  time,  and  Ave  never  think 
more  of  the  creatures  Ave  see  there  than  if 
they  weren't  of  our  species ;  but,  abroad, 
it's  exactly  the  reverse.  Nothing  else  is 
talked  of,  or  thought  of,  but  hoAV  much  the 
tenor  is  to  have  for  six  nights.  ''Is  Car- 
lotta  singing  well  ?  Is  Nina  fatter  ?  How 
is  Francesca  dancing  ?  Does  she  do  the 
little  step  like  a  goat  this  season  ?  or  has 
she  forgotten  her  rainbow  spring  ?  "  Now, 
Lord  George  and  James  gave  us  no  peace 
about  all  these  people  till  Ave  knew  every 
bit  of  the  private  history  of  them,  from  the 
Man  that  carried  a  Bull  on  his  back,  to  the 
small  Child  with  Wings,  that  Avas  tossed 
about  for  a  shuttlecock  by  its  father  and 
uncle.  Then  there  Avas  a  certain  Sofia  Bet- 
trame,  that  everybody  was  wild  about ;  the 
telegraph  at  one  time  saying  she  was  at 
Lyons,  then  she  Avas  at  Vichy,  then  at  Mont 
Cenis  ; — now  she  was  sick,  now  she  was  sup- 
ping with  the  Princess  Odelzeffska — and, 
in  fact,  what  between  the  people  that  were 
in  love  with  her,  and  a  number  of  others  to 
Avhom  she  Avas  in  debt,  it  was  quite  impossi- 
ble to  l:ear  of  anything  else  but  "  La  Sofia," 

"  La  Bettrame,"  from  morning  till  night. 
It's  long  before  an  honest  woman,  Molly, 
would  engross  so  much  of  public  notice ; 

and    so   I   couldn't   forbear   remarking  to 

K.  L 

Nobody  cared  to  ask  Avher^  the  CroAvn 

Prince  of  Bussia  Avas  going  co  put  up,  or 


Avhere  the  Archduchess  of  Austria  was  stay- 
ing, but  all  were  eager  to  learn  if  the  Croce 
di  Matta,  or  the  Leone  d'Oro,  or  the  Cour 
de  Naples  Avere  to  lodge  the  peerless  Sofia. 
The  man  that  saw  her  horses  arriA'c  was  the 
fashion  for  two  entire  days,  and  an  old 
gentleman,  Avho  had  talked  with  her  courier, 
got  three  dinner  invitations  on  the  strength 
of  it.  What  discussions  there  were  Avhether 
she  Avas  to  receive  a  hundred  thousand 
francs,  or  as  many  crowns  ;  and  then 
whether  for  one  or  for  tAvo  nights.  Then 
there  Avere  wagers  about  her  age,  her  height, 
the  color  of  her  eyes,  and  the  height  of  her 
instep,  till  I  own  to  you,  Molly,  it  Avas  down-, 
riglit  offensive  to  the  mother  of  a  family  to 
listen  to  Avhat  went  on  about  her ;  James 
being  just  as  bad  as  the  rest. 

At  last,  my  dear,  comes  the  news  that 
Sofia  has  taken  a  sulk  and  wouldn't  appear. 
The  Grand-Duchess  of  somewhere  did  some- 
thing, or  didn't  do  it — I  forget  Avhich — that 
was  or  Avas  not  "due  to  her."  I  wish  you 
saw  the  consternation  of  the  toAvn  at  the 
tidi ngs.  If  i  t  was  the  plague  was  a nnounced, 
the  state  of  distraction  Avould  haA'e  been 
less. 

You  AA^ouldn't  believe  me  if  I  told  you  how 
they  took  it  to  heart.  Old  generals  Avith 
white  moustaches — fat,  elderly  gentlemen 
in  counting-houses — grave  shopkeepers — 
and  grim-looking  clerks  in  the  Excise,  went 
about  as  if  they  had  lost  their  father,  and 
fallen  suddenly  into  diminished  circum- 
stances. They  shook  hands,  when  they 
met,  Avith  a  dcej)  sigh,  and  parted  with  a 
groan,  as  if  the  occasion  was  too  much  for 
their  feelings. 

At  this  moment,  therefore,  after  all  the 
trouble  and  expense,  nobody  knows  if  there 
will  be  any  Tournament  at  all.  Some  say 
it  is  the  Government  has  found  out  that 
the  whole  thing  was  a  conspiracy  for  a  ris- 
ing ;  and  there  are  fifty  rumors  ailoat  about 
Mazzini  himself  being  one  of  the  company, 
in  the  disguise  of  a  juggler.  But  what  may 
be  the  real  truth  it  is  impossible  to  say. 
At  all  events,  I'll  not  despatch  this  till  I 
can  give  you  the  latest  tidings. 

Tuesday  Evening, 
The  telegraph   has  just   brought  word 
that  SHE  will  come.    James  is  gone  down  to 
the  office  to  get  a  copy  of  the  despatch. 

James  is  come  back  to  say  that  she  is  at 
Novi.  If  she  arrive  here  to-night,  there 
will  be  an  illumination  of  the  town  !  Is 
not  this  too  bad,  Molly  ?  Doesn't  your 
l)lood  run  cold  at  the  thought  of  it  all  ? 

Thev're  shouting  like  mad  under  my 
Avindow  now,  and  Lord  George  thinks  she 
must  be  come  already,     James  has  come  in 
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with  his  hilt  in  tatters,  and  his  cout  in  ra;;s. 
The  excitement  is  drejidfnl.  Tlie  people 
sus;)ect  tiiat  the  tJovernnient  are  betraying 
tliern  to  Russia,  and  are  going  to  destroy  a 
l)alace  tliat  belongs  to  a  tallow  merchant. 

All  is  right,  Molly,  she  is  come  !  and 
they  are  t^erenading  her  now  under  the  win- 
dows of  the  "  Groce  di  Matta  ! " 

Wednesday  Night. 

If  my  trembling  hand  can  sub.seribe  legi- 
\Ay  a  few  lines,  it  is  jierhaps  the  last  you 
will  ever  receive  from  your  attached  Jemi- 
ma. I  was  never  intended  to  go  through 
such  trials  as  these  ;  and  they're  now  rend- 
ing a  heart  that  was  only  made  for  tender- 
ness and  affection. 

AVe  were  there,  Molly !  After  such  a 
scene  of  crushing  and  squeezing  as  never 
was  equalled,  v.'C  got  inside  the  Circus,  and 
with  tlie  loss  of  my  new  turhan,  and  one  of 
my  "plats,"' wo  reached  our  box,  within 
two  of  the  stage,  and  nearly  opposite  the 
Kin^.  For  an  hour  or  so,  it  was  only 
fainting  was  going  on  all  around  us,  with 
the  heat  and  the  violent  struggle  to  get  in. 
Nobody  minded  the  stage  at  all,  where  they 
were  doing  the  same  kind  of  things  we  used 
to  see  long  ago.  Ten  men  in  pinkish  buff, 
vaulting  over  an  old  Avhite  horse,  and  the 
Clown  tumbling  over  the  last  of  them  with 
a  screecii — the  little  Infant  of  three  years, 
with  a  strap  round  its  waist,  standing  and 
tottering  on  the  horse's  back — the  man  witli 
the  brass  balls  and  the  basin,  and  the  other 
one  that  stood  on  the  bottles — all  passed  off 
tiresome  enough,  till  a  grand  flourish  of 
trumpets  announced  Signor  Annibale,  the 
great  Modern  Hercules.  In  he  rode,  Molly, 
full  gallop,  all  dressed  in  a  light,  flesh- 
colored  web,  and  looking  so. like  naked  that 
I  screeched  out  when  I  saw  him.  His  hair 
was  divided  on  his  forehead,  and  cut  short 
all  round  the  head  ;  and,  indeed,  I  must 
confess  he  was  a  fmc-loyking  man.  After 
a  turn  or  two,  brandisliing  a  big  club,  he 
galloped  in  again,  but  quickly  reappeared 
with  a  Avoman  lying  over  one  of  his  arms, 
and  her  hair  streaming  down  half-wav  to 
the  ground.  This  was  Sofia  ;  and  you  niay 
guess  the  enthusiasm  of  the  audience  at  her 
coming !  There  she  lay.  like  in  a  trance, 
as  he  dashed  along  at  full  speed,  the  very 
tip  of  one  foot  only  touching  the  saddle, 
and  her  other  leg  dangling  down  like  dead. 
It  was  shocking  to  hear  the  way  they  talked 
of  her  symmetry  and  her  shape  —  not  but 
they  saw  enough  to  judge  of  it,  Molly, — 
till  at  last  the  giant  stopped  to  breathe  a 
little  just  under  our  box.  K.  I.  and  the 
young  men  of  course  leanel  over  to  have 
a  good  look  at  her  with  thtir  glasses,  when 


suddenly  James  screamed  ;  ''  By  the " 

-  I  won't  say  what — "  it's  herself  ! "  Mary 
Anne  and  1  both  rose  together.  The  sight 
left  my  eyes,  Molly,  for  she  looked  up  at 
me,  and  who  was  it — but  the  Countess  that 
James  was  going  to  marry  !  There  she 
was,  lying  languidly  on  the  giant,  smiling 
up  at  us  as  cool  as  may  be.  I  gave  a 
screech,  Molly,  that  made  the  house  ring, 
and  went  off  in  Mary  Anne's  arms. 

If  this  isn't  disgrace  enough  to  bring  me 
to  the  grave,  Nature  must  have  given 
stronger  feelings  than  she  knows  to  your 
ever  alllicted  and  heart-broken 

Jemima  Dodd. 


LETTER  LXV. 

MISS  CAROUNK  DODD  TO  MISS   COX,  AT   MISS   MINCING'S 
ACADEMY,    BLACK   ROCK,     IRELAND. 

Sestii,  Gulf  of  Genoa. 

My  dear  Miss  Cox, — I  had  long  looked 
forward  to  our  visit  to  Genoa  in  order  to 
write  to  you.  1  had  fancied  a  thousand 
things  of  the  ''Superb  City"'  which  would 
have  been  matters  of  interest,  and  hoped 
that  many  others  might  have  presented 
themselves  to  actual  observation.  But  with 
that  same  fatality  by  which  the  future  for- 
ever evades  us,  we  have  come  and  gone 
again,  and  really  seen  nothing. 

Instead  of  a  week  or  fortnight  passed  in 
loitering  about  these  mysterious,  narrow 
streets,  each  one  of  which  is  a  picture,  pok- 
ing into  crypts,  and  groping  along  the  aisles 
of  those  dim  churches,  and  then  issuing 
forth  into  the  blaze  of  sunshine  to  see  the 
blue  sea  heaving  in  mighty  masses  on  the 
rocky  shore,  we  came  here  to  see  some  vul- 
gar spectacle  of  a  Circus  or  a  Tournament. 
By  ill-luck,  too,  even  this  ])leasure  has 
proved  abortive  ;  a  very  mortifying,  I  might 
say  humiliating,  discovery  awaited  us,  and 
we  have,  for  shame's  sake,  taken  our  refuge 
in  flight  from  one  of  the  most  interesting 
cities  in  the  whole  peninsula. 

I  am  ashamed  to  confess  to  you  how  ill 
I  have  borne  the  disappointment.  The 
passing  glini])ses  I  caught  here  and  there 
of  steep  old  alleys,  barely  wide  enough  for 
three  to  go  abreast — thelittle  squares,  con- 
taining some  quaint  monument  or  some 
fantastic  fountain — the  massive  iron  gate- 
ways, showing  through  the  bars  the  groves 
of  "orange  trees  within — the  wide  portals, 
ojieningon  great  stairs  of  snow-white  marble 
— all  set  me  a  dreaming  of  that  Proud  Ge- 
noa, with  its  merchant-princes,  who  com- 
bined all  the  haughty  characteristics  of  a 
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feudal  state  with  the  duhhing  spirit  of  a  life 
of  enterprise. 

The  population,  too,  seemed  as  varied  in 
type  as  the  buildings  around  them.  The 
bronzed,  deei)-browed  Ligurian — the  "  Fa- 
quino  '' — by  right  of  birth,  stood  side  by 
side  with  the  scarcely  less  athletic  Dalma- 
tian. The  Arab  from  Tiflis,  the  Suliotc, 
the  Armenian,  the  dull-eyed  Moslem,  and 
the  treacherous-looking  Moor,  were  all 
grouped  about  tlie  Mole,  with  a  host  of 
those  less  picturesque  figures  that  represent 
Northern  Europe.  There,  was  heard  every 
language  and  every  dialect.  There,  too, 
seem  the  lineaments  of  every  nation,  and 
the  traits  of  every  passion  that  distinguish 
a  people.  Just  as  on  the  deep  blue  water 
that  broke  beside  thoin  were  ships  of  every 
build,  from  the  proud  three-decker  to  the 
swift  'Mateen,"  and  from  the  tall,  taper 
spars  of  the  graceful  clipper,  to  the  heavily- 
rounded,  low-masted  galliot  of  the  Nether- 
lands. 

I  own  to  you,  that  however  the  actual 
life  of  commerce  may  include  common- 
place events,  and  common-place  people, 
there  is  something  about  the  sea  and  those 
that  live  on  the  great  waters,  that  always 
has  struck  me  as  eminently  poetical. 

The  scene — the  adventurous  existence — 
the  strange  far-away  lands  they  have  visited 
— the  SjDice  Islands  of  the  South — the  cold 
shores  of  the  Arctic  Seas — the  wondrous 
people  with  whom  they  have  mingled — the 
dangers  they  have  confronted — all  invest 
the  sailor  with  a  deap  interest  to  me,  and  1 1 
regard  him  ever  as  one  who  has  himself 
been  an  actor  in  the  great  drama  of  which 
I  have  only  read  the  outline. 

I  was,  indeed,  very  sorry  to  leave  Genoa, 
and  to  leave  it,  too,  unseen.  An  event,  ' 
however,  too  painful  to  allude  to,  compel-  | 
led  us  to  start  at  once ;  and  we  came  on  . 
here  to  the  little  village  from  whence  I 
write.  A  lovely  spot  it  is — sheltered  from 
the  open  sea  by  a  tall  promontorj^,  wooded 
with  v/aving  pmes,  whose  feathery  foliage 
is  reflected  m  the  calm  sea  beiieath.  A 
gentle  curve  of  the  strand  leads  to  Chiavari, 
another  town  about  six  miles  off,  and  be- 
hind us,  landward,  rise  the  great  Apennines, 
several  thousand  feet  in  height — grand, 
barren,  volcanic-looking  masses  of  wildest 
outline,  and  tinted  with  the  colors  of  every 
mineral  ore.  On  the  very  highest  pin- 
nacles of  these  are  villages  perched,  and  the 
tall  tower  of  a  Church  is  seen  to  rise  against 
the  blue  sky,  at  an  elevation,  one  would 
fancy,  untrodden  by  man. 

There  is  a  beautiful  distinctness  in  Italian 
landscape — every  detail  is  ''picked  out" 
.sharply.     The  outline  of   every  rock  and 


]  cliff,  of  every  tree,  of  every  shrub,  is  C-ean, 

I  and  well  defined.     Light  and  shadow  fall 

j  boldly,  and  even  abruptly  on  the  eye  ;  but, 

!  shall  I  own  it  ?  I  long  for  the  mysterious 

j  distances,    the   cloud-sbadows,    the  vague 

atmospheric  tints  of   our  Northern  lands. 

I  want  those  passing  effects  that  seem  to 

\  give  a  vitality  to  the  picture,  and  make  up 

something  like  a  story  of  the  scene.     It  is 

I  in  these  the  mind  revels  as  in  a  dreamland 

of  its  own.     It  is  from  these  we  conjure  up 

so  many  mingled  thoughts  of  the  past,  the 

I  present,  and  the   coming  time — investing 

;  the  real  with  the  imaginary,  and  blending 

[  the  ideal  with  the  actual  world. 

How  naturally  do  all  these  thoughts  lead 
us  to  that  of  Home  !     Happily  for  us,  there 
is  that  in  the  religion  of  our  hearts  towards 
I  home  that  takes  no  account  of  the  greater 
beauty  of  other  lands.     The  loyalty  we  owe 
■  otir  own  hearts  defies  seduction.     Admire, 
glory  in  how  j'ou  will  the  grandest  scene 
the  sun  ever  set  upon,  there  is  still  a  holy 
spot  in  your  heart  of  hearts  for  some  little 
humble  locality — a  lonely  glen — a  Highland 
:  tarn — a  rocky  path  beside  some  winding 
:  river,  rich  in  its  childish  memories,  redo- 
i  lent  of  the  bright  hours  of  sunny  infancy — 
[and  this  you  would  not  give  for  the  most 
'  gorgeous  landscapes  that  ever  basked  be- 
beneath  Italian  sky. 

Do  not  fancy  that  I  repine  at  being  here 
because  I  turn  with  fond  affection  to  the 
scene  of  my  earliest  days.  I  delight  in 
Italy,  I  glory  in  its  splendor  of  sky,  and 
land,  and  water.  I  never  weary  of  its  beau- 
teous vegetation,  and  my  ear  drinks  in  with 
equal  pleasure  the  soft  accents  of  its  lan- 
guage, but  I  always  feel  that  these  things 
are  to  be  treasured  for  memory  to  be  en- 
joyed hereafter,  just  as  the  emigrant  labors 
for  the  gold  he  is  to  spend  in  his  own  coun- 
try. In  this  wise,  it  may  be,  when  wander- 
ing along  3ome  mountain  "  boreen "  at 
home,  sauntering  of  a  summer's  eve  through 
some  waving  meadow,  that  Italy  in  all  its 
brightness  will  rise  before  me,  and  I  will 
exult  in  my  heart  to  have  seen  the  towers 
of  the  Eternal  City,  and  watch  the  waves 
that  sleep  in  "still  Sorrento." 

We  leave  this  to-morrow  for  Spezia,  there, 
to  pass  a  few  days  ;  our  object  being  to  loi- 
ter slowly  along' till  Papa  can  finally  decide 
wdiether  to  go  back  or  forward  ;  for  so  is  it, 
my  dearest  friend,  all  our  long-planned 
tour  and  its  pleasures  have  resolved  them- 
selves into  a  hundred  complications  of 
finance  and  fashionable  acquaintances. 

One  might  have  supposed,  from  our  fail- 
ure in  these  attempts,  that  we  should  have 
learned  at  least  our  own  unfitness  for  success. 
The  very  mortifications  we   have  suffered 
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might  have  taught  ns  that  all  the  enjoy- 
ment we  could  ever  liopc  to  reap  could  not 
repay  the  price  of  a  single  defeat.  Yet 
iiere  we  arc,  just  as  eager,  just  as  sliort- 
sighted,  just  as  infatuated  as  ever,  after  a 
world  that  will  have  "none  of  us,"  and 
steadily  bent  on  storming  a  position  in  so- 
ciety that,  if  woa  to-morrow,  we  could  not 
retain. 

I  suppose  that  our  reverses  in  this  wise 
must  have  attained  some  notoriety,  and  I  am 
even  prepared  to  hear  that  the  liodd  family 
have  made  themselvea  unha])pily  cons])icu- 
ous  by  their  unfortunate  attempt  at  great- 
ness ;  but  1  own,  dearest  friend,  that  1  am 
not  able  to  contemplate  with  the  same  phi- 
losopliical  submission  the  loss  of  good 
men  s  esteem  and  respect  to  which  these 
failures  must  expose  us  ;  an  instance  cf 
which,  I  tremble  to  think,  has  already  oc- 
curred to  us. 

You  have  often  heard  me  speak  of  Mrs. 
Morris,  and  of  the  kindnesi  with  which 
she  treated  me  during  a  visit  to  her  house. 
She  was,  at  that  time,  m  what  many  would 
have  called  very  narrov^'  circumstances,  but 
which,  by  consummate  care  and  good  man- 
agement, sufficed  to  maintain  a  condition 
in  every  way  suitable  to  a  gentle\^'oman. 
She  has  since — or  rather  her  son  has — suc- 
ceeded to  a  very  large  fortune  and  a  title. 
They  were  at  Genoa  when  we  arrived  there 
— at  the  same-hotel— and  yet  never  either 
called  on  or  noticed  us  !  It  is  perfectly 
needless  for  me  to  say  that  I  know,  and  know 
thoroughly,  that  no  change  in  tlieir  posi- 
tion could  have  produced  any  alteration  in 
their  manner  toward  us.  If  ever  there  were 
people  totally  removed  from  such  vulgarity 
— utterly  incapable  of  even  conceiving  it — 
it  is  the  Morrises.  They  were  proud  in  their 
humble  fortune — that  is,  they  possessed  a 
dignified  self-esteem  that  would  have  re- 
jected the  patronage  of  wealthy  pretension, 
but  willingly  accepted  the  friendship  of 
very  lowly  worth  ;  and  I  can  Avcll  believe 
that  prosperity  will  only  serve  to  widen  the 
sphere  of  their  sympathies,  and  make  them 
as  generous  in  action  as  tliey  were  once  so 
in  thought.  That  their  behavior  to  us  de- 
pends on  anything  in  themselves,  I  there- 
fore completely  reject — this  I  know  and 
feel  to  be  an  impossibility.  Wha^a  sad  al- 
ternative is  then  left  me,  when  I  own  that 
they  have  more  than  sutficient  cause  to 
shun  our  acquaintance  and  avoid  our  in- 
timacy ! 

The  loss  of  such  a  friend  as  Captain 
Morris  might  have  been  to  James,  is  al- 
most irreparable  ;  and  from  the  interest  he 
once  took  in  him,  it  is  clear  he  felt  well  dis- 
posed for  such  a  part ;  and  I  am  thorough- 
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I  ly  convinced  that  even  Papa  himself,  with 
all  his  anti-English  prejudices,  has  only  to 
come  into  clo.se  contact  with  the  really  no- 
ble traits  of  the  English  character,  to  ac- 
knowledge their  excellence  and  their  worth. 
I  am  very  far  from  undervaluing  the  great 
charm  of  manner  which  comes  under  the 
category  of  what   is  called  "aimable."     I 

'  recognize  all  its  fascination,  and  I  even  own 
to  an  exagr^erated  enjoyment  of  its  display  ; 
but  shall  1  confess  that  I  believe  that  it  is 

'  this  very  habit  of  simulation  that  detracte 
from  the  truthful  ch.aracter  of  a  people, 
and  that  English  bluntness  is — so  to  say — 
the  complement  of  Eng!i.sh  honesty.  That 
they  pr.sh  the  characteristic  too  far,  and 
that  they  frequently  throw  a  chill  over  so- 
cial intercourse,  wliich,  under  more  genial 

J  influences,  had  been  everything  that    was 

j  agreeable.  1  am  free  to  admit  ;  but,  with 
all  these  deficiencies,  the  national  character 
is  incomparably  above  that  of  any  other 
country  I  have  any  knowledge  of.  It  will 
be  scarcely  complimentary  if  I  add  after  all 
this,  thatV.e  Irish  are  certainly  more  popu- 
lar abroad  than  our  Saxon  relatives.  We 
are  more  compliant  with  foreign  usages  ; 
less  rigid  in  maintaining  our  own  habits  : 
more  conciliating  in  a  thousand  ways  ;  and 

;  both  our  tongues  and  our  temperaments 
more  easily  catch  a  new  language  and  a 
new  tone  of  society. 

Is  it  not  fortunate   for    you  that  I  am 
interrupted    in    these     gossipings   by   the 

!  order  to  march  ?  3Iary  Anne  has  come  to 
tell  me  that  we  are  to  start  in  half  an  hour  ; 
and  so,  adieu,  till  we  meet  at  Spczia. 

Spezia,  Croce  di  Malta. 
The  little  sketch  that  I  send  with  this, 
will  give  von    some  very   faint  notion  of 
this  beautiful  gulf,  with  which  I  have  as 

]yct  seen  notliing  to  compare.  This  is  in- 
deed Italy.  Sea — sky — foliage — balmy  air 
— the  soft  influences  of  ar  atmosphere 
perfumed  with  a  thousand  odors  —  all 
breathe  of  the  glorious  land. 

The  Garden— a  little  promenade  for  the 

[  townspeople,  that  stretches  along  th.e  beach, 
is  one  blaze  of  deep  crimson  flowei-s — the 
blossoms  of  the  San  Giuseppe— ^I  know  not 
the  botanical  name.  The  blue  sea— and 
such  a  blue  1  — mirrors  every  clitf,  and  crag, 
and  castellated  heiichtwith  the  most  minute 
distinctness.  Tall  lateen-sailed  boats  glide 
swiftly  to  and  fro  ;  and  lazy  oxen  of  gigan 
tic  size  dras;  rustling  wagons  of  loaded  vines 
along,  the^ ruddy  ^jnico  staining  the  rich 
earth  as  thevpass. 

Como  was  beautiful  :  but  there  was— so 

ito  say — a  kind  of  trim  coquetry  in  its 
beauty  that  did  not  please  me.     The  vil- 
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]jis — the  gardeLS — tlio  terriice^.  walks — tiic 
pillared  temples — se(3med  all  the  creations 
of  a  landscape-gardening  spirit  that  eager- 
ly profited  by  every  accidental  advantage 
of  ground,  and  every  casual  excellence  of 
situation.  Now,  iiere,  there  is  none  of  this. 
All  that  man  has  done  h^re,  had  been  even 
better  left  undone.  It  is  in  the  jutting 
promontories  oi:  rock-crowned  olives — the 
land-locked,  silent  bays,  darkened  by  woody 
shores — the  wild,  profuse  vegetatioii,  where 
the  myrtle,  the  ci3tns,  and  the  arbutus 
blend  with  the  vine,  the  orange,  and  the 
lig — the  sea  itself,  heaving  as  if  oppressed 
with  perfumed  languor  ;  and  the  tall  Apen- 
nines, snow-capped,  in  the  distance",  but 
whiter  still  in  the  cliffs  of  pure  Carrara 
marble.  It  is  in  these  that  Spezia  main- 
tains its  glorious  superiority,  and  in  these 
it  is  indeed  unoqualled. 

It  will  sound,  doubtless,  like  a  very  un- 
generous speech,  when  I  say  that  I  rejoice 
that  this  spot  is  so  little  visited — so  little 
frequented — by  those  hordes  of  stray  and 
straggling  English  who  lounge  about  the 
Continent.  I  do  not  say  this  in  any  invidi- 
ous spirit,  but  simply  in  the  pleasure  that  I 
feel  in  the  quiet  and  seclusion  of  a  place 
which,  should  it  become  by  any  fatality 
"■  the  fashion/"'  will  inevitably  degenerate  by 
all  the  vulgarities  of  the  change.  At  present 
tlie  Riviera, — as  the  coast-line  from  Genoa 
tci  Pisa  is  called — is  little  travelled.  The 
steamers  passing  to  Leghorn  by  the  cord  of 
the  arch,  take  away  nearly  all  tlie  tourists, 
so  that  Spezia,  evpn  as  a  bathing-place,  is 
little  resorted  to  by  strangers.  There  are 
none,  not  one,  of  the  ordinary  signs  of  the 
watering-place  about  it  JSTeither  donkeys 
to  hire,  nor  subscription  concerts  ;  not"  a 
pony  phaeton,  a  pianist,  nor  any  species  of 
human  phenomenon  to  torment  you  ;  and 
the  music  of  the  town  band  is,  I  rejoice  to 
■sav,  so  execrably  bad,  that  even  a  crowd  of 
twenty  cannot  be  mustered  for  an  audience. 

Spezia  is,  therefore,  au  naturel — and  long 
may  it  bo  so  !  Distant  be  the  day  wheii 
frescoed  buildings  shall  rise  around,  to  se- 
duce from  its  tranquil  scenery  the  peaceful 
lover  of  nature,  and  make  of  him  the  hot- 
cheeked  gambler  or  the  broken  debauchee. 
I  sincerely,  hopefully  trust  this  is  not  to  be, 
at  least  in  our  time. 

We  made  an  excursion  this  morning  by 
boat  to  Lerici,  to  see  poor  Shelley's  house', 
the  same  that  Byron  lived  in  when  here. 
It  stands  in  tlie  bight  of  a  little  bay  of  its 
owu;  and  close  to  the  sea  ;  so  close,  indeed, 
that  th3  waves  were  plasliinE:  and  frothing 
beneath  the  arched  colonnade  on  which  it 
is  built.  It  is.  now  in  an  almost  ruinous 
oondition.   and  the  damp,  discolored  walls 


and  crumbling  plaster  bespeak  neglect  and 
decay. 

Tile  view  from  the  terrace  is  glorious; 
the  gulf  in  its  entire  extent  is  before  you, 
and  the  island  of  Falmaria  stands  out  bold 
iy,  with  the  tallh.eadlands  of  Porto  Venere, 
forming  the  breakwater  against  the  sea.  It 
was  here  Sheiiey  lo^ed  to  sit ;  here,  of  a 
summers  night  he  often  sat  till  morning, 
watching  the  tiacts  of  hill  and  moun- 
tain wax  fainter  and  fainter,  till  they  grew 
into  brightness  again  with  coming  day  ; 
and  it  was  not  far  from  this,  on  the  low 
beach  of  Via  Reggie,  that  he  was  lost  ! 
The  old  fisherman  wh.o  .sl:owed  us  the  house 
had  known  him  well,  and  spoke  of  his 
habits  as  one  might  have  described  those  of 
some  wayward  child.  The  large  and  lus- 
trous eyes,  the  long  waving  hair,  the  uncer- 
tain step,  the  look  half-timid,  half  daring, 
had  made  an  impression  so  strong,  that 
even  after  long  years  he  could  recall  and 
tell  of  them. 

It  came  on  to  blow  a  ''Levanter"  as  we 
returned,  and  the  sea  got  up  with  a  rapid- 
ity almost  miraculous.  From  a  state  of 
Culm  and  tranquil  repose,  it  suddenly  be- 
came storm-lashed  and  tempestuous  ;  nor 
was  it  without  difficulty  we  accomplished  a 
landing  at  Spezia.  To-morrovv^  we  are  to 
visit  Porto  Venere — the  scene  which  it  is 
supposed  suggested  to  Virgil  his  description 
of  the  Cave  in  which  ^Eneas  meets  with 
Dido  ;  and  the  following  day  we  go  to  Car- 
rara to  see  the  marble  quarries  and  the  ai'- 
tists'  studios.  In  fact,  we  are  "  hand-book- 
ing" this  part  of  our  tour  in  the  most  or- 
thodox fashion  ;  and  from  the  tame,  half- 
effaced  impressions  objects  suggest,  of  which 
you  come  primed  with  previous  description, 
I  can  almost  fancy  that  reading  "John 
Murray  "  at  your  fireside  at  home  might 
compensate  for  the  fatigue  and  cost  of  a 
journey.  It  would  be  worse  than  ungrate- 
ful to  deny  the  aid  one  derives  from  Guide- 
books ;  but  there  is  unquestionably  this  dis- 
advantage in  them,  that  they  limit  your 
faculty  of  admiration  or  disapproval. 
They  set  down  rules  for  your  liking  and 
disliking,  and  far  from  contributing  to  form 
and  educate  your  taste,  they  cramp  its  de- 
velopment by  substituting  criticism  for  in- 
stinct. 

As  I  hope  to  write  to  you  again  from 
Florence,  I'll  not  prolong  this  too  tiresome 
epistle,  but,  with  my  most  affectionate 
greetings  to  all  my  old  schoolfellows,  ask 
my  dear  Miss  Cox  to  believe  me  her  ever 
attached  and  devoted 

Caeolixe  Dodd, 

The  Morrises  arrived  here  last  night  and 
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went  on  tliie  morning,  wilhoiit  any  notice 
of  us.  Tliey  must  have  scon  our  names  in 
tl:e  book  when  writing  their  own.  Is  not 
this  more  than  strange  ?  Mamma  ami 
Mary  Anno  seemed  provoked  when  I  spoke 
of  it,  so  that  I  have  not  again  alliuled  to  the 
subject.  I  wish  from  my  heart  1  could  ask 
how  you  interpret  their  coldness. 


LETTER    LX7I.     • 

MARY  ANNE  DoDU  TO  MISS  UOOLAN,  OF    BALI,YDO(»LAN. 

Lucca.     Pugnini's  Hotel. 

Dearkst  Kittv, — This  must  lie  the  very 
sliortcst  of  letters,  for  we  are  on  the  wing, 
and  shall  be  for  some  days  to  come.  Very 
few  words,  however,  will  suffice  to  toll  you 
that  we  have  at  length  persuaded  Papa  to 
come  on  to  Florence  — for  the  winter,  of 
course.  Rome  will  follow — then  Naples — 
e  poi  ? — who  knows  !  1  think  he  must 
have  received  some  very  agreeable  tidings 
from  your  Uncle  Purcell,  for  he  has  been 
in  better  spirits  than  I  have  seen  him  lat- 
terly, and  shows  soinotiiing  like  a  return  to 
iiis  old  vein  of  pleasantry.  Not  but  1  must 
own  that  it  is  Avhat  the  French  would  call, 
very  often,  n  mauvaise  plaisanterie  in  its 
exercise,  his  great  amusement  being  to  de- 
cry and  disparage  the  people  of  the  conti- 
nent. He  seems  quite  to  forget  that  in 
every  country  the  traveller  is,  and  must  be, 
a  mark  for  knavery  and  cheating.  Ills 
newness  to  the  land,  his  ignorance,  in  al- 
most all  cases,  of  the  language,  his  occa- 
sional mistakes,  all  point  him  out  as  a 
proper  subject  for  imposition ;  and  if  the 
English  come  to  compare  notes  with  any 
continental  country,  I'm  not  so  sure  we 
should  have  much  to  plume  ourselves  njion, 
as  rego.rds  our  treatment  of  strangers. 

For  our  social  misadwntures  abroad,  it 
must  be  confessed  that  wc  are  mainly  most 
to  blame  ourselves.  All  the  counterfeits 
of  rank,  station,  and  position,  are  so  much 
better  done  by  foreigners  than  by  our 
people,  that  we  naturally  are  more  easily 
imposed  on.  Now  in  England,  for  in- 
stance, it  would  be  easier  to  be  a  Duchess 
than  to  imitate  one  successfully.  All  the 
at*"ributes  that  goto  makeup  such  a  station 
abroad,  might  he  assumed  by  any  adven- 
turer of  little  means  and  less  capacity.  We 
forget — or,  more  properly  speaking,  we  do 
not  know — this,  when  we  come  first  on  the 
continent;  hence  the  mistakes  we  fall  into, 
end  the  disasters  that  assail  us. 

It  would  be  very  disagreeable  for  me  to 
explain  at  length  how  what  I  mentioned  to 


you  about  James's  marriage  has  come  to 
an  untimely  conclusion.  EnougJi  when  I 
say  that  the  lady  was  not.  in  any  respect, 
v/hat  she  had  represented  herself,  and  my 
dear  brother  may  be  said  to  have  had  a 
1110.4  fortunate  escape.  Of  course  the  poor 
fellow  has  suffered  considerably  from  the 
disajipointmcnt,  nor  are  his  better  feelings 
alleviated  by  the  — I  will  say  very  indelicate 
raillery  Papa  is  pleased  to  indulge  in  on 
the  subject.  It  is,  however,  a  theme  I  do 
not  care  to  linger  on,  and  I  oniy  thus 
passively  allude  to  it  that  it  may  le  buried 
in  oblivion  between  us. 

We  came  along  here  from  (!enoa  by  the 
seaboard,  a  very  beautiful  and  pieturegque 
road,  traversing  a  wild  range  of  the  Apen- 
nines, and  almost  always  within  view  of 
the  l)lue  Mediterranean.  At  Spezia  we 
loitered  for  a  day  or  two,  to  bathe,  and  I 
must  say  nothing  can  be  more  innocently 
primitive  than  the  practice  as  followed 
there. 

Ladies  and  gentlemen — men  and  women, 
if  you  like  it  Ix'tter — all  meet  in  the  water 
as  they  do  on  land,  or  rather  not  as  they  do 
on  land,  but  in  a  very  first-parentage  state  of 
no-dressedn'e'^s.  There,  they  ephujh,  swim, 
dive,  and  converse — float,  flirt,  talk,  gossip, 
and  laugh  with  a  most  laudable  forgetful- 
ness  of  externals.  Introductions  and  pres 
entations  go  forward  as  they  would  in  so- 
ciety, iiwl  a  gentleman  asks  you  to  duck 
instead  of  to  dance  with  him.  It  would  be 
affectation  in  me  were  I  not  to  say  that  I 
thought  all  this  very  shocking  at  first,  and 
that  I  really  could  scarcely  bring  myself  to 
adopt  it;  but  Lord  George,  who  really 
swims  to  perfection,  laughed  me  out  of 
some,  and  reasoned  me  out  of  others  of  my 
prejudices,  and  I  will  own,  dearest  Kitty, 
his  arguments  were  unanswerable. 

"•  Were  you  not  very  much  ashamed," 
said  he,  '*the  first  time  yon  saw  a  ballet,  or 
Eposes  plastiques?' — did  not  the  whoh^ 
strike  you  as  exceedingly  indelicate  ? — and 
now,  would  not  that  very  same  sense  of 
shame  occur  to  you  as  real  indelicacy,  since 
m  these  exhil)itions  it  is  art  alone  you  ad- 
mire—art in  its  graceful  development  ? 
The  'Ballarina*  is  not  a  woman,  slie  is  an 
ideal  -she  is  a  I[el)e — a  Psyche — an  Ariad- 
ne, or  an  A]>hrodite.  Syn  nietry,  grace. 
l)eauty  of  outline — these  are  the  charms 
lliat  "fascinate  you.  Can  you  not,  there- 
fore, extern!  t!iis  spirit  to  the  .-ea,  and,  in- 
stead of  the  Marquis  of  This  and  the  Count- 
ess of  That,  only  behold  Tritons  and  sea 
nymphs  disporting  in  the  flood  ?  " 

I  saw  at  once  the  force  of  this  reasoning, 
Kitty,  and  perceived  tiiat  to  take  any  lower 
view  of  the  subject  would  be  really  a  gross 


292 


CHARLES  LEVERS   WORKS. 


indelicacy.  I  tried  to  make  Gary  agi'ce 
with  me,  biit  utterly  in  vain  —she  is  so  de- 
void of  imagination  !  There  is,  too,  an 
ntter  want  of  refinement  in  her  mind  posi- 
tively hopeless.  She  even  confessed  to  mo 
that  Lord  Georcc,  without  his  clothes,  still 
seemed  Lord  (Tcorge  to  her,  and  that  no 
effort  she  could  make  was  able  to  persuade 
her  that  the  old  Danish  Minister,  in  the 
black  Icatlier  skull-cap,  had  any  resem- 
blance to  a  river  god.  Mamma  behaved 
much  better  ;  seeing  that  the  custom  was 
one  followed  by  all  the  "best  people,'*  she 
adopted  it  at  once,  and  though  she  would 
scream  out  whenever  a  gentleman  came  to 
talk  to  her,  I'm  sure,  with  a  few  weeks' 
practice,  she'd  have  perfectly  reconciled 
herself  to  "  etiquette  in  the  water."  Should 
you,  with  your  very  Irish  notions,  raise 
hands  and  eyes  at  all  this,  and  mutter, 
*'How  very  dreadful! — how  shocking!" 
and  so  on,  I  have  only  to  remind  you  of 
what  the  Princess  Paulino  said  to  an  Eng- 
lish lady,  who  expressed  her  prudish  hor- 
rors at  the  Princess  having  "  sat  for  Cano- 
va  in  wet  drapery  : "--"  Oh,  it  Avas  not  so 
disagreeable  as  you  think ;  there  was  al- 
ways a  fire  in  tlie  room.'"  Now,  Kitty,  I 
make  the  same  reply  to  your  shocked  scru- 
ples, by  saying  the  sea  was  deliciously 
warm.  Bathing  is  here  indeed  a  glorious 
luxury.  There  is  no  shivering  or  shudder- 
ing, no  lips  chattering,  b!ue-nosed,  goose- 
ckinned  misery,  like  the  home  process!  It 
is  not  a  rush  in,  in  desperation,  a  duck  in 
agony,  and  a  dressing  in  ague,  but  a  de- 
licious lounge,  associated  with  all  the  en- 
joyments of  scenery  and  society.  The  tem- 
perature of  the  sea  is  just  sufficiently  be- 
loAV  that  of  the  air  to  invigorate  Avithout 
chilling,  like  the.  tone  of  a  company  that 
stimulates  without  exhausting  you.  It  is, 
besides,  indescribably  pleasant  to  meet  Avith 
a  pastime  so  suggestive  of  new  themes  of 
talk.  Instead  of  the  tiresome  and  trite 
topics  of  ballet  and  balls,  and  dress  and 
diamonds,  your  conversation  smacks  of 
salt  water,  and  CA^ery  allusion  '*'hath  suf- 
fered a  sea  change."  Instead  of  a  com.pli- 
ment  to  your  dancing,  the  flattery  is  nov/ 
on  your  diving  ;  and  he  Avho  once  offered 
his  arm  to  conduct  you  to  the  "buffet,"  uoav 
proposes  his  company  to  swim  out  to  a  life- 
buoy ! 

And  now  let  me  get  back  to  land  once 
more,  and  you  Avill  beain  to  fancy  that 
your  correspondent  is  Undine  herself  in 
disguise.  I  was  very  sorry  to  leave  Spezia, 
since  I  was  just  becoming  an  excellent 
swimmer.  Indeed,  the  surgeon  of  an 
American  frigate  assured  mc  that  he 
thought   "I  had  been  raised  in  the  Sand- 


wich Islands" — a  compliment  which,  ot 
course,  I  felt  bound  to  accept  in  the  sense 
that  most  flattered  me. 

We  passed  through  Carrara,  stopping 
only  to  visit  cne  or  two  of  the  studica. 
They  had  not  much  to  interest  us,  the 
artists  being  fVr  the  most  part  copyists, 
and  their  works  usually  busts  ;  busts  being 
now  the  same  passion  Avith  our  travelling 
countrymen  as  once  were  oil  portraits. 
The  consequence  is,  that  every  sculptor's 
shelA'Cs  are  loaded  Avith  thin-lipped, grim-Aas- 
aged  English  Avomen,  and  tri[;le-chinned, 
apoplectic- looking  aldermen,  that  contrast 
A'ery  unfavorably  Avith  the  clean-cut  brows 
and  sharply-clii soiled  features  of  classic 
antiquity.  The  English  are  an  eminently 
good-looking  race  of  people,  seen  in  their 
proper  costume  of  broadcloth  and  velvet. 
They  are  manly  r.nd  womanly.  The  na- 
tive characteristics,  of  boldness,  decision, 
and  high-hearted  honesty  are  conspicuous 
in  all  their  traits ;  nor  is  there  any  defi- 
ciency in  tho  qualities  of  tenderness  and 
gentleness.  But  Avith  all  this,  when  the} 
take  off  their  neckcloths,  they  make  but 
very  indifferent  Eomans ;  and  he  who 
looked  a  gentleman  in  his  shirt-collar,  he- 
comes,  Avhat  James  would  call,  "an  arrant 
snob  "  when  seen  m  a  toga.  And  yet  they 
will  do  it !  They  hzye  a  notion  that  the 
Anglo-Saxon  can  do  anything — and  so  he 
can,  perhaps — the  difference  being  whether 
he  can  look  the  character  he  knows  so  well 
how  to  act. 

We  left  Carrara  by  a  little  monntair. 
path  to  visit  the  Bagni  di  Lucca,  a  sun;mer 
place,  which  once,  in  its  days  of  Eouge-et- 
Xoir  celelirity,  Avas  greatly  resorted  to. 
The  PrinciiMlity  of  Lucca  possessed  at  that 
period,  too,  its  OAvn  reigning  Duke,  and 
had  not  been  annexed  to  Tuscany.  Like 
all  these  small  States,  without  trade  or 
commerce,  its  resources  were  mainly  de- 
rived from  the  Court ;  and,  consequently, 
the  Avithdrawal  of  the  Sovereign  was  the 
death-bloAv  to  ail  prosperity.  It  would  be 
quite  beyond  me  to  speculate  on  the  real 
advantages  or  dicadAantages  resulting  from 
this  practice  of  absorption,  but  pronouncing 
merely  from  externals,  I  should  say  that 
the  small  States  are  great  sufferers.  Noth- 
ing can  be  sadder  than  the  aspect  of  this 
little  capital.  Euined  palaces,  grass-grown 
streets,  tenantless  houses,  and  half-empty 
shops  are  seen  everywhere.  Poverty — I 
might  call  it  misery — on  every  hand.  The 
various  arts  and  trades  cultivated  had  been 
those  required  by,  even  called  into  existence 
by,  the  wants  of  a  court.  All  the  usage.-' 
of  the  place  had  been  made  to  conform  to 
its  courtly  life  and  existence,  and  new  this 


THE  DODD  FAMILY  ABROAD. 


293 


was  gone,  and  all  tlie  "occupation"  witli 
it !  You  are  not,  jierhaps,  aware  tliat  this 
same  territory  of  Lucca  supplies  nearly  ail 
of  that  tribe  of  ima;^9  and  orijan  men,  so 
well  known,  not  only  through  Europe,  I)ut 
over  fhe  vast  continent  of  America.  They 
are  skillful  modellers  naturally,  and  worlc 
really  beautiful  tilings  in  *' terra  cotta." 
They  are  a  hardy  mountain  race,  and,  like 
all  '' montagnards,"'  have  an  equal  love  for 
enter]n-i.se  and  an  attachment  for  home. 
Thus  they  traverse  every  land  and  sea — they 
lal)()r  for  years  long  in  far-away  climes — they 
endui'c  hardships  and  privations  of  every 
kind  — supported  by  the  one  thought  of  the 
day  when  they  can  return  home  again  ;  and 
when  in  some  high-perched  mountain  vil- 
lage— some  "granuolo,"  or  "bennabbia" 
— they  can  rest  from  wandering,  and,  seated 
amidst  their  kith  and  kind,  tell  of  the 
wondrous  things  they  have  seen  in  tlieir 
journeyings.  It  is  not  uncommon  here,  in 
spots  the  very  wildest  and  least  visited,  to 
find  a  volume  in  English  or  French  on  the 
shelf  of  some  humble  cottage:  now,  it  is 
perhaps  a  print,  or  an  engraving  of  some 
English  landscape  -a  spot,  doubtless,  en- 
deared by  some  especial  recollection — and 
not  uiifrequently  a  bird  from  Mexico — a 
bright-winged  parrot  from  the  Brazils — 
shows  where  the  wanderer's  footsteps  have 
borne  him,  and  shows,  too,  how  even  there 
the  thoughts  of  home  had  followed. 

Judged  by  our  own  experiences,  these 
people  are  but  scantily  welcomed  amongst 
us.  T^iey  are  constantly  associated  in  our 
minds  with  intolerable  hurdy-gurdies  and 
execrable  barrel-oi'gans.  'Ihcy  are  tlie 
nightmare  of  invalids,  and  the  terror  of 
all  studious  heads,  and  yet  the  wealth  with 
Avhich  they  return  shows  that  their  gift* 
are  both  acknowledged  and  rewarded.  It 
must  be  that  to  many  the  organ-man  is  a 
pleasant  visitor,  and  the  image-hawker  a 
vendor  of  "  high-art. "  I  have  seen  a  great 
many  of  them  since  we  came  here,  and  in 
their  homes,  too,  for  Mamma  has  taken  up 
the  notion  that  these  excellent  people  are 
all  livinn^  in  a  state  of  spiritual  darkness 
and  destitution,  and  to  enlighten  them  has 
been  disseminating  her  precious  little  vol- 
ume on  the  Miracles  of  ]\[ount  Orsaro.  It 
is  plaiu  to  me  that  all  this  zc-d  of  a  woman 
of  a  foreign  nation  seems  to  them  a  far 
more  miraculous  manifestation  than  any- 
thing in  her  little  book,  and  they  stare  and 
wonder  at  her  in  a  way  that  plainly  shows 
a  compassionate  distrust  of  her  sanity. 

It  is  right  I  should  say  that  Lord  George 
thinks  all  these  people  knaves  and  vaga- 
bonds ;  and  James  says  they  are  a  set  of 
smugglers,  and  live  by  contraband.     What- 


ever be  the  true  side  of  the  ])icture,  I  must 
now  leave  to  your  own  acuteness,  or  rather 
to  your  prejudices,  which,  for  all  present 
purposes,  are  quite  good  enough  judges  to 
decide. 

Papa  likes  this  place  so  much,  that  he 
actually  proposed  passing  the  winter  here, 
for  "cheapness;"  a  very  horrid  thought, 
but  Avhicli,  fortunately.  Lord  George  avert- 
ed by  a  i)rivate  hint  to  the  landlord  of  tlio 
inn,  saying  that  Papawaa  rolling  in  wealth, 
but  an  awful  miser  ;  so  that  when  the  bill 
made  its  a])peai'ance,  with  everything 
charged  double.  Papa's  indignation  turned 
to  a  perfect  hatred  of  the  town  and  all  in 
it;  the  consequence  i",  that  we  are  to-mor- 
row to  leave  for  Floi-ence,  which,  if  but  one- 
half  of  what  Lord  George  says  be  true, 
must  be  a  real  earthly  paradise.  iNot  that 
I  can  possibly  doubt  him,  for  he  has  lived 
there  two,  or,  I  believe,  three  winters — 
knows  everybody  and  everything.  How  I 
long  to  see  the  Ca.scini,  tiie  Court  Balls, 
the  Private  Theatricals  at  Prince  Poly- 
wkowsky's,  the  pic-nics  at  Fiezole,  and 
those  dear  receptions  at  Madame  della 
Montanare's,  where,  as  Lord  G.  says,  every 
one  goes,  and  "tliere's  no  absurd  cant 
heard  about  character." 

Indeed,  to  judge  from  Lord  G.'s  account, 
Florence — to  use  his  own  words — is  "the 
most  advanced  city  in  Europe ;  that  is  to 
say,  the  Florentines  take  a  higher  and  more 
ample  view  of  social  philosophy  than  any 
other  people.  The  erring  individual  in 
our  country  is  always  treated  like  the 
wounded  crow — the  whole  rookery  is  down 
upon  him  at  once.  Not  so  here ;  he — or 
site,  to  speak  more  properly — is  tenderly 
treated  and  compassioiuited  ;  all  the  little 
blandishments  of  society  sliowered  on  her. 
She  is  made  to  feel  that  the  world  is  really 
not  that  ill-natured  thing  sour  moralists 
would  describe  it ;  and  even  if  she  feel 
indisposed  to  return  to  safer  paths,  the 
perilous  ones  are  made  as  plea.?ant  for 
her  as  it  is  possible.  These  are  nearly 
his  own  words,  dearest,  and  are  they 
not  beautiful  ?  so  teeming  with  delicacy 
and  true  charity.  And  oh  !  Kitty,  I  must 
say  these  are  habits  we  do  not  practice  at 
homo  in  our  own  country.  But  of  this 
more  hereafter ;  for  the  ]iresent,  I  can 
think  of  nothing  but  the  society  of  this  de- 
lightful city,  and  am  trying  to  learn  oil  by 
heart  the  names  of  all  the  cliarming  houses 
in  which  he  is  to  introduce  us.  He  has 
written,  besides,  to  various  friends  in  Eng- 
land for  letters  for  us,  so  that  we  shall  be 
unquesti(niably  better  oif  here — socially 
speaking — than  in  any  other  city  of  the 
continent. 
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We  leave  tliis  after  breakfast  to-morrow  ; 
and  before  the  end  of  tbe  week  it  is  likely 
yon  may  bear  from  me  again,  for  I  am 
lono-ing  to  ,i>-ive  yon  my  first  iiipressions  of 
Fireuza  la  Bella  ;  till  wlien,  I  am,  as  ever, 
yonr  dearly  attached. 

Maky  Anne  Dodd. 

P.S. — Great  good  fortnnc,  Kitty — we 
sliall  arrive  in  time  for  tbe  races.  Lord 
G.  has  got  a  note  from  Prince  Pincecotti, 
asking  bim  to  ride  bis  horse  "  Bruise- 
drog '" — which  it  seems  is  tlie  Italian  for 
*' Bull-dog" — and  be  consents.  lie  is  to 
wear  my  colors  too,  dearest — green  and 
white — and  I  have  promised  to  make  him  a 
present  of  his  jacket.  Hov/  handsome  he 
will  look  in  jockey  dress  !  James  is  in  dis- 
traction at  being  too  heavy  for  even  a 
hurdle  race  ;  but  as  he  is  six  feet  one,  and 
stout  in  proportion,  it  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. Lord  G.  insists  upon  it  that  Gary 
and  I  must  go  on  horseback.  Mamma 
agrees  with  him,  and  Papa  as  stoutly 
resists.  It  is  in  vain  we  tell  him  that  all 
depends  on  the  way  we  open  the  campaign 
here,  and  that  the  present  opportunity  is  a 
piece  of  rare  good  fortune ;  be  is  in  one  of 
his  obstinate  moods,  and  mutters  something 
about  '*  beggars  on  horseback,"  and  tbe 
place  they  *'ride  to." 

I  open  my  letter  to  say — carried  trium- 
phantly, dearest — v^e  are  to  ride. 


LETTER  LXVIL 

:?  i-MES   DODD  TO  ROBERT   DOOI.AN,  ESQtnRE,  TRIN- 
ITY  COLLEGE,    DUBLIN. 

Hotel  d'ltalie,  Florence,  Wednesday. 

My  Dear  Bob, — He  we  are  going  it, 
and  in  about  tbe  very  "fastest"  place  I 
ever  set  foot  in.  In  any  other  city,  society 
seems  to  reserve  itself  for  evening  and 
lamplight;  but  here.  Bob,  you  make 
''running  from  the  start,"  and  keep  up 
the  pace  till  3'ou  come  in.  In  the  morning 
there's  the  Ginb,  with  plenty  of  u^bist ;  all 
the  gossip  of  the  town — and  such  gossip,  too 
— the  real  article,  by  Jove  ! — no  sbadou-y  in- 
uendoes — no  vague^m;!  half-mystified  hints 
of  a  flaw  here  or  a  crack  there  ;  but  home 
blows,  my  boy — with  a  smashed  character, 
or  a  niined  reputation  at  every  stroke. 
This  is,  however,  only  a  breathing  canter, 
for  what  awaits  you  at  the  Cascini — a  sort 
of  '' promenade, ■'■  where  all  tbe  people  meet 
in  their  carriages,  and  exchange  confidences 
in  scandal,  and  invitations  to  tea — tbe  Cas- 
cini being  to  tbe  Club  what  the  Ballet  is  to 


i  the  Opera.  After  this,  you  have  barely 
time  to  dress  for  dinner,  which  over,  the 
Opera  begins.  There  you  pay  visits  from 
box  to  box — learn  all  that  is  going  on  for 
tbe  evening — bear  where  the  prettiest  wo- 
men are  going,  and  where  tbe  smartest 
play  will  be  found.  Midnight  arrives,  and 
tben — but  not  before  —  the  real  life  of 
Florence  begins.  The  dear  Contessa,  that 
never  showed  by  daylight,  at  last  appears 
in  her  salon ;  the  charming  Marchcsa, 
whose  very  head-dress  is  a  study  from  Titi- 
an, and  whose  dark-fringed  eyes  you  think 
you  recognize  from  tbe  picture  in  "the 
Pitti,"  at  length  sails  in,  to  receive  the 
humble  homage  of — what,  think  you  ?  a 
score  of  devoted  worshippers  ? — a  band  of 
chivalrous  adorers  ?  Nothing  of  the  kind. 
Bob  :  a  dozen  or  so  of  young  fellows,  in  all 
mai^ner  of  costumes,  and  all  shapes  of 
beards  and  moustaches  ;  all  smoking  cigars 
or  cigarettes,  talking,  singing,  laughing, 
thumping  tbe  piano,  shouting  choruses, 
playing  tricks  with  cards — all  manner  of 
tomfooler}^,  in  fact ;  with  a  dash  of  enthu- 
siasm in  the  nonsense  that  carries  you 
along  in  spite  of  yourself.  Tbe  conversa- 
tion— if  one  can  dare  to  call  it  such — is  a 
wild  chaos  of  turf-talk,  politics,  scandal, 
literature,  buifoonei-y,  and  tbe  ballet. 
There  is  abundance  of  wit — plenty  of  real 
smartness  on  every  side,  Tbe  fellows  who 
have  just  described  the  cut  of  a  tucker, 
can  tell  you  accurately  the  contents  of  a 
treaty ;  and  they  who  did  not  seem  to  have 
a  thought  above  the  depth  of  a  flounce  or 
the  width  of  a  sandal,  are  thoroughly  well 
versed  in  the  politics  of  every  State  of 
Europe.  There  is  no  touch  of  sarcasm  in 
their  gaiety — none  of  that  refined,  subtle 
ridicule,  that  runs  through  a  Frenchman's 
talk — these  fellows  are  eminently  good- 
natured  :  the  code  of  morals  is  not  severe, 
and  hence  the  secret  of  tbe  merciful  judg- 
ment you  bear  pronounced  on  every  one. 

As  to  breeding,  we  English  should  cer- 
tainly say  there  was  an  excess  of  familiarity. 
Everybody  puts  bis  arm  on  your  shoulder, 
pats  you  on  tbe  back,  and  calls  you  by  your 
Christian  name.  I  am  "Giacomo, "'  to  a 
host  of  fellows  1  don't  know  by  name  ;  and 
•'  Gemess,"  to  a  select  few,  who  pride  them- 
selves on  speaking  English.  At  all  events. 
Bob,  there  is  no  constraint — no  reserve 
amongst  them.  You  are  at  your  ease  at 
once — and  good-  fellowship  is  the  order  of 
the  day. 

As  to  the  women,  they  have  a  half-shy. 
half-confident  look,  that  puzzles  one  sadly. 
They'll  stand  a  stare  from  you  most  un- 
blii shingly — they  think  it's  all  very  right 
and  very  reasonable  that  you  should  look 
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at  them  a5;  long  and  a.s  fixedly  as  you  would  , 
do  at  a  Ilalfaollo  in  the  Gallery:  but  with  ! 
all  that,  there  is  great  real  delicacy  of  do-  I 
portmeut,  and  those  coram-publico  prefer- 
ences which  are  occasionally  exhibited  in  > 
England,   and   even  in  France,  are  never ; 
seen  in  Italian  society.     As  to  good  looks, 
there  is  a!i  abundance,  but  of  a  character 
which  an  Englishman  at  first  will  scarcely 
accei)t  as  beauty.     Tliey  are  rarely  hand- 
some by  feature,  but  frequenlly  beautiful 
by  expression.     There  is,  Ijcsides,  a  grace- 
ful  languor,  a  tender  Cleopatra  like  volup- 
tuousness  in   their   air   that  distinguishes 
them  from  other  women ;  and  I  have  no  ■ 
doubt  that  any  one  who  has  lived  long  in 
Italy  would  pronounce  French  smartness 
and  coquetry  the  very  essence  of  vulgarity.  | 
They  cannot  dress  like  a  Parisian,  nor  waltz 
like  a  Wienerin;  but,  to  my  thinking,  they  i 
are  far  more  captivating  than  either.     I  am  ^ 
already  in  lovo  with  four,  and  I  have  just 
heard  of  a  fi.fth,  that  I  am  sure  will  set  me 
downright  distracted.     There's   one  thing  j 
I  like  especially  in  ihom;  and  I  own  to  you,  i 
Bob,  it  would  compensate  to  me  for  any 
amount  of  defects,  which  I  believe  do  not 
pertain  to  them.     It  is  this  :  they  have  no 
accomplishments —  they    neither    murder 
Kossini,  noi'  mar  Salvator  Rosa  ;  they  are 
not  educated   to   torment  society,   poison 
social  intercourse,  and  push  politeness  to 
its  last  entrenchment.     You  are  not  called 
on  for  silence  while  they  scream,  nor  for 
])raise  wlicn  they  paint.     They  do  not  con- 
vert a  d rawing- ro')m  into  a  boarding-school 
on  examination-day,  and  they  are  satisfied 
to  charm  you  by  fascinations  that  cost  you 
no  compromise  to  admire. 

After  all.  I  believe  we  English  are  the 
only  people  that  adopt  the  other  plan.  We 
take  a  commercial  view  of  the  matter,  and 
liaving  invested  so  much  of  our  money  in 
accomplishment,  we  like  to  show  our  friends 
that  v.e  have  made  a  good  speculation.  For 
myseK,  Fd  as  soon  be  married  to  a  musical 
snutf-liox,  or  a  daguerreotype  machine,  as 
to  a  *' well-brought-u])  English  girl,"  who 
had  always  the  benefit  of  the  best  masters 
in  music  and  drawing.  Tlie  fourth-rate 
artist  in  anything  is  lietter  than  the  first- 
rate  amateur  ;  and  I'd  just  as  soon  wear 
home-made  shoes  as  listen  to  home-made 
music. 

I  have  not  been  jiresented  in  any  of  the 
English  houses  here  as  yet.  There  is  some 
v/onderful  controversy  going  forward  as  to 
whether  we  are  to  call  first,  or  to  wait  to 
be  called  on;  and  I  begin  to  fear  that  the 
Carnival  will  open  before  it  can  lie  settled. 
The  governor,  too,  has  got  into  a  hot  con- 
troversy with  our  minister  here,  about  our 


presentation  at  Court.  It  would  appear 
that  the  rule  is,  you  should  have  been  pre- 
sented at  homo,  m  order  to  Ijc  eligible  for 
presentation  abroad.  Now,  we  have  been 
at  the  Castle,  but  never  at  St.  James's. 
The  Minister,  however,  will  not  recognize 
refiectcd  Royalty;  and  here  we  are,  suffer- 
ing under  a  real  Irish  grievance  0"Connell 
would  have  given  his  eye  for.  Tlie  fun  of 
it  is,  that  the  Court — at  least  I  hear  so— is 
crammed  with  English,  who  never  even 
.'•aw  a  Vicerov,  nor  perhaps  partook  of  the 
liigh  festivities  of  a  Lord  Mayor's  Ball. 
How  they  got  there  is  not  for  me  to  inquire, 
but  I  suppose  that  a  vow  to  a  Chamberlain 
is  like  a  Custom-house  oath,  and  can  always 
be  reconciled  to  an  easy  conscience. 

We  have  arrived  here  at  an  opportui.c 
moment— time  to  see  all  the  notorieties  of 
the  place  at  the  races,  which  began  to  day. 
So  far  as  I  can  Icara,  the  foreigners  have 
adopted  the  English  taste,  with  the  tnie 
spirit  of  imitators,  that  is,  they  have  given 
little  attention  to  any  improvement  in  the 
breed  of  cattle,  but  have  devoted  consider- 
able energy  to  all  the  rogueries  of  the  ring, 
and  with'such  succesfj  tliat  Newmarket  and 
Doncaster  might  still  learn  something  from 
the  "  Legs"  of  the  continent. 

Tiverton,  who  is  completely  behind  the 
scenes,  has  told  me  some  strange  storiec 
about  their  doings;  and,  at  the  very  mo- 
ment I  am  writing,  horses  are  being  with- 
drawn, names  scratched,  forfeits  declared, 
and  bets  pronounced  "off,''  with  a  degree 
of  precipitation  and  haste  that  shows  how 
little  confidence  exists  amongst  the  mem- 
bers of  the  ring.  As  for  myself,  not  know- 
ing either  the  course,  the  ^horses,  nor  the 
colors  of  the  riders,  I  take  my  amusemenf 
in  observing — v/hat  is  reallv  most  laughable 
— the  absurd  effort  made  \)y  certain  small 
folk  here  to  resemble  the  habits  and  ways 
of  certain  big  o'?es  in  England.  Now,  it  i.^ 
a  retired  coachmaker,  or  a  pcnsioned-olf 
clerk  in  a  Crown-office,  tluit  jogs  down  rhe 
course,  betting-book  in  hand,  trying  to  look 
— in  the  quaintness  of  his  cob  and  the  trim 
smugness  of  his  groom— like  some  old 
countv  squire  of  fifteen  thousand  a  year. 
Now, "it  is  some  bluff,  iniddle-aged  gent, 
wh'^,  with  coat  thrown  back,  and  thumbs 
in  his  waistcoat,  insists  upon  being  thought 
Lord  Georae  I^entinck.  Tliere  are  Massy 
Staulevs,  George  Pavncs.  Lord  Wiltons, 
and  Colonel  Peels  'by  dozens;  "Gen- 
tlemen Jocks,"  swathed  in  drab  paletots,  to 
'hide  the  brighter  ravs  of  costume  beneath, 
I  gallop  at  full  speed  across  the  grass  on 
(ponies  of  most  diminutive  size;  smartly 
got-up  fellows  stand  under  the  judge's  box, 
and  slaiur  the  authorities  above,  or  stare  at 
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the  ladies  ia  front.  There  are  cold  lunch- 
eons, sandwiches,  champagne,  and  soda- 
water  ;  hets,  beauties,  and  bitter  beer — 
everything,  in  short,  that  constitutes  races, 
but  horses  !  The  system  is,  that  every  great 
man  gives  a  cup  and  wins  it  himself ;  tiie 
only  possible  interest  attending  such  a  pro- 
cess being  whether,  in  some  paroxysm  of 
anger  at  this,  or  some  frump  at  that,  he 
may  not  withdraw  liis  horse  at  the  last  mo- 
ment.— an  event  on  which  a  small  knot  of 
gentlemen  with  dark  eyes,  thick  lips,  and 
a(iuiline  noses,  seem  to  speculate  on  as  a 
race  chance,  and  only  second  in  point  of 
interest  to  a  whist  party  at  the  Casino  with 
a  couple  of  newly-come  "Bulls."  A  more 
stupid  proceeding,  therefore,  than  these 
races — bating  always  the  fun  derived  from 
watching  the  "snobocracy"  I  have  men- 
tioned— cannot  be  conceived.  Now  it  was 
a  walk  over  ;  now  a  ''  sell ;"  now  two  horses 
of  the  same  owner  ;  now  one  horse  that 
was  owned  by  three.  The  private  history 
of  the  rogueries  might  ])ossibly  amuse,  but 
all  that  met  the  public  eye  was  of  the  very 
slowest  imaginable. 

I  begin  to  think,  Bob,  that  horse-racing 
is  only  a  sport  that  can  be  maintained  by 
a  great  nation  abounding  in  wealth,  and 
with  ail  the  appliances  of  state  and  splen- 
dor. You  ought  to  have  gorgeous  equi- 
pages, magnificent  horses,  thousands  of 
spectators,  stands  crowded  to  the  roof  by  a 
class  such  as  only  exists  in  great  countries. 
Royalty  itself,  in  all  its  pomp,  should  be 
there;  and  all  that  represents  the  pride 
and  circumstance  of  a  mighty  people.  To 
try  these  things  on  a  small  scale  is  ridicu- 
lous— just  as  a  little  navy  of  one  sloop  and  a 
steam 3r  !  With  great  proportions  and  am- 
ple verge,  the  detracting  elements  are  hid- 
den from  view.  The  minor  rascalities  do 
not  intrude  themselves  on  a  scene  of  such 
grandeur ;  and  though  cheating,  knavery, 
and  fraud  are  there,  they  are  not  fore- 
ground figures.  NoAv,  on  a  little  "  race- 
course," it  is  exactly  the  reverse  :  just  as 
on  board  of  a  three-decker  you  know  noth- 
ing of  the  rats,  but  in  a  Nile  boat  they  are 
your  bedfellows  and  your  guests  at  dinner. 

To  morrow  we  are  to  have  a  match  with 
gentlemen  riders,  and  if  anything  worth 
recording  occurs  I'll  ki'cp  a  'corner  for  it. 
■Viother  is  in  the  grand  stand  with  any 
amount  of  Duchesses  and  Marchionesses 
aroimd  her.  The  Governor  is  wandering 
about  the  field,  peeping  at  the  cattle,  and 
wondering  how  the  riders  are  to  get  round 
a  sharp  turn  at  the  end  of  the  course.  The 
gii'ls  are  on  horseback  with  Tiverton  ;  and, 
in  the  long  intervals  between  the  matches, 
I  jot  down  these  rough  notes  for  you.    The 


scene  itself  is  beautiful.  The  field  flanked 
on  one  side  by  the  wood  of  the  Cascini,  is 
open  on  t'other  to  the  mountains  :  Fiezole, 
from  base  to  summit,  is  dotted  over  with 
villas  half  buried  in  groves  of  orange  and 
olive  trees.  The  Val  d'Arno  opens  on  one 
side,  and  the  high  mountain  of  Vallom- 
brosa  on  tlie  other.  'J'he  gaily  dressed 
and  bright-costumed  Florentine  population 
throng  the  ground  itself,  and  over  their 
heads  are  seen  the  glorious  domes  and 
towers,  and  spires  of  beautiful  Florence, 
undn-  a  broad  sky  of  cloudless  blue,  and  in 
an  atmosphere  of  rarest  purity. 

Thursday. 

Tiverton  has  won  his  match,  and  with 
the  worst  horse  too.  Of  his  competitors, 
one  fell  off ;  another  never  got  up  at  all;  a 
third  bolted  ;  and  a  fourth  took  so  much 
out  of  his  horse  in  a  breathing  canter 
before  the  race,  that  the  animal  vv-as  dead 
beat  before  he  came  to  the  start.  And 
now,  the  knowing  ones  are  going  about 
muttering  angry  denunciations  on  the 
treachery  of  grooms  and  trainers,  and  vow- 
ing that  "Gli  Gentlemen  Eiders  son'grandi 
bricconi." 

I  am  glad  it  is  over.  The  whole  scene 
was  one  of  quarrelling,  row,  and  animosity 
from  beginning  to  end.  These  people  nei- 
ther know  how  to  win  money  nor  to  lose  it ; 
and  as  to  the  English  who  figure  on  such 
occasions,  take  my  word  for  it.  Bob,  the 
national  character  gains  little  by  their  alli- 
ance. It  is  too  soon  for  me,  perhaps,  to 
pronounce  in  this  fashion,  but  Tiverton 
has  told  me  so  many  little  private  histories 
— revealed  so  much  of  the  secret  memoirs 
of  these  folk — that  I  believe  I  am  speaking 
what  subsequent  experience  will  amply 
confirm.  For  the  present,  good  by,  and 
believe  me. 

Ever  yours, 

James  Dodd. 


LETTER   LXVIIL 

KENNY  DODD  TO  THOMAS  PURCELL,  ESQ.,  GRANGE, 
BRUFF. 

Florence,  Lungo  I'Arno. 
Mt  deak  Tom, — It  is  nigh  a  month 
since  I  wrote  to  you  last,  and  if  I  didn't 
"steal  a  few  hours  from  the  night,  my 
dear, ''  it  might  be  longer  still.  The  address 
will  tell  you  vrhere  we  are — I  wish  anybody 
or  anything  else  would  tell  you  how  or  why 
we  came  here  !  I  intended  to  have  gone 
back  from  Genoa,  nor  do  I  yet  understand 
v/hat  prevented  me  doing  so.  My  poor 
head  none  of  the  clearest — in  what  may  be 
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culled  my  lucid  inlerval-s — is  but  a  Tory  in- 
ditforent  thinking  machine  when  harassed, 
worried,  and  tormented  as  I  have  been  lat- 
terly. You  have  heard  how  James's  Count- 
tcss.  the  Cardiuars  niece  and  the  be- 
trothed of  a  Neajiolitan  Prince,  turned  out 
to  be  a  Circus  woman,  one  of  those  bits  of 
tawdiy  gold  fringe  and  pink  silk  panta- 
looins  th'it  dance  on  a  chalked  saddle  to  a 
one  shilling  multitiule  !  By  good  fortune 
she  had  two  husbands  living,  or  she  mi^ht 
have  married  the  boy.  As  it  was,  he  has 
gone  into  all  manner  of  debt  on  her  ac- 
count, and  if  it  was  not  that  I  can  defy 
ruin  in  any  shape — for  certain  excellent 
reasons  you  may  guess  at — this  last  exploit 
of  his  would  go  nigh  to  our  utter  destruc- 
tion. 

We  hurried  away  out  of  Genoa  in  shame, 
and  came  on  hero  by  slow  stages.  The 
women-kind  plucked  up  wonderfully  on  the 
way,  and  I  believe  of  the  whole  party  your 
humble  servant  alone  carried  abasement 
with  him  inside  the  gates  of  Florence. 

My  sense  of  sorrow  and  shame  ])r  )bably 
somehow  blunted  my  faculties  and  dulled 
my  reasoning  powers,  for  I  would  seem  to 
have  concurred  in  a  vast  number  of  plans 
and  arrangements  that  now,  when  I  have 
come  to  myself,  strike  me  with  intense 
astonishment.  For  instance,  we  have 
taken  a  suite  of  rooms  on  the  Arno,  hired 
a  cook,  a  carriage,  and  a  courier ;  we  are, 
I  hear,  also  in  negotiation  for  a  box  at  the 
"Pergola,''  and  I  am  credibly  informed 
thac  I  am  myself  looking  out  for  saddle- 
horses  for  the  girls,  and  a  "stout-made, 
square- join  ted  cob  of  lively  action,"  to 
carry  myself. 

It  may  be  all  true — I  have  no  doubt  it 
is  more  philosophical,  as  the  cant  phrase 
is— to  believe  Kenny  Dodd  to  be  mistaken 
rather  than  suppose  his  whole  family  de- 
ranged, so  that  if  I  hear  to-morrow  or 
next  day  that  I'm  about  to  take  lessons  in 
singing,  or  to  hire  a  studio  as  a  sculptor, 
I'm  fully  determined  to  accept  the  tidings 
with  a  graceful  submission.  There  is  only 
one  ihing,  Tom  Purcell,  that  passes  my 
belief,  and  that  is,  that  there  ever  lived  as 
besotted  an  old  fool  as  your  friend  Kenny 
D.,  a  man  so  thoroughly  alive  to  every- 
thing that  displeased  him,  and  yet  so  prone 
to  endure  it ;  so  actively  bent  on  going  a 
road  the  very  opposite  to  the  one  he  wanted 
to  travel ;  and  that  entered  heart  and  soul 
into  the  spirit  of  ruining  himself,  as  if  it 
was  the  very  best  fun  imaginable. 

That  you  can  attempt  to*  follow  me 
through  the  vagaries  of  this  strange  frame 
oi  mind  is  more  than  I  expect,  neither  do 
I  pretend  to  explain  it  to  you.     There  it  is. 


however — make  what  you  can  of  it,  just  as 
you  would  wilh  a  handful  of  copper  money 
abroad,  where  there  was  no  clue  to  the 
value  of  a  single  coin  in  the  mass,  but 
Avherewith  you  are  lussured  you  have  re- 
ceived your  change. 

With  a  fine  lodging,  smart  liveries,  a 
very  good  cook,  and  a  well-siippiied  table, 
I  thought  it  possible  that  though  ruin 
would  follow  in  about  three  months,  yet  in 
the  interval  I  might  probably  enjoy  a  little 
ease  and  contentmcnl".  At  all  events,  like 
the  Indian,  who,  when  he  saw  that  he 
must  inevitably  go  over  the  Falls,  put  his 
paddles  quietly  aside,  and  resolved  to  give 
himself,  no  unnecessary  trouble,  I  also  de- 
termined I'd  leave  the  boat  alone,  and 
never  "fash  myself  for  the  future."  Wise 
as  this  policy  may  Beem,  it  has  not  saved 
me.  Mrs.  D.  is  a  regular  storm-bird  ! 
wherever  she  goes  she  carries  her  own  hur- 
ricane with  her,  and  I  verily  believe  she 
could  get  up  a  tornado  under  the  equator. 

In  a  little  pious  paroxysm  that  seized  her 
in  the  mountains,  she,  at  the  instigation  of 
a  stupid  old  Lord  there,  must  needs  write 
a  tract  about  certain  miracles  that  were  or 
were  not — for  Til  not  answer  for  either — 
performed  by  a  saint  that  for  many  years 
back  nobody  had  paid  any  attention  to. 
This  precious  volume  cost  her  three  weeks' 
loss  of  rest,  and  me  about  tlrirty  pounds 
sterling.  It  was,  however,  a  pious  work, 
and  even  as  a  kind  of  visa  on  her  passport 
to  Heaven,  I  supi)ose  it  would  be  called 
cheap ;  I  assure  you,  Tom,  I  spent  the 
cash  gi-udingly ;  that  I  did  pay  it  at  all  1 
thought  was  about  as  good  "a  miracle"  as 
any  in  the  book. 

Armed  with  this  tract  she  tramped 
through  the  Lucchese  mountains,  leaving 
coi)ies"  everywhere,  and  thrusting  her  vol- 
ume into  tlie  hands  of  all  who  would  have 
it.  I'm  no  great  admirer  of  this  practice 
in  any  sect.  The  world  has  too  m.any  in- 
discreet people  to  make  this  kind  of  pro- 
cedure an  over  safe  one  ;  besides.  I'm  not 
quite  certain  that  even  a  faulty  religion  is 
not  preferable  to  having  none  at  all,  and  Jt 
happens  not  unfrequeiitly  that  the  convert 
stops  half  way  on  his  road,  and  leaves  one 
faith  without  ever  reaching  the  other.  I'll 
not  discuss  this  matter  ifurther :  I  have 
trouble  enough  on  mv  hands- without  it. 

These  little  tracts  of  ^Mrs.  D.'s  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  authorities.  It  was 
quite  enough  that  they  had  been  given  away 
gratis,  and  by  an  Englishwoman,  to  stamp 
them  as  attempts  to  prosel^-tise,  and,  al- 
though they  couldn't  explain  how.  yet  they 
readilv  adopted  the  idea  that  the  v^-hole 
was  written  in  a  figurative  style  purposely 
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to  cover  its  rcul  cbjoct,  and  so  they  set 
Iaw3'er3  and  judges  to  work;  and  what  be- 
tween oaths  of  peasants  and  affirmations  of 
prefects,  they  soon  made  a  very  pretty 
case,  and  3'csterday  morning,  just  as  we 
had  finished.  breakias;t,  a  sergeant  of  the 
Gendarmerie  entered  the  room,  and  witli  a 
military  salute  asked  which  was  la  Signora 
Dodd  ?  The  answer  being  given,  lie  pro- 
ceeded to  read  aloud  a  paper  that  lie  held  in 
!iis  hands,  the  contents  of  which  Cary 
translated  for  mo  in  a  whisper.  They 
were,  in  fact,  a  judge's  warrant  to  commit 
Mrs.  D.  to  prison  under  no  less  than  nine 
diUercnt  sections  of  a  new  law  on  the  sub- 
ject of  religion.  In  vain  we  assured  him 
that  we  were  all  good  Catholics,  kept  every 
ordinance  of  the  Church,  and  hated  a  here- 
tic. He  politely  bowed  to  our  explana- 
tion, but  said,  that  with  this  part  of  the 
matter  he  had  nothing  to  do  ;  that  doubt- 
less we  should  be  able  to  establish  our  in- 
nocence before  the  tribunal ;  meanwhile 
Mrs.  D.  must  go  to  j^rison  ! 

I'm  ashamed  at  all  the  warmfeh  of  indig- 
nation we  displayed,  seeing  that  this  poor 
fellow  was  simply  discharging  his  duty — 
and  that  no  pleasant  one — but  somehow  it 
is  so  natural  to  take  one's  anger  out  on  the 
nearest  official,  that  we  certainly  didn't 
spare  him.  Tiverton  threatened  him  with 
the  House  'of  Commons  ;  James  menaced 
him  with  the  Times  ;  Mary  Anne  protested 
that  the  British  ileet  would  anchor  off  Log- 
horn  within  forty  hours ;  and  I  hinted 
that  Mazzini  should  have  the  earliest  in- 
formation of  this  new  stroke  of  tyranny. 
He  bore  all  like — a  gendarme  !  stroked  his 
moustaches,  clinked  his  sword  on  the 
ground,  put  his  cocked-hat  a  little  more 
squarely  on  his  head,  and  stood  at  ease. 
Mrs.  D. — there's  no  guessing  how  a  woman 
will  behave  in  any  exigency — didn't  go  off, 
as  i  thought  and  expected  she  would,  in 
strong  hysterics;  she  didn't  even  show 
fight ;  she  came  out  in  what,  I  am  free  to 
own,  was  for  her  a  perfectly  now  part,  and 
played  martyr,  ay,  Tom,  she  threw  up  her 
eyes,  clasped  lier  hands  upon  her  bosom, 
and  said,  *'Lead  me  away  to  the  stake — 
burn  me  —  torture  me— cut  me  in  four 
quarters — tear  my  flesh  off  with  hot  pin- 
cers." She  suggested  a  great  variety  of 
these  practices,  ^ii  with  a  volubility  that 
showed  me  she  had  studied  the  subject. 
Meanwhile  the  sergeant  grew  impatient, 
declared  the  ''seance"  was  over,  and  or- 
dered her  at  once  to  enter  the  carriage  that 
stood  awaiting  her  at  the  door,  and  which 
was  to  convey  her  to  the  prison.  I  needn't 
dwell  on  a  very  painful  scene  ;  the  end  of 
it  was,  that  she  was  taken  away,  and  though 


we 'all  followed  in  another  carriage,  we 
were  only  admitted  to  a  few  moments  of 
leave-taking  with  her,  when  the  massive 
gates  were  closed,  and  she  was  a  captive  ! 

Tiverton  told  me  I  must  at  once  go  to 
our  Legation  and  represent  the  case.  ''  Be 
stout  about  it,"  said  he;  ''say  she  must 
be  liberated  in  half  an  hour.  jMake  the 
Minister  understand  you  are  somebody,  and 
won't  stand  any  humbug.  I'd  go,"  he 
added,  "but  I  can't  do  anything  against 
the  present  government."  A  knowing  wink 
accompanied  this  speech,  and  though  I 
didn't  see  the  force  of  tiie  remark,  I  winked 
too,  and  said  nothing. 

"What  language  does  he  speak?"  said 
I,  at  last. 

"  Our  Minister  ?     English,  of  course  ! " 

"In  that  case  I'm  off  at  once;"  and 
away  I  drove  to  the  Legation.  The  Min- 
ister was  engaged.  Called  ugain — he  was 
out.  Called  later — he  was  in  conference 
with  the  Foreign  Secretary.  Later  still — 
he  was  dressing  for  dinner.  Tipped  his 
valet  a  ISTap.  and  sent  in  my  card,  with  a 
pressing  entreaty  to  be  admitted.  Message 
brought  back,  quite  impossible — must  call 
in  the  morning.  Another  Nap,  to  the 
flunky,  and  asked  his  advice. 

"  His  Excellency  receives  this  evening — 
come  as  one  of  the  guests." 

I  didn't  half  like  this  counsel,  Tom ;  it 
was  rather  an  obtrusive  line  of  policy,  but 
what  was  to  bo  done  ?  I  thought  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  seeing  no  chance  of  anything 
better,  resolved  to  adopt  it.  At  ten  o'clock, 
then,  behold  me  ascending  a  splendidly 
illuminated  staircase,  with  marble  statues 
on  either  side,  half  hid  amidst  all  manner 
of  rare  and  beautiful  plants.  CroAvds  of 
splendidly  dressed  people  are  wending  their 
way  upward  with  myself— doubtless  with 
lighter  hearts — which  "was  not  a  difficult 
matter.  At  the  top,  I  find  myself  in  a 
dense  croAvd,  all  r.  blaze  of  diamonds  and 
decorations,  gorgeous  uniforms  and  jewelled 
dresses  of  the  most  costly  magnificence. 

I  assure  you  I  was  perfectly  lost  in  won- 
derment and  admiration.  The  glare  of 
wax-lights,  the  splendor  of  the  apartments 
themselves,  and  the  air  of  grandeur  on 
every  side,  actually  dazzled  and  astounded 
me.  At  each  instant  I  heard  the  title  of 
Duke  and  Prince  given  to  some  one  or 
other.  "  Your  Highness  is  looking  better ; '' 
"I  trust  your  Grace  will  dance  ;"  '^'Is  the 
Princess  here?"  "Pray  present  me  to 
the  Duchess."  Egad,  Tom,  I  felt  I  was 
really  in  the  very  centre  of  that  charmed 
circle  of  which  one  hears  so  much  and  yet 
sees  so  little. 

I  needn't  say  that  I  knew  nobody,  and  T 
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own  to  you  it  >v;is  a  gToat  relief  ro  iiio  that 
nobody  knew  me.  Wiiero  should  1  iincl 
the  Minister  in  all  this  chaos  of  splendor, 
and  if  1  did  succeed,  how  obtain  the  means 
of  addressing  him  ?  These  were  very 
puz'^ling  questions  to  be  solved,  and  by  a 
brain  turning  with  excitement,  and  half 
wild  between  astoiiishment  and  apprehen- 
sion. On  I  Avent  through  room  after  room 
— there  seemed  no  end  to  this  gorgeous 
display.  Here  they  were  crushed  togetiier, 
so  that  stars,  crosses,  epaulettes,  diamond 
coronets,  and  jewelle  1  arms  seemed  all  one 
dense  mass ;  here,  they  were  broken  into 
card  parties;  here,  they  were  at  billiards; 
here,  dancin/.; ;  and  hero,  all  were  gathered 
around  a  splendid  buifct,  where  the  joop,  ; 
pop  of  champagne  corks  explained  the 
lively  sallies  of  the  talkers.  I  was  not 
sorry  to  find  something  like  refreshment;' 
indeed,  I  thought  my  courage  stood  in  need 
of  a  glass  of  wme,  and  so  I  sot  myself  vig- 
orously to  pierce  the  firm  and  compact 
crowd  in  front  of  me.  My  resolve  had 
scarcely  been  taken,  when  1  felt  a  gentle 
but  close  pressure  within  my  arm.  and  on 
looking  do^/n,  saw  three  fingers  of  a  white- 
gloved  hand  on  my  wrist. 

I  started  back;  and  even  before  I  could 
turn  my  head,  Tom,  I  heard  a  gentle  voice 
murmur  in  ray  ear  :  *•  Dear  creature — how 
delighted  to  see  you — when    did  you   ar- 
rive ? "  and  my  eyes  fell  upon  Mrs.  Gore 
Hampton  !  There  she  was,  in  all  the  splen- 
dor of  full  dress,   v;hich,  I  am  bound  to 
say,  in  the  presenc  iu:-;taiice,  meant  as  small ' 
an  amount  of   raiment  as  any   one   conld 
well  venture  out  in.     That  I  never  saw  her  | 
look  half  so  beautiful  is  quite  true.     Her  | 
combs  of  brilliants  sot  off  her  glossy  hair,  j 
and  added  new  brilliancy  to  her  e3"es,  while  \ 
her  beauteous  neck  and  shoulders  actually  . 
shone  in  the  brightness  of  its  tints.     I  be-  j 
thought  me  of  the  "Splugen,"  Tom,  and 
the  cold  insolence  of  her  disdain.      I  tried  j 
to  summon  up  indignation  to  refu'oach  her,  ' 
but  she  anticipated  me.  I)y  saying,  with  a 
bcAvitching   smile:    '•  Adolphus  isn't  here' 
now,  Doddy  !"'  Few  as  the  words  were,  Tom,  \ 
they  revealed  a  whole  history — they  were 
apology  for  the  past,  and  assuraneo  for  the 
present-     "Still,"  said  T,  "you  might  have 

"    "  What  a  silly  thing  it  is  !"  said  she, 

putting  her  fan  on  mv  lips  ;  "  and  it  wants  ' 
to  ([uarrel   with  me  the  very  moment   of 
meeting;  but  it  musn't,  and  it  shan't.  Get 
me  some  supper,  Doddy — an  oyster  patty, 
if  there  be  one — if  not,  an  ortolan  trutie." 

This  at  least  was  a  good,  sensible,  speech, 
and  so  I  wedged  firmly  into  the  mass,  and. 
by  uint  of  very  considerable  pressure,  at 
length  lauded  my  fair  friend  at  the  buffet. 


It  v/an,  I  must  say,  worth  all  the  labor. 
j  There  v/as  everything  you  can  think  of, 
from  sturgeon  to  Maraschino  jelly,  and 
I  wines  of  every  land  of  Europe.  It  was  a 
good  opportunity  to  taste  some  rare  vinta- 
ges, and  so  I  made  a  little  excursion  through 
Marcobrunncr  to  Johannisberg,  and  thency 
on  to  Steinbcrger.  Leaving  the  Rhine  land, 
I  coquetted  av.hile  witli  Burgundy,  es- 
pecially Chambertin.  back  again,  however, 
to  Champagne,  for  the  sake  of  its  icy  cold- 
ness, to  wind  up  with  some  wonderful 
Schumlawer — a  Hungarian  tap — that  ac- 
tually made  me  wish  I  had  been  born  a 
hussar. 

It  is  no  use  trying  to  explain  to  you  the 
tangled  maze  of  my  poor  bewitched  fac- 
ulties. J  OM,  whose  experiences  in  such 
trials  have  not  gone  beyond  a  struggle  for 
a  ham  sandwich,  or  a  chicken  bone  for 
some  asthmatic  old  lady  in  black  satin, 
—  yoib  can  neither  comprehend  my  situa- 
tion, nor  compassionate  my  difficulties. 
How  shall  I  convey  to  your  uninformed 
imagination  the  bewitching  effects  of  wine, 
beauty,  heat,  light,  music,  soft  words,  soft 
glances,  blue  eyes,  and  snowy  shoulders  ? 
1  may  give  you  all  the  details,  but  you'll 
never  be  able  to  blend  them  into  that  magic 
mass  that  melts  the  heart,  and  makes  such 
fools  of  the  Kenny  Dodds  of  this  world. 
There  is  such  a  thing,  believe  me,  as  "an 
atmosphere  of  enchantment."  There  are 
elements  which  compose  a  magical  air 
around  you,  perfumed  with  odors^  and 
still  more  entrancing  by  flatteries.  The 
appeal  is  nov/  to  your  senseS;  now  to  yonr 
heart,  your  afi'ections,  your  intellect,  your 
sympathies  ;  your  very  self-love  is  even  ad- 
dressed, and  you  are  more  than  man,  at 
least  more  than  an  Irishman,  if  you  resist. 

Egad,  Tom,  she  is  a  splendid  woman  ! 
and  has  that  air  of  gentleness  and  com- 
mand about  her  that  somehow  subdues  you 
at  once.  Her  little  cajoleries — those  snnill 
nothings  of  voice,  and  look,  and  touch — 
are  such  subtle  tempters  for  one  admired 
even  to  homage  itself. 

"You  must  be  my  escort.  Doddy,"'  said 
she,  drawing  on  her  glove,  after  fascinating 
me  by  the  siglit  of  that  dimpled  hand,  and 
those"  rose-tipped  fingers,  so  full  of  their 
own  memories  for  me.  "  You  shall  give 
me  your  arm,  and  I'll  tell  vou  wiio  every 
one  is."'  And  away  we  sailed  out  »f  the 
supper-room  into  the  crowded  saloons. 

Our  progress  was  slow,  for  the  crush  was 
tremendous;  but,  as  we  \yent,  her  recog- 
nitions were  frequent.  Still,  I  could  not 
but  remark,  not  with  women.  All,  or 
nearly  all,  her  acquaintances  were  of,  I 
uas  going  to  say  the  harder,  but  upon  my 


300 


CHARLES  LEVER'S    WORKS. 


life  I  believe  the  real  epithet  Avould  be  the 
.-softer  sex.  They  stiluted  her  with  an  easy, 
almost  too  easy,  familiarity.  Some  only 
smiled,  and  one,  a  sconndrel — I  shall  know 
him  again,  however. — tlirew  up  his  eyes 
with  a  particular  glance  towards  me,  as 
plainly  as  possible  implying,  "Oh  another 
•/ictim,  eh  ?''  As  for  the  ladies,  some  stared 
full  at  lier,  and  tlien  turned  abruptly  away  ; 
some  })asscd  without  looking  ;  one  or  two 
made  her  low  and  formal  curtseys ;  and  a 
few  put  up  their  glasses  to  scan  her  lace 
floun.ce  or  her  lappets,  as  if  they  were  really 
the  great  objects  to  be  admired.  At  last 
we  came  to  a  knot  of  men  talking  in  a  cir- 
cle round  a  very  pretty  woman,  whose  jet- 
black  eyes  and  ringlets,  Avith  a  high  color, 
gave  her  a  most  brilliant  appearance.  The 
moment  she  saw  Mrs.  G.  II.  she  sprang 
from  her  seat  to  embrace  her.  They  spoke 
in  French,  and  so  rapidly,  that  I  could 
catch  nothing  of  what  j^assed  ;  but  the  dark 
eyes  were  suddenly  darted  towards  me  with  a 
piercingglance.  that  made  me  half  ashamed. 

''Let  us  take  possession  of  that  sofa/' 
said  Mrs.  Gore,  moving  towards  one. 
*'And  now,  Doddy,  I  Avant  to  present  you 
to  my  dearest  friend  on  earth,  my  own 
darling  Georgina." 

Then  they  both  kissed,  and  I  muttered 
some  stupid  nonsense  of  my  own. 

"This,  Georgy — this  is  that  dear  crea- 
ture of  whom  you  have  heard  me  speak  so 
often ;  this  is  that  generous,  noble-hearted 
soul  whose  devotion  is  written  upon  my 
heart;  and  this,"  said  she,  turning  to  the 
other  side,  "this  is  my  more  than  sister — 
my  adored  Georgina  !"' 

I  took  my  place  between  them  on  the 
sofa,  and  was  formally  presented  to  whom  ? 
— guess  you  ?  No  less  a  person  than  Lady 
George  Tiverton !  Ay,  Tom,  the  fascina- 
ting creature  with  the  dark  orbs  was  an- 
other injured  vt'oman !  I  was  not  to  be 
treated  like  a  common  acquaintance,  it 
seemed,  for  "Georgy"  began  a  recital  of 
her  husband's  cruelties  to  me.  Of  all  the 
wretches  I  ever  heard  or  read  he  went  far 
■  beyond  them.  There  was  not  an  indignity, 
not  an  outrage  he  had.  not  passed  on  her. 
He  studied  cruelties  to  inflict  upon  iier. 
She  had  been  starved,  beaten,  bruised,  and 
I  believe  chained  to  a  log. 

She  drew  down  her  dress  to  show  mc 
some  mark  of  cruelty  on  her  shoulder ;  and 
though  I  saw  -lothing  to  shock  me,  I  took 
her  word  for  ohe  injury.  In  fact.  Tom,  I 
was  lost  in  wonderment  how  one  that  had 
gone  through  so  much  not  only  retained 
the  loveliness  of  her  looks,  but  all  the  fas- 
cinations of  her  beauty,  unimpaired  by  any 
traits  of  suffering. 


"What  a  terribio  story  it  was,  to  be  sure. 
Now  he  had  sold  her  diamonds  to  a  Jew  ; 
now,  he  had  disposed  of  her  beautiful  dark 
hair  to  a  wig-maKer.  In  his  reckless  ex- 
travagance her  very  teeth  were  not  safe  in 
her  head  ;  but  more  dreadful  than  all  were 
the  temptations  he  had  exposed  her  to — 
sweet,  young,  artless,  and  lovely  as  she 
was  I  All  the  handsome  fellows  about  town 
— all  that  was  gay,  dashing,  and  attractive — 
the  young  Peerage  and  the  Blues — all  at  her 
feet ;  but  her  saint-iike  purity  triumphed  ; 
and  it  Avas  really  quite  charming  to  hear 
how  these  two  pretty  women  congratulated 
each  other  on  all  the  perils  they  had 
passed  through  unharmed,  and  the  dangers 
through  which  virtue  had  borne  them  tri- 
umphant. There  I  sat,  Tom,  almost  en- 
veloped in  gauze  and  Valenciennes — for 
their  wide  flounces  encompassed  me,  their 
beauteous  faces  at  either  side,  their  soft 
breath  fanning  me — listening  to  tales  of 
man's  infamy  that  made  my  blood  boil. 
To  the  e.^citement  of  the  champagne  had 
succeeded  the  delirious  intoxication  com- 
pounded of  passionate  indignation  and 
glowing  admiration  ;  and  at  any  minute  I 
felt  ready  to  throw  myself  at  the  heads  of 
the  husbands  or  the  feet  of  their  wives ! 

Vast  crowds  moved  by  us  as  we  sat  there^ 
and  I  could  perceive  that  we  were  by  no 
means  unnoticed  by  the  company.  At  last 
I  perceived  an  elderly  lady,  leaning  on  a 
young  man's  arm,  whom  I  thought  I  recog- 
nized ;  but  she  quickly  averted  her  head, 
and  said  something  to  her  companion.  He 
turned  and  bowed  coldly  to  me  ;  and  I  per- 
ceived it  was  Morris— or  Penrhyn,  I  sup- 
pose he  calls  himself  now ;  and,  indeed, 
his  new  dignity  would  seem  to  have  com- 
pletely overcome  him.  Mrs.  G.  H.  asked 
his  name ;  and  when  I  told  it,  said  she 
would  permit  me  to  present  him  to  her — a 
liberty  I  had  no  intention  to  profit  by. 

The  company  was  now  thinning  fast  ; 
and  so,  giving  an  arm  to  each  of  my  fair 
friends,  we  descended  to  the  cloaking- 
room.  "Call  our  carriage,  Doddy — the 
Villino  Amaldini  !  for  Georgy  and  I  go  to- 
gether," said  Mrs.  G.  I  saw  tlieni  to  the 
door,  helped  them  in,  kissed  their  hands, 
promised  to  call  on  them  early  on  the  mor- 
row— "  Villa  Amaldini " — got  the  name  by 
heart ;  another  squeeze  of  the  two  fair 
hands,  and  away  they  rolled,  and  I  turned 
homeward  in  a  frame  of  mind  of  which  I 
have  not  courage  to  attempt  the  descrip- 
tion. 

When  I  arrived  at  our  lodgings  it  v/as 
nigh  three  o'c'ock  ;  Mary  Anne  and  Gary 
were  both  sitting  up  waiting  for  me.  The 
police  had  made  a  descent  on  the  house  m 
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nij  absence,  and  carried  away  three  hun- 
dred and  seventy  copies  of  the  l)lessed  little 
tract,  all  our  house  Ijills,  some  of  your  let- 
ters, and  the  girls"  Icalian  exercises  ;  a  very 
formidable  array  of  corres])ondencc,  to 
which  some  equations  in  algebra,  b}' James, 
contributed  the  air  of  a  cypher. 

"Well,  I'apa,  what  tidings  ?"  cried  both 
the  girls,  as  I  eutered  the  j'oom.  ''When 
is  she  to  be  liberated  ?  What  says  the  Min- 
ister ? — is  he  outrageous? — was  he  civil? 
— did  he  .show  much  energy  ?  ' 

"Wait  a  bit,  my  dears,"  said  I,  "and 
let  me  collect  myself.  After  all  I  have 
gone  through,  my  head  is  none  of  the 
clearest. " 

This  was  quite  true,  Tom,  as  you  may 
readily  believe.  They  both  waited  accord- 
ingly, with  a  most  exemplary  patience  ; 
and  there  we  sat  in  silence  confronting 
each  other ;  and-  I  own  to  you  honestly,  a 
criminal  in  a  dock  never  h:i,d  a  worse  con- 
science than  myself  at  that  moment 

"Girls,"'  said  I,  at  last,  *'if  I  am  to  liave 
brains  to  carry  me  through  this  difficult 
negotiation,  it  will  only  be  by  giving  me 
the  most  perfect  peace  and  tranquillity.  No 
questioning— no  interrogation — no  annoy- 
ance of  any  kind — you  understand  me — 
this," said  I,  touching  my  forehead — "this 
must  be  undistur])ed."  They  both  looked 
at  each  other  Avithout  speaking,  and  I  went 
on  ;  but  what  I  said,  and  how  I  said  it,  I 
have  no  means  of  knowing  :  I  dashed  in- 
trepidly into  tlie  wide. sea  of  European  pol- 
itics, mixing  up  Mrs.  .D.  with  Mazzini, 
making  out  something  like  a  very  strong 
case  against  her.  From  that  I  turned  to 
Turkey  and  the  Danul)ian  Provinces,  and 
brought  in  Omer  Pasha  and  the  Earl  of 
Guzeberry ;  plainly  shov/i ng  that  their 
mother  was  a  wronged  and  injured  Vv-oman, 
and  that  Sir  Somebody  Dundas  might  be 
expected  any  moment  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Aruo,  to  exact  redress  for  her  wrongs. 
"And  now,"  said  I,  winding  up,  "you 
know  as  much  of  the  nuitter  as  1  do,  my 
dears;  you  view  things  from  the  same 
level  as  myself;  and  so,  oif  to  bed,  and 
we'll  resume  the  considiM-atiou  of  the  sub- 
ject in  the  morning.""  1  didn't  wait  for 
more,  and  took  my  candle  and  departed. 

"Poor  Papa!"  said  M;iry  Anne,  as  I 
cfosed  the  door;  "he  talks  quite  wildly. 
This  sad  affair  has  completely  affected  his 
mind." 

"  He  certainly  r7o<',<?  talk  most  incoherent- 
ly," said  Gary  ;  "  1  ho])e  we  shall  tlud  him 
better  in  the  morning."  Ah!  Tom,  I 
passed  a  wretched  niglit  of  self-accusation 
and  sorrow.  There  was  nothing  Mrs.  D. 
herself  could  have  said  to  me  that  I  didn't 


say.  I  called  myself  a  variety  of  the  hard- 
est names,  and  inveighed  stoutly  against 
my  depravity  and  treachery.  Tlie  conse- 
quence was,  that  I  couldn't  sleep  a  wink, 
and  rose  early,  to  try  and  shake  oil"  my 
feverish  stat:e  by  a  walk. 

I  sallied  <nit  into  the  streets,  and  half  un- 
consciously took  tiic  wjiy  to  the  pri-:on.  It 
was  one  ot  those  old  feudal  foilie.-ees,  half- 
gaol,  half-palace — that  the  ^ledici  were  so 
fond  of — grim-looking,  narrow-windowed, 
high-battlemented  building.^',  that  stand 
amidst  modern  edifices  as  a  mailed  knight 
might  stand  in  a  group  of  our  every-day 
dandies.  I  looked  up  at  its  dark  and.  sul- 
len front  with  a  heavy  and  self- reproach- 
ing heart.  "  Your  wife  is  there,  Kenny 
Dodd,"  said  I,  "a  prisoner! — treated  like 
a  malefactor  and  a  felon  ! — carried  away 
by  force,  without  trial  or  investigation,  and 
already  sentenced — for  a  prisoner  is  under 
sentence  when  even  passingly  deprived  of 
liberty — and  there  you  stand, powerless  and 
inactive !  For  this  you  quilted  a  land 
where  there  is  at  least  a  law,  and  the  ap- 
peal to  it  open  to  everv  one  !  For  this  you 
have  left  a  country  wLere  personal  liberty 
can  be  assailed  neithei'  by  tyranny  nor  cor- 
ruption !  For  this  you  have  come  iiun- 
dreds  of  miles  away  from  home,  to  subject 
yourself  and  tho.se  belonging  to  you  to  the 
miserable  despotism  of  petty  tyrants  and 
the  persecution  of  bigots  !  Why  don't  they 
print  it  in  large  letters  in  every  passport 
what  one  has  to  ex])ect  in  these  journey- 
ings  ?  What  nonsense  it  is  to  say  that 
Kenny  Dodd  is  to  travel  at  his  pleasure, 
and -that  the  authorities  themselves  are  nei- 
ther to  give  nor  '  permettre  qu'il  lui  soit 
donne  empechement  quelconque,  mais  au 
contraire  toute  aide  et  assistance!'  Why 
not  be  frank,  and  say,  '  Kenny  Dodd  comes 
abroad  at  his  own  proper  risk  and  po'il,  to 
be  cheated  in  Belgium,  bamboozled  in  Hol- 
land, and  blackguarded  on  the  Rhine  ;  with 
full  liberty  to  be  robbed  in  Spain,  impris- 
oned in  Italy,  and  knoutcd  in  Eussia  ? " 
With  a  few  such  facts  as  these  befove  you, 
you  would  think  twice  on  the  Tower  stairs, 
and  perhaps  deliberate  a  little  at  Dover. 
It's  no  use  riiaking  a  row  because  foreigner 
do  not  adopt  our  notions.  They  have  no 
Habeas  Corpus,  just  as  they  have  no  Lon- 
don stout — maybe  for  the  same  reason,  too 
— it  wouldn't  suit  the  climate.  But  what 
brings  us  amongst  them  ?  There's  the  ques- 
tion. Wliy  do  we  come  so  far  away  from 
home  to  eat  food  that  disagrees  with  us, 
and  live  under  laws  we  cry  out  against  ? 
Is  it  consistei^.t  with  common  sense  to  run 
a  muck  through  the  statutes  of  foreign  na- 
tions just  out  of  v»ilfuluess  ?     I  wish  m.y 
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wife  was  out  of  tli.'it  den,  uud  1  wish  v/e 
wore  all  back  in  Dodsborouo;h."  And  witli 
that  wise  reflection,  uttered  in  all  the  fullness 
of  my  heart,  I  turned  slovvly  away  and 
reached  the  Arno.  A  gentleman  raised  his 
liat  politely  to  me  as  I  passed.  I  turned 
liastily,  and  ssiw  it  was  Morris.  His  salute 
Avas  a  cold  one,  and  showed  no  inclination 
for  nearer  acquaintance ;  hut  I  was  too 
much  humiliati  d  in  my  own  esteem  to  feel 
pride,  so  I  followed  and  overtook  him. 
His  reception  of  me  was  so  chilling,  Tom, 
that  even  before  I  spoke  I  regretted  the 
step  I  had  adopted.  I  rallied,  however, 
and  after  reminding  him  how  on  a  former 
occasion  I  had  been  benefited  b}^  his  able 
intervention  in  my  behalf,  briefly  told  him 
of  Mrs.  D.'s  arrest,  and  the  great  embarats- 
ment  I  felt  as  to  the  course  to  be  taken. 

He  thawed  in  a  moment.  All  his  dis- 
tance was  at  once  abandoned,  and,  kindly 
offering  me  his  arm,  begged  me  to  relate 
what  had  occurred.  He  listened  calmly, 
patientl}' — I  might  almost  say,  coldly.  lie 
never  dropped  a  sentence — not  a  syllable 
like  sympathy  or  condolence.  He  "hadn't 
as  much  as  a  word  of  honest  indignation 
against  the  outrageous  behavior  of  the  au- 
thorities. In  fact,  Tom,  he  took  the  whole 
thing  just  as  much  as  a  matter  of  course, 
as  if  there  was  nothing  remarkable  nor 
strange  in  imprisoning  an  Engiisliwoman, 
and  the  mother  of  a  family.  He  made  a 
few  pencil  notes  in  his  pocketbook  as  to 
dates  and  such-like,  and  then,  looking  at 
his  watch,  said  : 

'MYe'll  go  and  breakfast  with  Dun- 
thorpe.     You  know  him  intimately,  clon't 
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I  had  to  confess  I  did  not  know  him  at 
all. 

"Oh  !  peeing  you  there  last  night,"  said 
he,  "I  thought  you  knew  him  well,  as  you 
ai-e  only  a  very  short  time  in  Florence." 

I  drew  along  breath,  Tom,  and  told  him 
how  I  had  happened  to  find  myself  at  the 
Ministers  "rout."  He  smiled  good-hu- 
morediy  ;  there  was  nothing  offensive  in  it, 
however,  and  it  passed  off  at  once. 

"Sir  Alexander  and  I  are  old  friends,"" 
said  he.  "We  served  in  the  same  regiment 
once  together,  and  I  can  venture  to  present 
you,  even  at  this  early  hour:"  and  with 
that  we  walked  briskly  on  towards  the  Le- 
gation. 

All  this  while  Morris— I  can't  call  him 
by  his  new  name  yet — never  alluded  to  tlie 
family  :  he  didn't  even  ask  after  James, 
and  I  })'.;r:nly  saw  that  ho  ^as  bent  on  doing 
a  veiy  good-natured  thing,  without  any  de- 
sire to  incur  further  intimacy  as  its  conse- 
quence. 


Sir  Alexander  had  not  left  his  room  when 
we  arrived,  but  on  receiving  Morris's  card 
sent  word  to  say  he  should  be  down  in  a 
moment,  and  expected  us  both  at  breakfast. 
The  table  was  spread  in  a  handsome  library, 
with    every  possible  appliance   of  comfort 
about   it.      There   was   a   brisk   wood   fire 
i  blazing  on  the  ample  hearth,  and  a  beautiful 
j  Blenheim  asleep  before  it.     Newspapers  of 
I  every  country  and  every  language  lay  scat- 
;  tered  abont  with  illustrated  journals  and 
I  prints.     Most  voluptuous   easy-chairs  and 
I  fat-cushioned  sofas  abounded,  and   it  was 
;  plain  to  see  that  t!ie  Wt-rld  has  some  rough- 
er  sides  than  she  turns  to  Hor  Majesty's 
I  Envoys  and  Ministers  Plenipotentiaiy  ! 
I      I  was  busy  picturing  to  myself  what  sort 
'  of  person  the  present  occupant  of  this  post 
i  v;as  likely  to  prove,  when  he  entered.     A 
tall,  very  good-looking  man,  of  about  forty, 
with  bushy  whiskers  of  white  hair;  his  air 
and  bearing  the  very  typo  of  frankness,  and 
his  voice  the  rich  tone  of  a  manly  speaker. 
He  shook  me  cordially  by  the  hand  as  Mor- 
ris introdriced  me,  apologized  for  keeping 
us  v.aiting,  and  at  once  seated  us  at  table. 
A  sickly-looking  lad,  with  sore  eyes  and  a 
stutter,  slipped  unobtrusively  in  after  him, 
,  and  lie  was  presented   to  us  as  Lord  Adol- 
phus  de  Maudley.  the  unpaid  Attache. 

Leaving  all  to  Morris,  and  rightly  con- 
jecturing that  he  v/ould  open  the  subject 
we  came  upon  at  the  fitting  time,  I  at- 
tacked a  grouse-pie  m.ost  vigorously,  and 
helped  myself  freely  to  his  Excellency's 
Bordeaux.  There  v/ere  all  manner  of  good 
I  things,  and  we  did  them  ample  Justice, 
even  to  the  L^npaid  himself,  who  certainly 
seemed  to  take  out  in  prog  what  they  de- 
nied him  in  salar}'. 

Sir  Alexander  made  all  the  running,  as 
to  talk.  He  rattled  away  about  Turks  and 
Russians — affairs  home  and  foreign — the 
Ministry  and  the  Oj^position — who  was  to 
go  next  to  some  vacant  embassy,  and  who 
was  to  be  the  prima  donna  at  the  Pergola. 
Tlien  came  Florence  gossip — an  aniusing 
chapter ;  but  perhaps — as  they  say  in  the 
police  reports — not  quite  fit  for  publi- 
cation. His  Excellency  had  seen  tlie  girls 
at  tl'.e  races,  and  complimented  me  on  their 
crood  looks,  and  felicitated  the  city  on  the 
,  accession  of  so  much  beauty.  At  last  Mor- 
ris broke  ground,  and  related  the  story  of 
,  Mrs.  D.'s  captivity.  Sir  Alex — who  had 
by  this  time  lighted  his  cig;u- — stood  with 
his  hands  in  his  dre.ssing-gown  pockets,  and 
his  back  to  the  fire,  the  most  calm  and  im- 
I  pa  sivc  of  listeners. 

"They  are  so  stupid,  these  people,"  said 
!  he  at  last,  puffing  his  weed  between  each 
I  word  ;  "  won't  take  the  trouble  to  look  be- 
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fore  them — won't  examine — won't  inves- 
tigate— a  charge.  Mrs.  Doud  a  Catholic, 
100  ?" 

' '  A  most  devout  and  conscientious  one  !  " 

Silid  I. 

''Great bore  for  tlie  moment,  no  doubt ; 
but — try  a  cheroot,  they're  milder — Init,  as 
I  was  sa^nng,  to  be  amply  recompensed 
hereafter.  There's  nothing  they  won't  do 
in  the  way  of  civility  and  attention  to  make 
amends  for  tliis  outrage.'' 

"Mcanwiiile,  as  to  her  liberation  ?"  said 
MoiTis. 

''Ah  !  that  is  a  puzzle.  No  use  writing 
to  Ministers,  you  know.  Tiiat's  all  lost 
time.  Official  correspondence — only  in- 
vented to  train  up  our  youth — like  Lord 
Dolly,  there.  ^Must  try  wliat  can  be  done 
with  Bradelli." 

"And  who  is  Bradelli,  your  Excellency  ?" 

"  Bradelli  is  Private  Secretary  to  the 
Cardinal  Boncelli,  at  Rome." 

"But  we  are  in  Tuscany." 

"  Geographically  speaking,  so  we  are. 
But  leave  it  to  me,  Mr.  Dodd.  No  time 
chall  be  lost.  Draw  up  a  note,  Dolly,  to 
the  Prince  Cigalaroso.  You  have  a  mem. 
in  the  chancellerie  will  do  very  well.  The 
English  are  ahvays  in  scrapes,  and  it  is 
always  the  same:  '  Mon  cher  Prince, — Je 
regette  infiniment  que  mes  devoirs  m'im- 
posent,'tS:c.  &c.,  with  a  full  account  of  the 
'facheux  incident' — that's  the  phrase,  mind 
■  th:j.t,  Dolly  ;  do  everything  necessary  for 
the  Blue  Book,  and  in  the  meanwhile  take 
care  that  Mrs.  D.  is  out  of  prison  before 
the  day  is  over." 

I  was  sui'prised  to  find  how  little  Sir 
-> Alexander  cared  for  the  real  facts  of  the 
ca'je,  or  the  gross  injustice  of  tlie  entire 
proceeding.  In  fact,  he  listened  to  my 
explanations  on  this  head  with  as  much 
impatience  as  could  consist  with  his  un- 
([uostionable  good  breeding,  simply  inter- 
polating as  I  went  on  :  "Ah,  vory  tr.ie  ;'' 
"Your  observation  is  quite  correct;" 
••  Perfectly  just,"  and  so  on.  "Can  you 
dine  here  today,  Mr.  Dodd?"  said  he,  as 
1  tiuished  :  "  Penrhyn  is  coming,  and  a 
few  other  friends. '' 

I  had  some  half  scruples  about  accepting  \ 
a  dinner  in\itation  while  my  wifea'emained 
a  prisoner,  but  I  thought,  '•  after  all,  the 
Minister  must  be  the  best  judge  of  such  a 
])oint,"  and  accoi'dingly  said  "Yes."  A 
most  agreeable  dinner  it  was  too,  Tom. 
A  party  of  seven  at  a  round  table,  admir- 
ably served,  and  with — what  I  assure  you 
is  growing  rather  a  rarity  now-a-da^'s — a 
sufficiency  of  wine. 

The  Minister  himself  proved  niost  agree- 
able ;  his  long  residence  abroad  had  often 


brought  hirn  into  contact  with  amusing 
I  specimens  of  his  own  countrymen,  some 
i  of  whose  traits  and  stories  he  recounted 
admirably,  showing  me  that  the  Dodds  are 
only  the  species  of  a  very  widely  extended 
and  well  appreciated  genus. 

I  own  to  you  that  1  heard,  with  no  small 
degi'ee  of  humiliation,  how  prone  we  Eng- 
lish are  to  demand  money  compensations 
for  the  wi-ongs  inflicted  upon  us  by  foreign 
Governments.  As  the  intorniation  came 
from  a  source  I  cannot  question,  I  have 
only  to  accept  the  fact,  and  deplore  it. 

As  a  nation,  we  are  assuredly  neither 
mean  nor  mercenary.  As  individuals,  I 
sincerely  hope  and  trust  we  can  stand  com- 
parison in  all  that  regards  liberality  of 
]nirse  with  any  people,  Y;.t  how  comes  it 
that  Ave  have  attained  to  an  almost  special 
notoriety  for  converting  our  sorrows  into 
silver,  and  making  our  personal  injuries 
into  a  credit  at  our  banker's  ?  I  half  sus- 
pect that  the  tone  imparted  to  the  na- 
tional mind  by  our  Lav>^  Courts  is  the  true 
reason  of  this,  and  that  our  actions  for 
damages  are  the  damaging  features  of  our 
character  as  a  people.  The  man  who  sees 
no  indignity  in  lakjig  the  price  of  his  dis- 
honor, will  find  little  difficulty  in  apprais- 
ing the  value  of  an  insult  to  his  liberty. 
Take  my  word  for  it,  Tom,  it  is  a  very 
hard  thing  to  make  foreigners  respect  the 
institutions  of  a  counti}'  stairicd  with  this 
reproach,  or  believe  that  a  people  can  be 
truly  high-minded  and  high-spirited  who 
have  recourse  to  such  indemnities. 

From  what  fell  from  Sir  Alexander" on 
this  subject,  I  could  plainly  perceive  the 
emliarrassment  a  Minister  must  labor  un- 
der, who,  while  asserting  the  high  preten- 
sions of  a  great  nation,  is  com}iellcd  to 
descend  to  such  ignoble  bargains  :  and  I 
only  Avish  that  the  good  public  at  home, 
as  they  pore  over  Blue  Books,  w(,u!d 
take  into  account  this  veiy  consideiable 
difficulty. 

As  regards  foreign  governments  them- 
selves, it  is  right  to  bear  in  mind  that  tliey 
rarely  or  never  can  be  induced  to  believe 
the  transgressions  of  individuals  as  any- 
thing Init  parts  of  a  grand  and  comprehen- 
sive scheme  of  English  interference.  K 
John  Bull  smuggle  a  pound  of  tea,  it  is 
immediately  s:^t  down  that  England  !<  going 
to  alter  the  Custom  Laws.  Let  hi:n  fur- 
reptitiously  steal  his  fowling-piece  over  the 
frontier,  and  we  are  accused  of  'arming 
the  disaffected  population."  A  cojiv  of  a 
tract  is  construed  into  a  treatise  on  Social- 
ism :  and  a  "Jim-Crow  "  hat  is  the  symbol 
of  Republican  doctrines. 

I  see  the  full  absurdity  of  these  suspi- 
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cions,  but  I  wish,  for  our  own  comfort's 
sake,  to  take  no  higlier  ground,  that  we 
'  were  somewliat  more  circumspect  in  our 
conduct  abroad.  "Rule  Britannia"  is  a 
very  fine  tune,  and  noljody  likes  to  hear  it, 
well  sung,  better  than  myself ;  but  this,  I 
will  say.  Tom,  "  Britons  ever  will  be  slaves" 
to  their  ])rejudicos  and  self-delusions,  until 
they  come  to  see  that  their  notions  of  right 
and  wrong  are  not  universal,  and  that  there 
is  no  more  faulty  impression  than  to  sup- 
pose an  English  standard  of  almost  any- 
thing applicable  to  people  who  have  scarce- 
ly a  Lhought,  a  feeling,  or  even  a  iirejudice 
in  common  with  us. 

One  might  also  fancy  that  the  travelling 
Englishman  loved  a  scrape  from  the  pleas- 
ure it  afforded  him  of  addressing  his  Min- 
ister, and  making  a  fuss  in  the  Times, 
Just  as  a  fellow  who  knew  he  had  a  cork 
jacket  under  his  waistcoat  might  take 
pleasure  in  falling  overboard  and  attracting 
public  attention,  without  incurring  much 
risk. 

While  we  were  discussing  these  and  such- 
like topics,  there  came  a  note  from  James 
to  say  that  Mrs.  Dodd  had  just  been  liber- 
ated, and  was  then  safe  in  what  is  popular- 
ly called  the  bosom  of  her  family.  I  ac- 
cordingly arose  and  thanked  Sir  Alexander 
most  heartily  for  his  kind  and  successful 
interference,  and  though  I  should  not  have 
objected  to  another  glass  or  two  of  his  ad- 
mirable port,  I  felt  it  was  only  decent  and 
becoming  in  me  to  hasten  home  to  my  wife. 

As  Morris  had  shown  so  much  good- 
nature in  the  affair,  and  had — formerly  at 
least — been  on  very  friendly  terms  with  us, 
I  asked  him  to  come  along  with  me  ;  but 
he  declined,  with  a  kind  of  bashful  reserve 
that  I  could  not  comprehend  ;  and  so,  half 
■offended  at  his  coldness,  I  wished  him  a 
•^'good  night,"  and  departed. 

I  have  now  only  to  add,  that  I  found  Mrs. 
D.  in  good  health  and  spirits,  and,  on  the 
whole,  rather  pleased  with  the  incident 
than  otherwise.  You  shall  hear^from  me 
again  ere  long,  and  meanwhile,  believe  me. 
Your  ever  faithful  friend, 

Kenny  James  Dodd. 


LETTER  LXIX. 

MRS.  DC3D  TO  MRS.  GALLAGHER,  DODSBOROUGH. 

Casa  Dodd,  Florence. 

My  dear  Molly, — So  you  tell  me  that 
the  newspapers  is  full  of  me,  and  that  noth- 
ing is   talked   of   but  "  the  case  of   Mrs. 


Dcdd  "  and  her  "cruel  incarnation  in  the 
dungeons  of  Tuscany."  I  wish  they'd  keep 
their  sympat'nes  to  themselves,  Molly,  for 
to  tell  you  a  seci'et,  this  same  captivity  has 
done  us  the  greatest  service  in  the  world. 
Here  we  are,  my  darling,  at  the  top  of  the 
tree — going  to  all  the  balls — dining  out 
every  day — and  treated  with  what  they  call 
the  most  distinguished  consideration.  And 
I  must  say,  Molly,  that  of  all  the  cities 
ever  I  seen,  Florence  is  the  most  to  my 
taste.  There's  a  way  of  living  here — I 
can't  explain  how  it  is  done  exactly — but 
everyhody  has  just  what  he  likes  of  every- 
thing, i  believe  it's  the  bankers  does  it-^ 
that  they  have  a  Avay  of  exchanging,  or 
discounting,  or  whatever  it  is  called,  that 
makes  cA'ery  one  at  their  ease  ;  and,  indeed, 
my  only  surprise  is  why  everybody  doesn't 
come  to  live  in  a  place  v/ith  so  many  ad- 
vantages. Even  K.  I.  has  ceased  grum- 
bMng  abottt  money  matters,  and  for  the  last 
three  weeks  we  have  really  enjoyed  our- 
selves. To  be  sure,  now  and  then,  he 
mumbles  about  "  as  well  to  be  hanged  for 
a  sheep  as  a  lamb  ;  "  and  this  morning  he 
said  that  he  was  "  too  old  to  beg,"  to  ''dig 
he  w^as  ashamed."  "  I  hope  you  are,"  says 
I ;  "it  isn't  in  your  station  in  life  that  you 
con  go  out  as  a  navvy,  and  with  your  two 
daughters  the  greatest  beauties  in  the 
town."  And  so  they  are,  Molly.  There 
isn't  the  like  of  Mary  Anne  in  the  Cascini, 
and  though  Caroline  won't  give  herself  fair 
play  in  the  way  of  dress,  there's  many 
thinks  she's  the  prettiest  of  the  tvro. 

•  I  wish  you  saw  the  Cascini,  Molly,  when 
the  carriages  all  drive  up,  and  get  mixed 
together,  so  that  you  would  wonder  how 
they'd  ever  get  out  again.  They  are  full 
of  elegantly  dressed  ladies  ;  there's  nothing 
too  fine  for  them,  even  in  the  morning,  and 
there  they  sit;  and  loll  back,  with  all  the 
young  dandies  lying  about  them,  on  the 
steps  of  the  carriages,  over  the  splash- 
boards— indeed,  nearly  under  the  wheels — 
squeezing  their  hands,  looking  into  their 
eyes  and  under  their  "veils.  Oh  dear,  but 
it  seems  mighty  wricked  till  you're  used 
to  it,  and  know  it's  only  the  w-ay  of  the 
place,  which  one  does  remarkably  soon. 
The  first,  thing  strikes  a  stranger  here, 
Molly,  is,  that  everybody  knows  every  other 
body  most  intimately.  '  "It's  all  "  Carlo,'' 
'•Luigi,"  "Antonio  mio,"  with  hands 
clasped  or  arms  about  each  other,  and  ever- 
lasting kissing  between  the  women.  And 
then,  Molly,  when  you  see  a  newly-arrived 
English  family  in  the  midst  of  them,  with 
a  sulky  father,  a  stiff  mother,  three  stern 
young  ladies,  and  a  stupid  boy  of  sixteen, 
you  think  them  the  ugliest  creatures  on 
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earth,  and  don't  rightly  know  whether  to 
be  angry  or  laugh  at  thorn. 

Lord  George  says  that  the  great  advan- 
tage of  the  Cascini,  is,  that  you  liear  tlierc 
"all  that's  going  on."  Faith  you  do,  Molly, 
and  nice  goings  on  it  is  !  The  Florentines 
say  they've  no  liberty.  I'd  like  to  know 
how  much  more  they  want,  for  if  they 
haven't  it  by  right,  Molly,  they  take  it  at 
all  events,  and  with  everybody,  too.  The 
creatures,  all  rings  and  chains,  beards  and 
moustaches,  come  up  to  the  side  of  your 
carriage,  put  up  their  opera-glasses,  and 
stare  at  you  as  if  you  was  a  waxwork  ! 
Then  they  l)cgin  to  discuss  you,  and  almost 
fall  out  about  the  color  of  your  hair  or 
your  eyes,  till  one,  bolder  than  the  rest, 
comes  up  close  to  you,  and  decides  what  is, 
maybe,  a  wager !  It's  all  very  trying  at 
fa-st — not  but  Mary  Anne  bears  it  beauti- 
fully, and  seems  never  to  know  that  she  is 
standing  under  a  battery  of  fifty  pair  of 
eyes  ! 

As  to  James,  it's  all  Paradise.  He  knows 
all  the  beauties  of  the  town  already,  and  I 
see  him  with  his  head  into  a  brougham 
there,  and  his  legs  dangling  out  of  a  phae- 
ton here.  Just  as  if  he  was  one  of  the 
family.  "iou  may  think,  Molly,  when 
they  begin  that  way  of  a  morning,  what  it 
is  when  they  come  to  the  evening  !  If 
they're  all  dear  friends  in  the  daylight,  it's 
brothers  and  sisters — no,  but  husbands  and 
wives — they  liecome  wlien  the  lamps  are 
lighted !  Whether  they  walk  or  waltz, 
whether  they  hand  you  to  a  seat  or  olTcr 
you  an  ice,  they've  an  art  to  make  it  a  par- 
ticular attention — and,  as  it  were,  put  you 
under  an  obligation  for  it ;  and  whether 
you  like  it  or  not,  ^tolly,  you  are  made 
out  in  their  debt,  and  woe  to  you  when 
they  discover  you're  a  defaulter  ! 

I'm  sure,  without  Lord  George's  advice, 
we  couldn't  have  found  the  right  road  to 
the  high  society  of  this  place  so  easily ; 
but  he  told  K.  I.  at  once  what  to  do — and, 
for  a  wonder,  Molly,  he  did  it.  Florence, 
says  he,  is  like  no  dther  capital  in  Europe. 
In  all  the  others  there  is  a  circle,  more  or 
less  wide,  of  what  assumes  to  be  ''the 
world ; "  there  every  one  is  known,  his 
rank,  position,  and  even  his  fortune. 
Now  in  Florence,  people  mix  as  they  do  at 
a  Swiss  table  d'hote ;  each  talks  to  his 
neighbor,  perfectly  aware  that  he  may  be  a 
blackleg,  or  she — if  it  be  a  she — something 
worse.  That  society  is  agreeable,  pleasant, 
and  brilliant,  is  the  best  refutation  to  all 
the  cant  one  hears  about  freedom  of  man- 
ners, and  so  on.  And,  as  Lord  G.  ob- 
serves, it  is  manifestly  a  duty  with  the 
proper  people  to  mingle  wiUi  the  naughty 
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ones,  since  it  is  only  in  this  way  they  can 
hope  to  reclaim  them.  "  Take  those  two 
charming  girls  of  yours  into  the  world  liere, 
Mrs.  D,,"  said  he  to  me  the  other  day; 
"show  the  folks  that  beauty,  grace,  and 
fascination  are  all  compatible  with  con-ect 
principles  and  proper  notions  ;  let  them  see 
that  you  yourself,  so  certain  of  attracting 
admiration,  are  not  afraid  of  its  incense ; 
say  to  society,  as  it  were,  'Here  we  are,  so 
secure  of  ourselves  that  we  can  walk  un- 
harmed through  all  the  perils  around  us, 
and  enjoy  health  and  vigor  with  the 
plague  on  every  side  of  us.'"  And  that's 
what  we're  doing,  I^Iolly.  As  Lord  George 
says,  "we're  diftusing  our  influence,"  and 
I've  no  doubt  we'll  see  the  results  before 
long. 

I  wish  I  was  as  sure  of  K.  I.'s  goings  on  ; 
but  Betty  tells  me  that  he  constantly  re- 
ceives letters  of  a  niorning,  and  hurries  out 
immediately  after ;  that  he  often  drives 
away  late  at  night  in  a  hackney-coach,  and 
doesn't  return  till  nigh  morning !  I'm 
only  "waiting  for  him  to  buy  us  a  pair  of 
carriage-horses  to  be  at  him  about  this  be- 
havior ;  and,  indeed,  I  think  he's  trying  to 
push  me  on  to  it,  to  save  him  from  the 
expense  of  the  horse,s.  I  must  tell  you, 
Molly,  that  next  to  having  no  character, 
the  most  fashionable  thing  nere  is  a  hand- 
some coach ;  and,  indeed,  without  some- 
thing striking  in  that  way,  you  can't  hope 
to  take  society  by  storm.  "^iN'ith  a  phaeton 
and  a  pair  of  blood  1  ays,  James  says,  you 
can  drive  into  Prince  Walleykoifsky's  draw- 
ing-room ;  with  a  team  of  foui-,  -you  can 
trot  them  up  the  stairs  of  the  Pitti  Palace. 

After  a  coach,  comes  your  cook  ;  and 
isn't  my  heart  broke  trying  them  !  We"ve 
had  a  round  of  "experimental  dinners,'' 
that  has  cost  us  a  little  fortune,  since  each 
'^clief"  that  came  was  free  to  do  what  he 
pleased,  without  regard  to  the  Qci^\,  and  an 
eatable  morsel  never  came  to  the  table  all 
the  Avhilo.  Our  present  artist  is  Monsieur 
Chardron,  who  goes  out  to  market  in  a 
brougham,  and  buys  a  turkey  with  kid 
gloves  on  him.  He  won't  cook  for  us  ex- 
cept on  company  days,  but  leaves  us- to  his 
"aide,''  as  he  calls  him,  whom  K.  I.  likes 
best,  for  he  condescends  to  give  us  a  bit  of 
roast  niciit.  now  and  then,  that  has  really 
nourishment  in  it.  "We're  now,  therefore, 
in  a  state  to  open  the  campaign.  We've  an 
elegant  apartment  —  a  first-rate  cook  —  a 
ca]utal  courier — and  next  week  we're  to  set 
up  a  chasseur,  if  K.  I.  will  only  consent  to^ 
be  made  a  Count. 

You  may  stare,  Molly,  when  I  tell  you 
that  ho  fi<ihts  against  it  as  if  it  wa^  the 
Court  of  Bankruptcy  ;  though  Lord  George 


aOG 


CHARLES  LEVER'S   WORKS. 


worked  night  and  day  to  liavc  it  done. 
There  never  was  the  like  of  it  fol'  cheap- 
ness ;  a  trifle  over  twenty  pounds  clears  the 
v/hole  expense  ;  and  for  that  he  would  be 
Count  Dodd,  of  Fiezole,  with  a  title  to 
each  of  the  children.  As  many  thousands 
%vouldn't  do  that  in  England  ;  and,  indeed, 
one  doesn't  wonder  at  the  general  outcry  of 
the  expense  of  living  there,  when  the  com- 
monest luxuries  are  so  costly.  Mary  Anne 
and  I  are  determined  on  it,  and  before  the 
month  is  over  your  letters  will  be  addressed 
to  a  Countess. 

In  the  middle  of  all  this  happiness,  my 
dear,  there  is  a  drop  of  bitter,  as  there 
always  is  in  the  cup  of  life,  though  you 
may  do  your  best  not  to  taste  it.  Indeed, 
if  it  wasn't  for  this  drawback,  Florence 
would  be  a  place  I'd  like  to  live  and  die  in. 
What  I  allude  to  is  this  :  here  we  are  be- 
tween two  fires.  Molly — the  Morrises  on 
one  side,  and  •  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  on  the 
other — both  watching,  scrutinizing,  and 
observing  us,  for,  as  bad  luck  would  have 
it,  they  both  settled  down  here  for  the 
winter  !  ISToWp  the  Morrises  know  all  the 
quiet,  well-behaved,  respectable  people,  that 
one  ought  to  be  acquainted  with,  just  for 
decency's  sake.  But  Mrs.  G.  H.  is  in  the 
fashionable  and  fast  set,  where  all  the  fun 
is  going  on  ;  and  from  what  I  can  learn 
them's  the  very  people  would  suit  us  best. 
Being  in  neither  camp,  we  hear  nothing- 
hut  the  abuse  and  scandal  that  each  throws 
en  the  other ;  and,  indeed,  to  do  them 
justice,  if  half  of  it  was  true,  there's  few  of 
them  ought  to  escape  hanging  ! 

That's  hov7  we  stand ;  and  can  you  i^ic- 
ture  to  yourself  a  more  embarrassing  sit- 
uation ?  for  you  see  that  many  of  the  slow 
people  are  high  in  station  and  of  real 
rank,  while  some  of  the  fast  are  just  the 
reverse.  Lord  George  says,  "Cut  the 
fogies,  and  come  amongst  the  fast  'uns ; " 
and  talks  about  making  friends  with  the 
"  Mammoth  of  unrighteousness  ; "  and  if  he 
means  Mrs.  G.  H.,  I  believe  he  isn't  far 
wrong  :  but  even  if  we  consented,  Molly, 
I  don't  know  whether  she'd  make  up  with 
us  ;  though  Lord  George  swears  that  he'll 
answer  for  it  with  his  head.  One  thing 
is  clear,  Molly,  we  must  chose  between 
them,  and  that  soon,  too  ;  for  it's  quite 
impossible  to  be  "well  with  the  Treasury 
and  the  Opposition  also." 

K.  I.  afl'ects  neutrality,  just  to  blind  us 
to  his  real  intentions ;  but  I  know  him 
well,  and  see  plainly  what  he's  after.  Gary 
fights  hard  for  her  friends ;  though,  to  say 
the  truth,  they  haven't  taken  the  least  no- 
tice of  her  since  they  came  to  their  fortune 
— the  very  thing  I  expected  from   them. 


Molly,  for  it's  jusc  the  way  with  all  up- 
starts !  Now  you  see  some  of  the  difficul- 
ties that  attend  even  the  highest  successes 
in  life  ;  and  maybe  it  will  make  vou  more 
contented  with  your  own  obscurity.  Per- 
haps, before  this  reaches  you,  we'll  have 
decided  for  one  or  the  othei' ;  for,  as  Lord 
G.  says,  you  can't  pass  your  life  between 
silly  and  crabbed."^ 

There's  another  thing  fretting  me,  be- 
sides, Molly.  It  is  what  this  same  LikL 
George  means  about  Mary  Anne  ;  for  it's 
now  more  than  six  months  since  he  grew 
particular;  and  yet  there's  nothing  come 
of  it  yet.  I  sec  it's  preying  on  the  girl 
herself,  too— and  what's  to  be  done  ?  I  am 
sure  I  often  think  of  what  poor  old  Jones 
McCarthy  used  to  say  about  this  :  ''  If  I'd  a 
family  oi  daughters,  "  says  he,  "I'd  do  just 
as  I  manage  with  the  horses  when  I  want 
to  sell  one  of  them.  There  they  are — look 
at  them  as  long  as  you  like  in  the  stable, 
but  I'll  have  no  taking  them  out  for  a  trial, 
and  trotting  them  here,  and  cantering 
them  there,  and  then,  a  fellow  coming  to 
tell  me  that  they  have  this,  that,  and  the 
j  other."  And  the  more  I  think  of  it,  Molly, 
the  more  I'm  convinced  it's  the  right  way  ; 
though  it's  too  late,  maybe,  to  help  it  now. 
;  As  I  mean  to  send  you  another  letter 
soon,  I'll  close  this  now,  wishing  you  idl 
the  comxjliments  of  the  season,  except  chil- 
blains, and  remain  your  true  and  affec- 
tionate friend, 
I  Jemima  Dodd. 

P.  S. — You'd  better    direct   your    next 

: letter  to  us,  "Casa  Dodd,"  for  I  remark 

that  all  the  English  here  try  and  get  rid  of 

the  Italian  names  to  the  houses  as  soon  as 

thev  can. 


LETTEPt    LXX. 

JA3IES     DODD     TO     ROBERT     DOOLAX,      ESQ.,     TEINITT 
COLLEGE,    DUBLtN'. 

Florence. 

My  dear  Bob, — If  you  only  knew  how 
difficult  it  is  to  obtain  even  five  minutes  of 
quiet  leisure  in  this  same  capital,  you'd  at 
once  absolve  me  from  all  the  accusations  in 
your  last  letter.  It  is  pleasure  at  a  railroad 
pace,  from  morning  till  night,  and  from 
night  till  morning.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it 
is  best  there  should  be  no  time  for  reflection, 
since  it  would  be  like  one  waiting  on  the 
rails  for  an  express  train  to  run  over  him  ! 

I  can  give  you  no  better  nor  speedier 
illustration  of  the  kind  of  life  we  lead  here, 

*  Does  Mrs.  D.  mean  Scylla  and  Cliarvbdis?-  Ed. 
1  of  Dodd  Correspondence. 
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than  by  faying  tliat  even  the  Governor  has 
felt  the  fascination  of  tlie  place,  and  pocs 
the  puce,  signing  cheques  and  drawing  hills 
Avithout  the  slightest  liesitation,  or  any 
apparent  sense  of  a  coming  responsibility. 
lie  phiys,  too,  and  loses  liis  money  freely, 
and,  altogether,  comports  himself  as  if  he 
had  a  most  liberal  income,  or — terrible 
alternative — not  a  sixpence  in  the  world. 
I  own  to  you,  Bob,  that  this  recklessness 
affrights  me  far  more  than  all  his  former 
grumbling  over  our  expensive  and  wasteful 
Iiabits.  lie  seems  to  have  adopted  it.  too, 
with  a  certain  method  that  gives  it  all  the 
appearance  of  a  plan,  though  I  confess 
what  possible  advantage  could  redound 
from  it  is  utterly  beyond  my  power  of 
calculation. 

^leanwhile  our  style  of  living  is  on  a  scale 
of  spk-ndour  that  might  well  suit  the  most 
ample  fortune.  Tiverton  says  that  for  a 
month  or  two  this  is  absolutely  necessary, 
and  that  in  society,  as  in  Avar,  it  is  the  first 
dash  often  decides  a  campaign.  And  really 
even  my  own  brief  experience  of  the  world 
shows  that  one's  friends,  as  they  are  con- 
ventionally called,  are  far  more  interested 
in  the  skill  of  your  cook  than  in  the  merits 
of  your  own  character ;  and  that  he  who 
has  a  good  cellar  may  indulge  himself  in 
the  luxury  of  a  very  bad  conscience.  You 
of  course  suspect  tliat  I  am  now  speaking 
of  a  class  of  people  dubious  both  in  fortune 
and  position,  and  who  have  really  no  right 
to  scrutinize  too  closely  the  characters  of 
those  with  whom  they  associate.  Quite 
the  reverse,  Bob.  I  ;un  actually  alluding 
to  our  very  best  and  most  correct  English, 
and  who  would  not  for  worlds  do  at  home 
any  one  of  the  hundred  transgressions  they 
commit  abroad.  For  instance,  we  have  in 
this  goodly  capital  of  debt  and  divorce 
celebrity,  a  certain  house  of  almost  princely 
splendour  ;  the  furniture,  plate,  pictures, 
all  perfection  ;  the  cook,  an  artist  that  once, 
pampered  royal  palates;  in  a  word  every- 
thing, from  the  cellar  to  the  conservatory, 
a  miracle  of  correct  taste.  The  owner  of 
all  this  magnificence  is — what  think  you  ? 
— a  successrul  swindler  ! — the  hero  of  a 
hundred  bubble  s})eculations — the  s])oliator 
of  som^e  thousands  of  shareholders — a  fellow 
whose  infractions  have  been  more  than 
once  stigmatised  by  })ublic  prosecution,  and 
Avhose  rascalities  are  of  European  fame  ! 
You'd  say,  that  with  all  these  detracting 
influences  he  was  a  man  of  consummate 
social  tact,  refined  manners,  and  at  least 
]iossessing  the  outward  signs  of  good  breed- 
ing. Wrong  again,  Bob.  He  is  coarse, 
uneducated,  antl  vulgar;  he  never  picked 
up  any  semblance  of  the  class  from  whom 


he  peculated  ;  and  has  lived  on  as  he  begun, 
a  "  low  comedy  villain,"  and  no  more. 
Well,  wiiat  think  you  when  I  tell  you  that 
is 'WZte  house,"  par  excellence,  where  all 
strangers  strive  to  be  introduced — that  to 
be  on  the  dinner-list  here  is  a  distinction, 
and  that  even  a  visitor  enjoys  an  envied 
fortune — and  that  at  the  very  moment  I 
write  the  Dodd  family  are  in  earnest  and 
active  negotiation  to  attain  to  this  inesti- 
mable ])rivilege  ?  Xow,  Bob,  there's  no 
denying  that  there  must  be  something 
rotten,  and  to  the  core,  too,  where  such  a 
condition  of  things  i)revails.  If  this  man 
fed  the  hungry  and  sheltered  the  houseless, 
who  hatl  no  alternative  but  his  talde,  or  no 
food,  the  thing  re(|nires  no  explanation  ; 
or  if  his  hospitalities  were  partaken  of  by 
that  large  floating  class  Avho  in  every  city 
are  to  be  found,  Avith  tastes  disproportion- 
ate to  their  fortunes,  and  who  Avill  at  any 
time  postpone  their  principles  to  their 
palates,  ca'cu  then  the  matter  is  not  of 
difficult  solution  ;  but  what  think  you  that 
his  company  includes  some  of  the  very 
highest  n;mies  of  our  stately  nobility,  and 
tlnit  the  titles  that  resound  througli  his 
salon  ai"c  amongst  the  most  honoured  of  our 
haughty  aristocracy  I  These  people  as- 
suredly stand  in  no  want  of  a  dinner.  They 
are  comfortably  lodged,  and  at  least  rea- 
sonably Avell  fed,  at  the  "Italic,"  or  the 
•'  Grande  Bretagne."  Why  should  they 
stoop  to  such  companionship?  AYho  can 
exphiin  this,  Bob  ?  Assuredly  I  am  not 
the  CLldipus  ! 

I  am  nothing  surjirised  that  people  like 
ourselves,  for  instance,  seek  to  enjoy  even 
this  passing  splendour,  and  find  themselves 
at  a  princely  board,  served  Avith  a  more 
than  royal  costliness.  One  of  these  grand 
dinners  is  like  a  ])ageof  the  Arabian  x^ights 
to  a  man  of  ordinary  condition  ;  but  surely 
his  Grace  the  Duke,  or  the  most  Xoble  the 
Marquis,  has  no  such  illusions.  ^Vith'7/m 
it  is  only  a  question  whether  the  iladeira 
over-flavored  the  souji,  or  that  the  ortolan? 
might  possibly  have  been  fatter,  //f  dines 
])retty  much  in  the  same  fashion  every  day 
during  the  London  season,  and  a  great 
part  of  the  rest  of  the  year  afterwards. 
Why  then  should  he  descend  to  any  com- 
promise to  accept  Count  ''  Dragonards'  *' 
hospitality?  for  I  must  tell  you  that 
"  Dives  "  is  a  Co>int ;  and  has  orders  from 
the  Pope  and  the  Queen  of  Spain. 

With  the  explanation,  as  I  have  said,  I 
haA-e  nothing  to  do.  It  is  beyond  and 
above  me.  For  the  fact  alone  I  am  gua- 
rantee ;  and  here  comes  Tiverton  in  a 
transport  of  triumph  to  say  that  "  Heaven 
is  won,""  or  in  humbler  phrase,  "Monsieur 
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le  Comto  do  TJragonards  pric  I'honneitr," 
&c.,  and  that  Dodd  pere  and  Dodd  mere 
are  requested  to  dine  witli  him  on  Tuesday. 
The  younjj-er  Dodds  to  assist  at  a  reception 
in  the  evening. 

Tiverton  assures  me  tliat  by  accepting 
with  a  good  grace  the  luimbler  part  of  a 
'•' refi-esher,'"'  I  am  certain  of  promotion 
afterwards  to  a  liigher  range  of  character  ; 
and  in  this  hope  I  live  for  the  present. 

It  is  likelv  I  shall  not  despatch  this 
without  being  able  to  tell  you  more  of  this 
great  man's  house;  meanwhile — *^'majora 
cantamns'' — lam  in  love,  Bob!  If  I 
didn't  dash  into  the  confession  at  once,  as 
one  springs  into  the  sea  of  a  chilly  morning, 
Fd  even  put  on  the  clothes  of  secrecy,  and 
walk  off  nnconfessed.  She  is  lovely,  be- 
yond anything  I  can  give  you  an  idea  of — 
pale  as  marble  ;  but  such  a  fiesli  tint !  a 
sunset  sleeping  upon  snow,  and  with  lids 
fringed  over  a  third  of  her  cheek.  You 
know  the  tender,  languid,  longing  look 
that  vanquishes  me — that's  exactly  what 
she  has  !  A  glance  of  timid  surprise,  like 
an  affrighted  fawn,  and  then  a  downcast 
consciousness,  a  kind  of  self-reproaching 
sense  of  her  own  loveliness — a  sort  of  a — 
Avhat  the  devil  kind  of  enchantment  and 
witchery,  Bob  ?  that  makes  a  man  feel  it's 
all  no  lise  struggling  and  fio-hting — that 
his  doom  is  there  I  that  the  influence  which 
is  to  rule  his  destiny  is  before  him,  and 
that  turn  him  Avhich  way  he  will,  his  heart 
has  but  one  road — and  will  take  it  ! 

She  was  in  Box  19,  over  the  orchestra  ! 
I  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  shoulder — only 
her  shoulder — at  first,  as  she  sat  with  her 
face  to  the  stage,  and  a  huge  screen  shaded 
her  from  the  garish  light  of  the  lustre.- 
How  I  watched  the  graceful  bend  of  her 
neck  each  time  she  saluted — I  suppose  it 
was  salutation — some  new  visitor  wMio  en- 
tered. The  drooping  leaves  and  flowers 
of  lier  hair  trembled  Avith  a  gentle  motion, 
as  if  to  the  music  of  her  soft  voice.  I 
thought  I  could  hear  the  very  accents 
echoing  within  my  heart  I  But,  oh  !  my 
ecstasy  when  her  hand  stole  forth  and 
hung  listlessly  over  the  cushion  of  the  box! , 
True  it  was  gloved,  yet  still  you  could  j 
mark  its  symmetry,  and  in  fancy,  picture  j 
the  rosy-tipped  fingers  in  all  their  gi'uceful 
beauty. 

]\'ight  after  night  I  saw  her  thus  ;  yet 
never  more  tlian  I  have  told  you.  I  made 
superhuman  efforts  to  obtain  the  box  di- 
rectly in  front ;  but  it  belonged  to  a  Rus- 
sian Princess,  and  was,  therefore,  inaccess- 
ible. I  bribed  the  bassoon  and  seduced 
tlie  oboe  in  the  orchestra ;  but  nothing 
was  to  be  seen  from  their  inferno  of  dis- 


cordant tunings.  I  made  love  to  a  ballei 
dancer,  to  secure  the  enlree  behind  the 
scenes;  and,  on  the  night  of  my  success, 
site — my  adored  one — had  changed  lier 
place  Avith  a  friend,  and'sat  with  her  back 
to  the  stage.  The  adverse  fates  had  taken 
a  spite  against  me,  Bob,  and  I  saAV  that  my 
passion  must  prove  unhappy  !  Somehow 
it  is  in  love. as  in  hunting,  you  are  never 
really  in  earnest  so  long  as  the  country  is 
open  and  the  fences  easy  ;  but  once  that 
the  ditches  are  "yawners,"  and  the  walls 
"'  rasjiers,"  you  sit  down  to  your  Avork  with 
a  resolute  heart  and  a  steady  eye,  deter- 
mined, at  any  cost  and  at  any  peril,  to  be 
in  at  the  death.  Would  that  the  penalties 
were  alike  also  !  How  gladly  Avould  I  bar- 
ter a  fractured  rib,  or  a  smashed  collar- 
bone, for  the  wj-ecked  and  cast-away  spirit 
of  my  lost  and  broken  heart. 

If  I  suffer  myself  to  expand  upon  my 
feelings,  there  Avill  be  no  end  of  this.  Bob. 
I  have  already  a  kind  of  consciousness  that 
I  could  fill  three  hundred  and  fifty  folio 
volume?,  like  "  Hansard's,"  in  subtle  de- 
scription and  discrimination  of  sensations 
that  Avere  not  exactly  '•  fins,"  but  very  like 
"  that ; '^  fi\^^  of  impressions,  hopes,  fan- 
cies, fears  and  visions,  a  thousand  times 
more  real  than  all  the  actual  events  of  my 
bond  fide  existence.  And,  after  all,  Avhat 
balderdash  it  is  to  compare  the  little  mean- 
ingless incidents  of  our  lives  Avith  the  soul- 
stirring  passions  that  rage  Avithin  us  !  the 
tliouglits  that,  so  to  say,  form  the  very  fuel 
of  our  natures  !  These  are,  indeed,  the 
realities;  and  what  Ave  are  in  the  habit  of 
calling  such,  are  the  mere  mockeries  and 
semblances  of  fact !  I  can  honestly  aver 
that  I  suffered — in  the  true  sense  of  the 
Avord — more  intense  agony  from  the  con- 
flict of  my  distracted  feelings  than  I  ever 
did  Avhen  lying  under  the  pangs  of  a  com- 
pound fracture  ;  and  I  may  add  of  a  species 
of  pain  not  to  be  alleviated  by  anodynes 
and  soothed  by  hot  flannels. 

To  be  brief,  Bob,  I  felt  that,  though  I 
had  often  caught  slight  attacks  of  the 
malady,  at  length  I  had  contracted  it  in  its 
deadliest  form — a  regular  "blue  case,"  as 
they  say,  with  bad  symptoms  from  the 
start.  Has  it  ever  struck  yon  that  a  man 
may  go  through  every  stage  of  a  love  fever 
Avitliout  CA-en  so  much  as  speaking  to  the 
object  of  his  affections  ?  I  can  assure  you 
that  the  thing  is  true,  and  I  myself  suf- 
fered nightly  every  vacillating  sense  of 
Hope,  Fear,  Ecstasy,  Despair,  Joy,  Jealousy, 
and  frantic  Delight,  just  by  following  out 
the  suggestions  of  my  own  fancy,  and  ex- 
alting into  importance  the  veriest  trifles  of 
the  hour. 
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With  wluiL  ;rlooniy  desi)oii(]oncc  did  J 
turn  liomcward  of  an  evenino;,  when  she 
sat  back  in  the  box,  and  porliaps  nothing  of 
her  but  licr  bouquet  was  visible  for  a  whole 
uiij^ht  ! — with  what  transports  have  I  cur- 
ried away  the  memory  of  her  profile,  seen 
l)ut  for  a  second  !  Then  the  agonies  of 
my  jealousy,  as  I  saw  her  listeuina',  with 
])lc'ased  attention,  to  some  essenced  ]>u])py 
— I  could  swear  it  Avas  such — who  lounged 
into  her  box  before  the  ballet  !  But  at 
last  came  the  climax  of  my  joy,  when  I 
saw  her  'Moi-gnette"  directed  towards  me, 
as  I  stood  in  the  i)it,  and  actually  felt  her 
eyes  on  me  !  I  can  imagine  some  old  as- 
tronomer's ecstasy,  as,  gazing  for  hours  on 
the  sky  of  night,  the  star  that  he  has 
watched  and  waited  for  has  suddenly  shone 
tlirough  the  glass  of  his  telescope,  and  lit 
uj)  his  very  heart  within  him  with  its  radi- 
ance. I'd  back  myself  to  have  experienced 
a  still  more  thrilling  sense  of  ha])])iness  as 
the  beams  of  her  bright  eyes  descended  on 
me. 

At  fii-st,  ])ob,,  T  thought  that  the  glances 
might  have  been  meant  for  another.  I 
turned  and  looked  around  me,  ready  to 
fasten  a  deadly  quarrel  upon  him,  whom 
I  should  have  regarded  at  once  as  my  great- 
est enemy.  But  the  company  amidst  which 
I  stood  soon  reassured  me.  A  few  snuffy- 
looking  old  Counts,  with  brown  wigs  and 
unshaven  chins — a  stray  Government  clerk 
with  a  pineiibcck  chain  and  a  weak  mous- 
tache, couldn't  be  my  rivals.  I  looked 
again,  l)ut  she  had  turned  away  her  head  ; 
aiul  save  th.at  the  ''lorgnette"  still  rested 
within  her  fingers,  I'd  have  thought  the 
whole  a  vision. 

Three  nights  after  this  the  same  thing 
occurred.  I  had  taken  care  to  resume  the 
very  same  place  each  evening,  to  wear  the 
same  dress,  to  stand  in  the  very  same  atti- 
tude— a  very  touching ''pose" — which  I 
had  practised  before  the  ghiss.  I  had  not 
been  move  than  two  hours  at  my  i)Ost,  when 
she  turned  abruptly  round  and  stared  full 
at  me.  There  could  be  no  mistake — no 
misconceptioii  whatever  ;  for,  as  if  to  con- 
firm my  wavering  doul)ts,  her  friend  took 
the  glass  from  her,  and  looked  full  and 
long  at  me.  You  may  imagine,  Bol),  some- 
what of  the  preoccuj)ation  of  my  faculties 
when  I  tell  you  that  I  never  so  much  as 
recognized  her  friend.  I  had  thoughts, 
eyes,  ears,  and  senses  for  one — and  one 
only.  Judge  then  my  astonishment  when 
she  saluted  me,  giving  that  little  gesture 
with  the  hand  your  Florentines  are  such 
adepts  in — a  species  of  salutation  so  full  of 
most  expressive  meaning. 

JShort  of  a  crow-quilled  b'Uet,  neatly  en- 


dorsed with  hrr  name,  nothing  could  liave 
I  spoken  more  plainly.      It  said   in  a   few 
i  words,  "Come  up  liere,  Jim,  we  shall  be 
delighted  to  see  you."      I  acce])ted  the  au- 
I  gury,  Bob,  as  we  used  to  say  in  Virgil,  and 
in  less  than  a  minute  had  forced  my  pass- 
!  age  through  the  dense  crowd  of  tiie  pit, 
j  and  was  mounting  the  box  stairs,  five  steps 
at  a  spring.     "Whose   box   is   Xo.    19?" 
j  said  I  to  an  official.      "  Madame  de  Goran- 
!  ton,"  was  the  reply.     Awkward  this  ;  never 
had  heard  the  name  l)efore  ;  soumled  like 
^  Freiudi  ;  might  be  Swiss  ;  possibly  Belgian. 
Ko  time  for  debating  the  point,  tapped 
and  entered — several  jiersons  within  bar- 
ring  up  the  passage  to  the  front — suddenly 
heard  a  well-known  voice,  Avhich  accosted 
me  most  cordially,  and,  to  my  intense  sur- 
prise, saw  before  me  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  ! 
You  know  already  all  about  her.  Bob,  and 
I  need  not  recapitulate. 

"  I  fancied  you  were  going  to  ]xiss  your 
life  in  distant  adoration  yonder,  Mr. 
Dodd,"  said  she,  laughingly,  while  she 
tendered  her  hand  for  me  to  kiss.  "  Ade- 
line, dearest,  let  me  present  to  you  my 
friend  Mr.  Dodd."  A  very  cold — an  icy 
recognition  was  the  reply  to  this  speech  ; 
and  Adeline  opened  lier  fan.  and  said  some- 
thing behind  it  to  an  elderly  dandy  beside 
her,  who  laughed,  and  said,  "  PartV.ite- 
meut,  ma  foi  !" 

Registering  a  secret  vow  to  be  the  death 
of  the  antiquated  tiger  aforesaid,  1  entered 
into  conversation  with  Mrs.  G.  li.,  who, 
notwithstanding  some  unpleasant  passages 
between  our  families,  expressed  unquali- 
fied delight  at  the  thought  of  meeting  us 
all  once  more  ;  inquired  after  my  mother 
most  affectionately  ;  and  asked  if  the  girls 
were  looking  well,  and  whether  they  rode 
and  danced  as  beautifully  as  ever.  She 
made,  between  times,  little  efforts  to  draw 
her  friend  into  conversation  by  some  al- 
lusion to  ^lary  Anne's  grace,  or  Gary's  ac- 
conplishments  ;  but  all  in  vain.  Adeline 
only  met  the  advances  with  a  cold  stare, 
or  a  little  half-smile  of  most  sneering  ex- 
pression. It  was  not  that  she  was  distant 
and  reserved  towards  me.  No,  Bob  ;  her 
manner  was  downright  contemptuous  :  it 
was  insulting  ;  and  yet  such  was  the  fasci- 
nation her  beauty  had  actpiired  over  me, 
that  I  could  have  knelt  at  her  feet  in  ado- 
ration of  her.  I  have  no  doubt  that  she 
saw  this.  I  soon  perceived  that  Mrs.  Gore 
lIami)ton  did.  There  is  a  wicked  con- 
sciousness in  a  woman's  look  as  she  sees  a 
man  "  hooked,"  there's  no  mistaking.  Her 
j  eyes  exi)ressed  this  sentiment  now;  and, 
indeed,  she  did  not  try  to  hide  it. 
I      She  invited  me  to  come   home  and  sup 
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with  them.  8hc  liiiK  tried  to  make  Ade- 
line sjiy  n  word  or  two  in  support  of  the 
invitation  ;  but  no,  .slie  would  not  even 
hear  it  ;  and  wlieii  1  acce]>tcd,  she  half 
peevishly  declai-ed  she  had  got  a  bad  head- 
ache, and  would  go  to  bed  after  the  play. 
I  tell  you  these  trivial  circumstances,  Jk)b, 
just  that  you  may  fancy  how  irretrievably 
lost  I  was  when  such  palpable  signs  of  dis- 
like could  not  discourage  me.  I  felt  this 
all — and  acutely,  too  ;  but  somehow  with 
no  sense  of  defeat,  but  a  stubborn,  resolute 
determination  to  conquer  them. 

I  went  back  to  sup  with  Mrs.  G.  11.,  and 
Adeline  kept  her  word  and  retired.  There 
were  a  few  men — foreigners  of  distinction 
— but  I  sat  beside  the  hostess,  and  heard 
nothing  but  praises  of  that  "dear  angel." 
These  eulogies  were  mixed  up  with  a  cer- 
tain tender  pity  that  puzzled  me  sadly, 
since  they  always  left  the  impression  that 
either  the  angei  had  done  something  her- 
self, or  someone  else  had  done  it  toward 
her,  that  called  for  all  the  most  compas- 
sionate sentiments  of  the  human  heart. 
As  to  any  chance  of  her  history — who  she 
was — whence  she  came,  and  so  on — it  was 
quite  out  of  the  question  ;  you  might  as 
Avell  hope  for  the  private  life  of  some  aerial 
spii-it  that  descends  in  the  midst  of  canvas 
clouds  in  a  ballet.  She  was  there— to  be 
worshipped,  wondered  at,  and  admired,  but 
not  to  be  catechised. 

I  left  Mrs.  H.'s  house  at  three  in  the 
morning— a  sadder  but  scarcely  a  wiser 
man.  She  charged  me  most  solemnly  not 
to  mention  to  anyone  where  I  had  been— 
a  precaution  possibly  suggested  by  the  fact 
that  I  had  lost  sixty  Xapoleons  at  lansque- 
net— a  game  at  which  I  left  herself  and 
her  friends  deeply  occupied  when  I  came 
away.  I  was  burning  with  impatience  for 
Tiverton  to  come  back  to  Florence.  lie 
had  gone  down  to  the  Maremma  to  shoot 
snipe.  For,  although  I  was  precluded  by 
my  promise  from  divulging  about  the  sup- 
per, I  bethouglit  me  of  a  clever  stratagem 
by  which  I  could  obtain  all  the  counsel  and 
guidance  without  any  breach  of  faith,  and 
this  was,  to  take  him  Avith  me  some  even- 
ing to  the  pit,  station  liim  opposite  to  No. 
19,  and  ask  all  about  its  occupants  ;  he 
knows  everybody,  everywhere,  so  that  I 
should  have  the  whole  history  of  my  un- 
known charmer  on  the  easiest  of  all  terms. 

From  that  day,  and  that  hour.  I  became 
a  changed  crealure.  The  gay  follies  of 
my  fashionable  friends  gave  me  no  pleas- 
ure. I  detested  balls.  I  abhorred  thea- 
tres. She  ceased  to  frequent  the  Opera. 
In  fact,  I  gave  the  most  unequivocal  proof 
of  my  devotion  to  one  by  a  most  sweeping 


detestation  of  all  the  rest  of  nnmkind. 
Amidst  my  other  disasters,  I  could  not  re- 
member wlierc  Mrs.  Gore  Hampton  lived. 
We  had  driven  to  her  house  after  the  thea- 
tre ;  it  was  a  long  way  off,  and  seemed  to 
take  a  very  circuitous  course  to  reach,  but 
in  what  direction  I  had  not  the  very  vaguest 
notion  of.  The  name  of  it,  too,  had  es- 
caped me,  though  she  repeated  it  over  sev- 
eral times  when  I  was  taking  my  leave  of 
her.  Of  course,  my  omitting  to  call  and 
pay  my  respects  would  subject  me  to  every 
possible  construction  of  rudeness  and  in- 
civility, and  here  was,  therefore,  another 
source  of  irritation  and  annoyance  to  me. 

My  misanthropy  grew  fiercer.  I  had 
passed  through  the  sad  stage,  and  now  en- 
tered upon  the  combative  period  of  the 
disease.  I  felt  an  intense  longing  to  have  a 
quarrel  Avitli  somebody.  I  frequented  cafes, 
and  walked  the  streets  in  a  battle,  murdei', 
and  sudden-do;vth  humor — frowning  at  this 
man,  scowling  at  that.  But,  have  you 
never  remarked,  the  caprice  of  Fortune  is 
in  this  as  in  all  other  things?  Be  indiffer- 
ent at  play,  and  you  are  sure  to  win  ;  show 
yourself  regardless  of  a  woman,  and  you 
are  certain  to  hear  she  wants  to  make  your 
acquaintance.  Go  out  of  a  morning  in  a 
mood  of  universal  love  and  philanthropy, 
and  Fll  take  the  odds  that  you  have  a  duel 
on  your  hands  before  evening. 

There  Avas  one  man  in  Florence  wdiom  I 
especially  desired  to  fix  a  quarrel  upon — 
this  was  Morris,  or,  as  he  was  now  called, 
Sir  Morris  Peni-hyn.  A  fellow  who  un- 
questionably ought  to  have  had  very  dif- 
ferent claims  on  my  regard,  but  who  now, 
in  this  perversion  of  my  feelings,  struck 
me  as  exactly  the  man  to  shoot  or  be 
shot  by.  Don't  you  know  that  sensa- 
rlon.  Bob,  in  which  a  man  feels  that  he 
must  select  a  particular  person,  quite  apart 
from  any  misfortune  he  is  suffering  under, 
and  make  Mm  pay  its  penalty?  It  is  a 
species  of  antipathy  thart  defies  all  reason, 
and,  indeed,  your  attempt  to  argue  your- 
self out  of  it  only  serves  to  strengthen  and 
confirm  its  hold  on  you. 

Morris  and  I  had  ceased  to  speak  when 
we  met  ;  we  merely  saluted  coldly,  and 
with  that  rigid  observance  of  a  courtesy 
that  makes  the  very  easiest  prelude  to  a 
row,  each  party  standing  ready  prepared 
to  say  "check"  whenever  the  other  should 
chance  to  make  a  wrong  move.  Perhaps 
lam  not. justified  in  saying  so  much  of 
him,  but  I  know  that  I  do  not  exaggerate 
my  own  intentions.  I  fancied — v.'hat  wmII 
a  man  not  fancy  in  one  of  these  eccenti'ic 
stages  of  his  existence? — that  Morris  saw 
my  purpose,   and  evaded   me.      I   argued 
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myself  into  the  notion  that  ho  was  dcli- 
cient  in  personal  courage,  and  oonstrncted 
upon  this  idea  a  wiiole  edifice  of  absurdity. 

I  am  ashamed,  even  before  you,  to  ac- 
kiio\v]ed,:^e  tlio  extent  to  which  my  stupid 
infatuai.ion  hlinded  me  ;  ])erhaps  tiic  best 
j)enalty  to  pay  for  it  is  an  open  confession. 

I  overtook  our  valet  one  mornin^^  with  a 
letter  in  my  (jovernor's  hand  addressed  to 
8ir  Morris  Penrhyn,  and,  on  in([uiring,  dis- 
covered that  he  and  my  father  had  been  in 
close  correspondence  for  the  three  daysi)re- 
vious.  At  once  I  jumped  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  I  was,  somehow  or  other,  the  sub- 
ject of"  those  epistles,  and  in  a  fit  of  angry 
indignation  1  drove  off  to  Morris's  hotel. 

When  a  man  gets  himself  into  a  thorough 
j)assion  on  account  of  some  supposed  in- 
jury, which  even  to  himself  he  is  unable 
to  define,  his  state  is  far  from  enviable. 
When  I  reached  the  hotel  I  was  in  the  hot 
stage  of  my  anger,  and  could  scarcely 
l)rook  the  delay  of  sending  in  my  card. 
The  answer  was,  "Sir  Morris  did  not  re- 
ceive." I  asked  for  pen  ami  ink  to  write  a 
note,  and  scribbled  something  most  indis- 
creet and  offensive.  I  am  glad  to  say  that 
1  cannot  now  remember  a  line  of  it.  The 
reply  came,  that  my  "note  should  be  at- 
tended to,"  and  with  this  information  I  is- 
sued forth  into  the  street  half  Avild  with 
rage . 

I  felt  that  I  had  given  a  deadly  provoca- 
tion, and  must  now  look  out  for  some 
"friend"  to  see  me  through  the  affair. 
T'iverton  was  al)sent,  and  amongst  all  my 
ac(iuaintances  I  could  not  pitch  upon  one 
to  whose  keej)ing  I  liked  to  entrust  my 
honour.  I  turned  into  several  cafes,  1 
strolled  into  the  club,  1  drove  down  to  the 
Cascini,  but  in  vain  ;  and  at  last  was  walk- 
ing homeward,  when  I  caught  sight  of  a 
friendly  face  from  the  window  of  a  travel- 
ling-carriage that  drove  rapidly  by,  and 
hurrying  after,  just  came  up  as  it  stopped 
at  the  door  of  the  Hotel  d'ltalio. 

You  may  guess  my  astonishment  as  I 
felt  my  hand  gra-^i)ed  cordially  by  no  other 
than  our  old  neighhoui'at  Bruif,  Dr.  Bellon, 
the  physician  oj:  our  County  Dispensary. 
Five  ininutes  explained  his  i)rescnce  there. 
He  had  gone  out  to  Constantino])le  as  the 
Doctor  to  our  Embassy,  and  by  some  piece 
of  good  luck  and  iiis  own  deservings  to 
boot,  had  risen  to  the  post  of  Pi-ivate  Sec- 
retary to  the  Amijassador,  and  was  selected 
by  him  to  carry  home  some  very  important 
despatches,  to  the  rightful  consideration 
of  which  his  own  presence  at  the  Foreign 
Office  was  deemed  essential. 

(ireat  as  was  the  difference  between  his 
former  and  his  present  station,  it  was  in- 


significant in  comparison  with  the  change 
W(jrked  in  himself.  The  country  doctor, 
of  dilUdent  manners  and  retiring  habits, 
grateful  for  tiie  snudi  civilities  (^f  small 
patrons,  cautiously  veiling  his  conscious 
superiority  under  an  affected  ignora?ice, 
was  now  become  a  consummate  man  of  the 
world — 'calm,  easy,  and  self-posse.'-sed.  His 
very  ai)pearance  liad  undergone  an  altera- 
tion, and  he  held  him.-elf  more  erect,  and 
looked  not  only  handsomer  but  taller. 
These  were  the  first  things  that  struck  me, 
but  as  we  conversed  together.  I  fcnind  him 
the  same  hearty,  generous  fellow  I  had 
ever  known  him,  neither  elated  by  his  good 
fortune,  nor,  what  is  just  as  common  a 
fault,  contcmptuou.sly  pretending  that  it 
was  only  one-half  of  his  deserts. 

One  thing  alone  puzzled  me,  it  was  that 
he  evinced  no  desire  to  come  and  sec  our 
family,  who  had  been  uniformly  kind  and 
good-natured  to  him  :  in  fact,  when  I  pro- 
posed it,  he  seemed  so  awkward  and  em- 
barrassed, that  I  never  pressed  my  invita- 
tion, but  changed  the  to])ic.  I  knew  that 
there  had  been  once  on  a  time  some  pass- 
ages between  my  sister  Mary  Anne  and 
him,  and  therefore  supposed  that  possibly 
there  might  have  been  something  or  other 
that  rendered  a  meeting  embarrassing.  At 
all  events,  I  accepted  his  half  apology  on 
the  ground  of  great  fatigue,  and  agreed  to 
dine  with  him. 

What  a  pleasant  dinner  it  Avas  !  He  re- 
lated to  me  all  the  story  of  his  life',  not  an 
eventful  one  as  regarded  incident,  but  full 
of  those  traits  which  make  up  interest  for 
an  individiuii.  You  felt  as  you  listened 
that  it  was  a  thoroughly  good  fellow  was 
talking  to  you,  and  that  if  he  were  not  to 
prove  successful  in  life,  it  was  just  because 
his  were  the  very  qualities  rogues  trade  ou 
for  their  own  benefit.  There  was,  more- 
over, a  manly  sense  of  independence  about 
him,  a  consciousness  of  self-reliance  that 
never  approached  conceit,  but  served  to 
nerve  his  courage  and  support  his  spirit, 
which  gave  him  an  almost  heroism  in  my 
eyes,  and  I  own,  too,  suggested  a  most  hu- 
miliating comj)arison  with  my  own  nature. 

I  opened  my  heart  freely  to  him  aljout 
everything,and  in  particular  about  Morris; 
and  although  1  saw  plainly  enough  that  he 
took  very  o|)posirc  views  to  mine  about  the 
whole  matter,  he  agreed  to  slop  in  Florence 
for  a  day,  and  act  as  my  friend  in  the  trans- 
action. This  being  so  far  arranged,  I 
started  for  Carrara,  which,  being  beyond 
the  Tuscan  frontier,  admits  of  our  meeting 
without  any  risk  of  interruption — for  that 
it  must  come  to  such  T  am  fully  deter- 
mined on.     The  fact  is.  Bob,  my  note  is  n 
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"stumior,"  and,  as  I  won't  retract,  Morris 
has  no  altoriiativo  but  to  come  out. 

I  have  now  given  you — at  full  length, 
too — the  whole  history,  up  to  the  catastro- 
phe— which  perhaps  may  have  to  be  sup- 
plied by  another  hand.  I  am  here,  in  this 
little  capital  of  artists  and  quarrymen,  pa- 
tiently waiting  for  Belton's  arrivdl,  or  at 
least  some  despatch  which  may  direct  my 
future  movements.  It  has  been  a  comfort 
to  me  to  have  the  task  of  this  recital,  since, 
for  the  time  at  least,  it  takes  me  out  of 
brooding  and  gloomy  thoughts  ;  and  thougli 
I  feel  that  I  have  made  out  a  poor  case  for 
myse'f,  I  know  that  I  am  ]")leading  to  a 
friendly  court,  and  a  merciful  chief  jus- 
tice. 

They  say  that  in  a  few  seconds  of  a 
drowning  agony,  a  man  calls  up  every  in- 
cident of  his  life — from  infancy  to  the  last 
moment — that  a  whole  panorama  of  his 
existence  is  unrolled  before  him,  and  that 
he  sees  himself — child,  boy,  youth,  and 
man — vividly  and  palpably  :  that  all  his 
faults,  his  short-comings,  and  his  trans- 
gressions, stand  out  in  strong  colours  before 
him,  and  his  character  is  revealed  to  him 
like  an  inscription.  I  am  half  persuaded 
this  may  be  true,  judging  from  what  I  have 
myself  experienced  within  these  few  hours 
of  solitude  here.  Shame,  sorrow,  and  re- 
gret are  ever  present  with  me.  I  feel  ut- 
terly disgraced  before  the  bar  of  my  own 
conscience.  Even  of  the  advantages  which 
foreign  'travel  might  have  conferred,  how 
few  have  fallen  to  my  share! — in  modern 
languages  I  have  scarcely  made  any  \n-o- 
gress — with  respect  to  works  of  art  1  am 
deplorably  ignorant — while  in  everything 
that  concerns  the  laws  and  the  modes  of 
government  of  any  foreign  state,  I  have  to 
confess  myself  totally  uninformed.  To  be 
sure,  I  have  acquired  some  insight  into  the 
rogueries  of  '*Rouge-et-Xoir,"  I  can  slang 
a  courier,  and  even  curse  a  waiter,  but  I 
have  some  misgivings  whether  these  be 
gifts  either  to  ])romote  a  man's  fortune  or 
form  his  character.  In  fact,  I  begin  to 
feel  that  engrafting  continental  slang  upon 
home  '' snobbery,"  is  a  very  unrewarding 
process,  and  I  sorely  fear  that  I  have  done 
very  little  more  than  this. 

I  am  in  a  mood  to  make  a  clean  breast 
of  it,  and  perhaps  say  more  than  I  should 
altogether  like  to  remember  hereafter,  so 
will  conclude  for  the  present,  and  Avith  my 
most  sincere  affection,  write  myself,  as 
ever,  yours, 

Jim  Dodd. 

P.  S. — It  is  not  impossible  that  you  may 
have  .a  few  lines  from  me  by  to  morrow  or 


next   day — at   least,    if    I    have   anything 
worth  telling,  and  "to  the  fore"  to  tell  it 


LETTER  LXXI. 

MARY    AI^NE    DODD    TO    MISS    DOOI.AN    OF    BALLY 
DOOLAN. 

Casa  Dodd,  Florence. 

Dearest  Kitty, — Seventeen  long  and 
closely-written  })ages  to  you — the  warm 
outgushings  of  my  heart — have  I  just  con- 
signed to  the  flames.  They  contaiiK'd  the 
journal  of  my  life  in  Florence — all  my 
thoughts  and  hopes,  my  terrors,  my  anxie- 
ties, and  my  day-dreams.  Why,  then,  will 
you  say,  have  they  met  this  fate?  twill 
tell  you,  Kitty.  Of  the  feelings  there  record- 
ed— of  the  emotions  de]ncted — of  the  very 
events  themselves,  nothing — absolutely  no- 
thing— now]-cmains;  and  my  poor,  distract- 
ed,forlorn  heart  no  more  I'cscmbles  the  buoy- 
ant spirit  of  yesterday,  than  the  blackened 
embers  before  me  are  like  the  carefnlly  in- 
scribed pages  I  had  once  destined  for  your 
hand.  Pity  me,  dearest  Kitty — pour  out 
every  compassionate  thought  of  your  kin- 
dred heart,  and  let  me  feel  that,  as  the 
wind  sweeps  over  the  snowy  Apennines, 
it  bears  the  tender  sighs  of  your  affection 
to  one  vdio  lives  but  to  be  loved  !  But  a 
week  ago,  and  what  a  world  was  open- 
ing before  me— a  world  l)rilliant  in  all  that 
makes  life  a  triumph  I  We  were  launched 
upon  the  sunny  sea  of  hi<rh  society  ;  our 
"argosy "a  noble  and  suitcly  ship;  and 
now,  Kitty,  we  lie  stranded,  shattered,  and 
shipwrecked. 

Do  not  expect  from  me  any  detailed  ac- 
count of  our  disasters.  I  am  unequal  to 
the  task.  It  is  not  at  the  moment  of  being 
cast  away  that  the  mariner  can  recount 
the  story  of  his  wreck.  Enough  if  these 
few  lines  be  like  the  chance  words  which, 
enclosed  in  a  bottle,  are  committed  to  the 
waves,  to  t-ell  at  some  distant  date,  and  in 
some  far-away  land,  the  tale  of  impending 
ruin.  , 

It  is  in  vain  I  try  to  collect  my  thoughts  : 
feelings  too  acute  to  be  controlled,  burst 
in  upon  me  at  each  moment,  and  my  sobs 
convulse  me  as  I  write.  'J'hese  lines  must 
therefore  bear  the  impress  of  the  emotions 
that  dictate  them,  and  be  broken— abrupt 
— mayhap  incoherent ! 

Ile'is  false,  Kitty! — false  to  the  heart 
that  he  had  won,  and  the  affections  where 
he  sat  enthroned  !  Yes,  by  the  blackest 
treason  has  he  requited  my  loyalty  and  re- 
warded my  devotion.      If  ever  there  was  a 
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fiLiro  iuul  lioly  love,  it  was  miiio.  It  was 
not  tlicoffspriiii:^  of  self-interest,  for  I  knew 
that  he  was  married  ;  nor  was  I  buoyed  up 
1)V  dreams  of  ambition,  for  I  always  knew 
the  ojreat  diiliculty  of  obtaininjr  u  divorce, 
15ut  I  loved  liim,  as  the  chissic  maiden  wept 
— because  it  was  inconsolable  !  It  is  not 
in  my  heart  to  deny  the  qualities  of  his 
gifted  nature.  Xo,  Kitty,  not  even  now 
can  I  depreciate  them.  How  uceomplislied 
as  a  linguist! — how  beautifully  he  drove! 
— how  exquisitely  he  danced  ! — what  per- 
fection was  his  dress  ! — how  fascinating  his 
manners  !  There  was — so  to  say — an  idio- 
syncrasy— an  idealism  about  him.;  his 
watch-guard  Avas  unlike  any  other — the 
very  perfume  of  his  ])ocket-handkerchief 
Avas  the  invention  of  his  own  genius. 

And  then,  the  soft  flattery  of  his  atten- 
tions before  the  world,  bestowed  with  a 
delicacy  that  only  higli  breeding  ever  un- 
derstands. What  wonder  if  my  imagina- 
tion followed  where  my  heart  had  gone  be- 
fore;, and  if  the  visions  of  a  future  blended 
with  the  ecstasies  of  the  present  ! 

I  cannot  bring  myself  to  speak  of  his 
treachery.  No,  Kitty,  it  would  be  to  ar- 
raign myself  were  I  to  do  so.  My  heart- 
strings are  breaking  as  I  ask  myself,  ''Is 
this,  then,  the  love  that  I  inspired  ?  Are 
these  the  proofs  of  a  devotion  I  fondly 
fancied  eternal  ?"  No  n)ore  can  I  speak 
of  our  last  meeting,  the  agony  of  wliich 
must  endure  while  life  remains.  When  he 
left  me,  I  almost  dreaded  that  in  his  de- 
spair he  might  be  driven  to  suicide.  He 
fled  from  the  house — it  was  past  midnight 
— and  never  appeared  the  whole  of  the  fol- 
lowing day  ;  another  and  another  passed 
over — my  terrors  increased,  my  fears  i-ose 
to  madness.  I  could  restrain  myself  no 
longer,  and  harried  away  to  confide  my 
agonizing  sorrows  to  James's  ear.  It  was 
early,  and  lie  was  still  sleeping.  As  t  stole 
across  the  silent  room  I  saw  an  open  note 
upon  the  table — I  knew  the  hand  and  seized 
it  at  once.  There  were  but  four  lines,  and 
they  ran  thus  : 

''Di:aii  JiM,-pThe  birds  are  wild  and 
not  very  i)lenty  ;  but  there  is  some  capi- 
tal boar-shooting,  and  hares  in  abundance. 
"They  tell  me  Lady  George  is  in  Flor- 
ence ;  pray  see  her,  and  let  me  know  how 
she's  looking. 

"Ever  yours, 

"  Geokgk  Tivkutox. 
"  Maremma." 

I  tottered  to  a  scat,  Kitty,  and  burst  into 
tears.  Yours  are  now  falling  for  nie — I  feel 
it — I  know  it,  dearest.    1  can  write  no  more. 


I  am  better  now,  dearest  Kitty.  My 
heart  is  stilled,  its  agonies  are  calmed  ;  but 
my  blanched  cheek,  my  sunken  eye,  my 
bloodless  lip,  my  trembling  hand,  all  speaK 
my  sorrows,  though  my  tongue  shall  utter 
them  no  more.  Never  again  nhall  that 
name  escape  me,  and  I  charge  your  friend- 
ship never  to  whis))er  it  to  my  ears. 

From  myself  and  my  own  fortunes  I 
turn  away  as  from  a  theme  barren  and 
profitless.  Of  !Mary  Ann — the  lost,  the 
forlorn,  and  the  broken-hearted,  you  shall 
hear  no  more. 

On  Friday  last — was  it  Friday? — I  really 
forget  days  and  dates,  and  everything — 
James,  who  has  .latterly  become  totally 
changed  in  temper  and  ap])earance,  con- 
trived to  fix  a  quarrel  of  some  kind 
or  other  on  Sir  >AIorris  PenrliVn.  The 
circumstance  was  so  far  the  more  un- 
fortunate, since  Sir  M.  had  shown 
himself  most  kind  and  energetic  about 
mamma's  release,  and  mainly  I  believe, 
contributed  to  that  result.  In  the  dark 
oljscurity  that  involves  the  whole  af- 
fair, we  have  failed  to  discover  with  whom 
the  offence  oi'iginatcd,  or  what  it  really 
was!  We  only  knoAV  that  James  wrote  a 
most  indiscreet  and  intemperate  note  to 
Sir  Morris,  and  then  hastened  away  to  ap- 
]K)int  a  friend  to  receive  his  message.  By 
the  merest  accident  he  detected,  in  a  pass- 
itig  travelling-carriage,  a  well-known  face, 
followed  it,  and  discovered — whom,  think 
you? — but  our  former  friend  and  neigh- 
bour. Doctor  Belton. 

He  was  on  his  way  to  England  with  de- 
spatches from  Constantinople  ;  but  fortu- 
nately for  James,  received  a  telegraphic 
message  to  wait  at  Florence  for  more  re- 
cent news  from  Vienna  before  proceeding 
further.  James  at  once  induced  him  to 
act  for  him  ;  and  firmly  persuaded  that  a 
meeting  must  ensue,  set  out  himself  for 
the  i\Iodenese  frontier,  beyond  Lucca. 

I  have  already  said  that  we  know  nothing 
of  the  grounds  of  quarrel  ;  we  prob- 
ably never  shall  ;  but  whatever  they  were, 
tlie  tact  and  delicacy  of  Doctor  B..  aided 
by  the  unvarying  good  sense  and  good 
temjier  of  Sir  i\Iorris,  succeeded  in  over- 
coming them  ;  and  this  morning  both  these 
gentlemen  drove  here  in  a  carriage,  and 
had  a  long  interview  with  papa.  The  room 
in  which  ho  received  them  adjoined  my 
own,  and  though  for  a  long  time  the  con- 
versation was  maintained  in  the  dull,  mo- 
notonous tone  of  ordinary  speakers,  at  last 
I  heard  hearty  laughter,'  in  which  papa's 
voice  was  eminently  couypicuous. 

With  a  heart  relieved  of  a  heavy  load,  I 
dressed,  and  went  into  the  drawing-room. 
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I  wore  a  very  becoming  dark  blue  silk,  with 
three  deep  flounces,  and  as  many  falls  of 
Valenciennes  lace  on  my  sleeves.  My  hair 
was  *'  a  rim])eratrice,"  and  altogether, 
Kitty,  I  felt  I  was  looking  my  very  best ; 
not  the  less,  perhaps,  that  a  certain  de- 
gree of  expectation  had  given  me  a  faint 
colour,  and  imparted  a  hciglitened  anima- 
tion to  my  features.  I  Avas  alone,  too,  and 
seated  in  a  large,  low  arm-chair,  one  of 
those  charming  inventions  of  modern 
skill,  whose  excellence  is  to  unite  grace 
with  comfort,  and  make  case  itself  subsid- 
iary to  elegance. 

I  could  see  in  the  glass  at  one  side  of  me 
that  my  attitude  was  well  chosen,  and  even 
to  my  instep  upon  the  little  stool  the  effect 
was  good.  Shall  I  own  to  you,  Kitty,  that 
I  was  bent  on  astonishing  this  poor  native 
doctor  with  a  change  a  year  of  foreign 
travel  had  wrought  in  me  ?  I  actually 
longed  to  enjoy  the  amazed  look  with 
which  he  would  survey  me,  and  mai'k  the 
deferential  humility  struggling  with  the  re- 
membrance of.  my  former  intimacy.  A  hun- 
dred strange  fancies  shot  through  me — 
shall  I  fascinate  him  by  mere  externals,  or 
shall  I  condescend  to  captivate?  Shall  I 
delight  him  by  memories  of  home,  and  of 
long  ago,  or  shall  I  shock  him  by  tlie  little 
levities  of  foreign  manner?  Shall  I  be 
brilliant,  Vv^tty  and  amusing,  or  shall  I 
show  myself  gentle  and  subdued,  or  shall 
I  dash  my  manner  with  a  faint  tinge  of 
eccentricity,  just  enough  to  awaken  in- 
terest by  exciting  anxiety  ? 

I  was  almost  ashamed  to  think  of  such 
an  amount  of  preparation  against  so  weak 
an  adversary.  It  seemed  ungenerous  and 
even  unfair,  when  suddenly  I  heard  a  car- 
riage drive  away  from  the  door.  I  could 
have  cried  with  vexation,  but  at  the  same 
instant  heard  papa's  voice  on  the  stairs, 
saying  :  '-'If  you'll  step  into  the  drawing- 
room,  I'll  join  you  presently  ;  "  and  Doctor 
Belton  entered. 

I  expected,  if  not  humility,  dearest,  at 
least  deferei:ice,  mingled  with  intense 
astonishment  and  perhajas  admiration. 
Will  you  believe  mo  when  I  tell  you  that 
he  was  just  as  composed,  as  easy,  and  un- 
constrained as  if  it  was  my  sister  Cary  ! 
The  A'cry  utmost  I  could  do  was  to  restrain 
my  angry  sense  of  indignation  ;  I'm  not, 
indeed,  quite  certain  that  I  succeeded  in 
this,  for  I  thought  I  detected  at  one  mo- 
ment a  half-smile  upon  liis  features  at  a 
sally  of  more  than  ordinary  smartness 
which  I  uttered. 

I  cannot  express  to  you  how  much  he  is 
disimproved,  not  in  appearance,  for  I  own 
that  he  is  remarkably  good-looking,  and. 


strange  to  any,  has  even  the  air  and  bear- 
ing of  fashion  about  him.  It  is  his  man- 
ners, Kitty,  his  insufferable  ease  and  self- 
sufficiency  that  I  allude  to.  He  talked 
away  about  the  world  and  societv,  about 
great  people  and  their  habits,  as  if  they 
were  amongst  his  earliest  associations.  He 
was  not  astonished  at  anything ;  and 
stranger  than  all,  showed  not  the  slightest 
desire  to  base  his  present  acquaintance 
uj^on  our  former  intimacy. 

I  told  him  I  detested  Ireland,  and  hoped 
never  to  go  back  there.  He  coldly  remark- 
ed, that  with  such  feelings  it  were  prob- 
ably wiser  to  live  abroad.  I  sneered  at 
the  vulgar  tone  of  the  unti'avelled  Eng- 
lish ;  and  his  impertinent  remark  was  an 
allusion  to  the  demerits  of  badly-imitated 
manners  and  ill-copied  attractions.  I  grew 
enthusiastic  about  Art,  praised  pictures 
and  statues,  and  got  eloquent  about  Mu- 
sic. Fancy  his  cool  insolence,  in  telling 
me  that  he  was  too  uninformed  to  enter 
upon  these  themes,  and  only  knew  when 
he  was  pleased,  but  without  being  able  to 
say  why.  In  fact,  Kitty,  a  more  insuffer- 
able mass  of  conceit  and  presumption  1 
never  encountered,  nor  could  I  have  be- 
lieved that  a  few  months  of  foreign  travel 
could  have  converted  a  simple-hearted,  un- 
affected young  man,  into  a  vain  self-opin- 
ionated coxcomb — too  offensive  to  waste 
words  on,  and  for  whom  I  have  really  to 
apologise  in  thus  obtruding  on  your  no- 
tice. 

It  was  an  unspeakable  relief  to  me  when 
papa  joined  us.  A  very  little  more  would 
have  exhausted  my  patience  ;  and  in  my 
heart  I  believe  the  puppy  saw  as  much, 
and  enjoyed  it  as  a  triumph.  Worse  again, 
too,  papa  complimented  him  upon  the 
change  a  knowledge  of  the  world  had  ef- 
fected in  him,  and  even  asked  me  to  con- 
cur in  the  commendation.  I  need  not  say 
that  I  replied  to  this  address  by  a  sneer 
not  to  be  misunderstood,  and  I  trust  he 
felt  it. 

He  is  to  dine  here  to-day.  He  declined 
the  invitation  at  first,  but  suffered  himself 
to  be  persuaded  into  a  cold  acceptance  af- 
terwards. He  had  to  go  to  Lord  Stan- 
thorpe's  in  the  evening.  I  expected  to 
hear  him  say  "  Stanthorpe's ;"  but  he 
didn't,  and  it  vexed  me.  I  have  not  been 
peculiarly  courteous  nor  amiable  to  him 
this  morning,  but  I  hope  he  will  find  me 
even  less  so  at  dinner.  I  only  wish  that  a 
certain  person  was  here,  and  I  would  show, 
by  the  preference  of  my  manner,  how  I 
can  converse  with,  and  how  treat  those 
whom  I  really  recognize  as  my  equals.  I 
must  now  hurry  away  to  prepare  Cary  for 
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what  she  i.s  to  oxpcci,  uiul,  if  possible,  iii- 
iStil  into  lior  iniiul  some  shiirc  of  the  preju- 
dices whicli  now  torture  my  own. 

Saturday  Morning. 

Evcrytliing  considered,  Kitty,  our  din- 
ner of  yesterday  passed  olT  piousuntly — a 
thousand  times  better  tluiu  I  expected. 
Sir  .Morris  Penrliyn  was  of  tlic  jiarty,  too  ; 
and  iu)twithstanding  certain  awkward  pass- 
ages tliat  liad  once  occurred  between  mam- 
ma and  him,  comported  himself  ai^a'ceably 
and  well.  I  conclude  that  papa  was  able 
to  make  some  explanations  that  must  have 
satistied  him,  for  he  appeared  to  renew  his 
attentions  to  Cary  ;  at  least  he  bestowed 
upon  her  some  arctic  civilities,  whose  frigid 
deference  chill  me  even  in  memory. 

You  Avill  be  curious  to  hear  how  Mr.  B. 
(lie  appears  to  have  dropped  the  Doctor) 
appeared  on  further  intimacy;  and  really 
I  am  forced  to  confess  that  he  rather  over- 
came some  of  the  unfavourable  im])ressions 
his  nrorning  visit  had  left.  He  has  evi- 
dently taken  pains  to  prolltby  the  opportu- 
nities afforded  to  him,  and  seen  and  learned 
whatever  lay  within  his  reach.  He  is  a 
very  respectable  linguist,  and  not  by  any 
means  so  presumptuous  as  I  at  first  sup- 
})osed.  1  fancy,  dearest,  that  somehow, 
unconsciously  iicrhaps,  we  had  been  s]iar- 
ring  with  each  other  this  morning,  and  that 
thus  many  of  the  opinions  he  a})peared  to 
[)rofess  were  simjily  elicited  by  the  spirit  of 
contradiction.  I  say  this,  because  I  now 
find  that  we  agree  on  a  vast  variety  of  top- 
ics, and  even  our  judgments  of  people  are 
not  so  much  at  variance  as  I  could  have 
imagined. 

Of  course,  Kitty,  the  sphere  of  his 
knowledge  of  the  world  is  a  very  limited 
one,  and  even  what  he  Itas  seen  has  always 
been  in  the  capacity  of  a  subordinate.  He 
has  not  viewed  life  from  the  eminence  of 
one  who  shall  be  luimeless,  nor  mixed  in 
society  with  a  rank  that  confers  its  pre- 
scrii)tive  title  to  attention.  I  could  wisli 
he  were  more  aware — more  conscious  of 
this  fact.  I  mean,  dearest,  that  I  should 
like  to  see  him  more  penetrated  by  his  hum- 
ble position,  whereas  his  manner  has  an 
easy,  calm  uncoustraint,  that  is  exactly  the 
opposite  of  what  I  imply.  I  cannot  ex- 
actly, perhaps,  convey  the  impression  upon 
my  own  mind,  but  you  may  apjn'oximate 
to  it,  when  I  tell  you  that  he  vouchsafcrf 
neither  surprise  nor  astonishment  at  the 
class  of  ])oople  with  whom  we  now  associ- 
ate ;  nor  does  he  appear  to  recognize  in 
them  anything  more  exalted  than  our  old 
nciahbours  at  Hruif. 

Mamma  gave  him  some  rather  sharp  les- 


sons on  this  score,  which  it  is  only  fair  to 
say  that  he  bore  with  perfect  good  breed- 
ing. Upon  the  whole,  he  is  really  what 
would  bo  called  very  agreeable,  and  un- 
f|uestionably  very  good-looking.  I  sang 
for  him  two  things  out  of  Verdi's  last 
opera  of  the  "  Trovatore  ;"  but  I  soon  dis- 
covered that  music  was  one  of  the  tastes 
ho  had  not  cultivated,  nor  did  he  evince 
any  knowledge  whatever  when  the  conver- 
sation turned  on  dress.  In  fact,  dear- 
est, it  is  only  your  really  fashionable  man 
ever  attains  to  a  nice  appreciation  of  tiiis 
theme,  or  has  a  true  sentiment  for  the 
poetry  of  costume. 

Sir  Morris  and  he  seemed  to  have  fallen 
into  a  sudden  friendship,  and  found  that 
they  agreed  precisely  in  their  opinion  about 
Etruscan  vases,  frescoes,  and  i)re-Iia])hael- 
ite  art — subjects  whicli  I  own  general  good 
breeding  usually  excludes  from  di.scu3sion 
where  there  are  pretty  girls  to  talk  to. 
Cary,  of  course,  was  in  ecstasies  with  all 
this  ;  she  thought — or  fancied  she  thought 
— ]\Iorris  most  agreeable,  whereas  it  was 
really  the  other  man  that  ''made  all  the 
running." 

James  arrived  while  we  were  at  supper, 
and  the  first  little  awkwardness  of  the 
meeting  over,  became  excellent  friends 
with  Morris.  With  all  his  cold,  unattrac- 
tive qualities,  I  am  sure  that  Morris  is  a 
very  amiable  and  Avorthy  ])erson  ;  and  if 
Gary  likes  him,  I  sec  no  reason  in  life  to 
refuse  such  an  excellent  offer — always  pro- 
vided that  it  be  made.  But  of  this,  Kitty, 
I  must  be  permitted  to  doubt,  since  he  in- 
formed us  that  he  was  daily  expecting  his 
yacht  out  from  England,  and  was  about  to 
sail  on  a  voyage  which  might  possibly  occupy 
upwards  of  two  years.  He  i)ressed  Mr.  B. 
strongly  to  accompany  him,  assuring  him 
that  lie  now  possessed  influence  sutlieient 
to  reinstate  him  in  his  career  at  his  return. 
I'm  not  quite  certain  that  the  ])roposal, 
when  more  formally  renewed,  v>iil  not  be 
accepted. 

I  must  tell  you  that  I  ovei'heaid  Morris 
say,  in  a  whisper  to  Belton,  "  Em  sure  if 
you  ask  her,  Lady  Louisa  will  give  you 
leave."  Cannot  be  that  the  Doctor  has 
dared  to  aspire  to  a  Lady  Louisa?  I 
almost  fancy  it  may  be  so,  dearest,  and 
that  this  presumption  is  the  true  exjdana- 
tion  of  all  his  cool  self-sufficiency.  I  only 
want  to  be  certain  of  this  to  hate  him 
thoroughly. 

Ju.nJ)efore  they  took  their  leave  a  most 

awkward  incident  oceurred.      Mr.   B.,  in 

answer  to  some  question  from  ^lorris,  took 

lout  his    tablets  to   look   over  his  engage- 

iments  for  the  next  day:    **Ah  !    by  the 
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way,"  said  ho,  "  tliat  must  not  be  forgot- 
ten. There  is  a  certain  scampish  rehitive 
of  Lord  Dare  wood,  for  wljom  I  have  been 
entrusted  with  a  somewhat  disagreeable 
commission.  Tliis  hopeful  young  gentle- 
man has  at  last  discovered  t]iat  his  wits, 
Avhcn  exercised  within  legal  limits,  will  not 
support  liini,  and  though  he  has  contrived 
to  ])alm  himself  off  as  a  man  of  fashion 
on  some  second  rate  folks  who  know  no 
better,  his  skill  at  ecarte  and  lansquenet 
fails  to  meet  his  requirements.  He  has 
accordingly  taken  a  higher  flight,  and, ac- 
tually committed  a  forgery.  The  Earl 
whose  name  was  counterfeited  has  paid  the 
bill,  but  charged  me  Avith  the  task  of  ac- 
quainting his  nephew  with  his  knowledge 
of  the  fraud,  and  as  iVankly  assuring  me 
that,  if  the  offence  be  repeated,  he  shall 
pay  its  penalty.  I  assure  you  I  wish  the 
duty  had  devolved  upon  any  other,  though, 
from  all  I  have  heard,  anything  like  feel- 
ings of  respect  or  compassion  would  be 
utterly  thrown  away  if  bestowed  on  such 
an  object  as  Lord  George  Tiverton." 

Oh,  Kitt}^  the  last  words  were  not  need- 
ed to  make  the  cup  of  my  anguish  run 
over.  At  every  syllable  he  uttered,  the 
conviction  of  wdiat  was  coming  grew 
stronger ;  and  though  I  maintained  con- 
sciousness to  the  end,  it  was  by  a  struggle 
that  almost  convulsed  me. 

As  for  mamma,  she  flew  out  in  a  violent 
passion,  called  Lord  Darewood  some  very 
hard  names,  and  did  not  spare  his  emis- 
sary ;  fortunately,  her  feelings  so  far  over- 
came her,  that  she  became  totally  unintel- 
ligible, and  was  carried  away  to  her  room 
in  hysterics.  As  I  was  obliged  to  follow 
her,  I  was  unable  to  hear  more.  But  to 
what  end  should  I  desire  it  ?  Ls  not  this 
last  disappointment  more  than  enough  to 
discourage  all  hope  and  trustfulness  for- 
ever ?  Shall  my  heart  ever  open  again  to 
a  sense  of  confidence  in  any  ? 

When  I  sat  down  to  write,  I  had  firmly 
resolved  not  to  reveal  this  disgraceful 
event  to  you  ;  but  somehow,  Kitty,  in  the 
overflowing  of  a  heart  that  has  no  recesses 
against  you,  it  has  come  forth,  and  I  leave 
it  so. 

James  came  to  my  room  later  on,  and  told  ' 
me   such   dreadful   stories — he  had  heard 
them   from    Morris — of    Lord   G.,    that  I  \ 
really  felt  my  brain  turning  as  I  listened  | 
to  him  ;  that;  the  separation  from  his  wife 
was  all  a  pretence — part  of  a  plot  arranged  ! 
between  tliem  ;  that  she,   under  the  sem- 
blance of  desertion,  attracted   to   her  the 
compassion — in  some  cases  the  affection — ! 
of  young  men  of  fortune,  from  whom  her  I 
husband  exacted  the  most  enormous  sums  :  i 


that  James  himself  had  been  marked  out 
for  a  victim  in  this  way;  in  fact,  Kitty,  I 
cannot  go  on  ; — a  Aveb  of  such  infamy  was 
exposed  as  I  firmly  believed  till  then  im- 
]iossible  to  exist,  and  a  degree  of  baseness 
laid  bare,  that,  for  the  sake  of  human  na- 
ture, I  trust  has  not  its  "[)ai'allel. 

I  can  write  no  more.  Tears  of  shame  as 
well  as  sorrow  are  blotting  my  ]);iper,  and 
in  my  self-abasement  I  feel  how  changed  I 
must  have  become,  when,  in  reflecting  over 
such  disgrace  as  this,  I  have  a  sin^'le 
thought  but  of  contempt  for  one  so  lost 
and  dishonoured. 

Yours  in  the  depth  of  affliction, 

Maky  Ais^ne  Dodd. 


LETTER  LXXn. 

KENNY  JAMES  DODD  TO   TIIOJIAS    PURCELL,    ESQ., 
OF   THE   GfRAXGE,    BBUFF. 

Florence. 

My  deak  Toir, — I  have  had  a  busy  week 
of  it,  and  even  now  I  scarcely  perceive  that 
the  day  is  come  when  I  can  rest  and  repose 
myself.  The  pleasure-life  of  this  same 
capital  is  a  very  exhausting  process,  and  to 
do  the  thing  well,  a  man's  constitution 
ought  to  be  in  as  healthy  a  condition  as 
his  cash  account !  Now,  Tom,  it  is  an 
unhappy  fact,  that  I  am  a  very  "  low  letter" 
in  both  person  and  pocket,  and  I  should 
be  sorely  puzzled  to  say  whether  I  find  it 
harder  to  dance  or  to  pay  for  the  music  ! 

Don't  fancy  that  I'm  grumbling,  now  ; 
not  a  bit  of  it,  oldfellow  ;  I  have  had  my 
day,  and  as  pleasant  a  one  as  most  men. 
And  if  a  man  starts  in  life  with  a  strong 
fund  of  genial  liking  for  his  fellows,  en- 
joying society  less  for  its  display  than  for 
its  own  resources  in  developing  the  bright 
side  of  human  nature,  take  my  word  for  it, 
he'll  carry  on  with  him,  as  he  goes,  memo- 
ries and  recollections  enough  to  make  his 
i'oad  agreeable,  and,  what  is  far  better,  to 
render  himself  companionable  to  others. 

You  tell  me  you  want  to  hear  ''all  about 
Florence  " — a  modest  request,  truly  !  Why, 
man,  I  might  fill  a  volume  with  my  own 
short  experiences,  and  afterwards  find  that 
the  whole  could  be  condensed  into  a  foot- 
note for  the  bottom  of  a  page.  In  the 
first  place,  there  are  at  least  half  a  dozen 
distinct  aspects  in  this  place,  which  are 
almost  as  many  cities.  There  is  the  Flor- 
ence of  Art — of  pictures,  statues,  churches, 
frescoes,  a  town  of  unbounded  treasures  in 
objects  of  high  interest.  There  are  gal- 
leries, where  a  whole  life  might  be  passed 
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in  cuUivatinix  tlie  eye,  reliniii^  the  taste, 
and  elevating  the  imacri nation.  There  is, 
the  Florence  of  Historical  Association, 
■with  its  palaces  recalling  the  feudal  age, 
and  its  casteHated  strongholds,  telling  of 
the  stormy  times  before  the  '*  Medici." 
There  is  not  a  street,  there  is  scarcely  a 
house,  whose  name  does  not  awaken  some 
stirring  event,  and  bring  yon  back  to  the 
period  when  men  were  as  great  in  crime  as 
in  genius.  Here,  an  inscription  tells  you 
Benveiuito  Cellini  lived  and  laboured  ; 
yonder  was  the  window  of  his  studio  ;  there, 
the  narrow  street  through  which  he  walked 
at  nightfall,  his  liand  ui)on  his  rapier,  and 
liis  left  arm  well  enveloped  in  bis  mantle. 
There,  the  stone  Avhere  Dante  used  to  sit ; 
there,  the  villa  Boccaccio  inhabited  ;  there, 
the  lone  tower  where  Galileo  watched  ; 
there,  the  house,  unclianged  in  everything. 
of  the  greatest  of  them  all,  ^Michael  Angelo 
liimself.  The  pen  sketches  of  his  glorious 
conceptions  adorn  the  walls,  the  half- 
finished  models  of  his  immortal  works  are 
on  the  brackets.  That  s^)lL'ndid  palace  on 
the  sunny  Arno  was  AHieri's.  Go  where 
you  will,  in  fact,  a  gorgeous  story  of  the 
l^ast  reveals  itself  before  yon,  and  you  stand 
before  the  great  trinm[)hs  of  human  genius, 
with  the  spirit  of  the  authors  around  and 
about  you. 

There  is  also  Florence  the  Beautiful  and 
the  Picturesque  ;  Florence  the  City  of 
Fashion  and  Splendour  ;  and  saddest  of  all, 
Florence  gari-isoned  by  the  stranger,  and 
held  in  subjection  by  the  Austrian! 

I  entertain  no  bigoted  animosity  to  the 
German,  Tom;  on  the  contrary,  I  like 
him  ;  I  like  bis  manly  simj)iicity  of  cha- 
racter, his  thorough  good  faith,  his  unswer- 
ving loyalty  ;  but  I  own  to  you,  liis  figure 
is  out  of  keeping  with  the  picture,  here — 
the  very  tones  of  his  harsh  gutturals  grate 
painfully  on  the  ears,  attuned  to  softer 
sounds.  It  is  pretty  nearly  a  hopeless 
quarrel  when  a  Sovereign  has  recourse  to  a 
foreign  intervention  between  himself  and 
his  subjects  ;  as  in  private  life,  tliere  is  no 
reconciliation  when  you  have  once  called 
Doctors'  Commons  to  your  councils.  You 
may  get  damages ;  you'll  never  have 
trari(iuillit3-.  You'll  say,  })erhaps,  the  thing 
was  inevitable,  and  couldn't  be  helped. 
Nothing  of  the  kind.  Coercing  the  Tuscans 
by  Austrian  bayonets  was  like  herding  a 
flock  of  sheep  with  l)ull-dogs.  I  never  saw 
a  people  who  so  little  ref|uire  the  use  of 
strong  measures  ;  the  difficulty  of  ruling 
them  lies  not  in  their  spirit  of  resistance, 
but  in  its  very  ojijiosite — a  plastic  facility 
of  temper  that  gives  way  to  every  pressure. 
Just  like  a  horse  Avith  an  over-tiuc  mouth. 


you  never  can  have  him  in  liand,  and  never 
know  that  he  has  stumbled  till  he  is  down. 

It  was  the  duty  of  our  Government  to 
have  prevented  this  occupation,  or  at  least 
to  have  set  some  limits  to  its  amount  and 
duration.  We  did  neither,  and  our  influence 
has  grievously  suffered  in  consequence. 
Probably  at  no  recent  period  of  history 
wastlie  name  of  England  so  little  respected 
in  the  entire  ])eninsu]a  as  at  present.  And 
now,  if  I  don't  take  care,  I'll  really  involve 
myself  in  a  grumbling  reverie,  so  here  goes 
to  leave  the  sul)ject  at  once. 

These  Italians,  Tom,  are  very  like  the 
Irish.  There  is  the  same  blending  of  mirth 
and  melancholy  in  the  national  tem])era- 
ment,  the  same  imaginative  cast  of  thought, 
the  same  hopefulness,  and  the  same  indo- 
lence. In  justice  to  our  own  peojjle,  I 
must  say  that  they  are  the  better  of  the 
two.  Paddy  has  strong  attachments,  and 
is  unquestionably  courageous  ;  neither  of 
these  qualities  are  conspicuous  liere.  It 
would  be  ungenerous  and  unjust  to  pro- 
nounce upon  the  ''naturel"  of  a  peo[)le 
who  for  centuries  have  been  subjected  to 
eve]-y  species  of  misrule,  whose  mo]-al  train- 
ing has  been  also  either  neglected  or  cor- 
rupted, and  whose  only  lessons  have  been 
those  of  craft  and  deception.  It  would  be 
worse  than  rash  to  assume  that  a  people  so 
treated  were  unfitted  for  a  freedom  they 
never  enjoyed,  or  unsuited  to  a  liberty  they 
never  even  heard  of.  Still,  I  may  be  i)ei- 
mitted  to  doubt  that  Constitutional  Gov-' 
emment  will  ever  find  its  home  in  the 
hearts  of  a  Southern  nation.  The  family, 
Tom — the  fireside,  tiie  domestic  habits  of 
a  Northern  peojjle,  are  the  normal  schools 
for  self-government.  It  is  in  the  recipro- 
cities of  a  household  men  learn  toajjportion 
their  share  of  the  burdens  of  life,  and  to 
work  ioY  the  common  weal.  The  fellow 
who  witii  a  hfmdful  of  chestnuts  can  pro- 
vision himself  for  a  whole  day,  and  who 
can  pass  the  night  under  the  shade  of  a 
fig-tree,  acknowledges  no  such  responsibili- 
ties. All-sullicing  to  himself,  he  recognises 
no  claims  u})on  him  for  exertion  in  behalf 
of  others  ;  and  as  to  the  duties  of  citizen- 
ship, he  Avould  re}nidiate  them  as  an  intol- 
erable burden.  .'J'ake  my  word  for  it. 
Parliamentary  Institutions  will  only  flour- 
ish wdiere  you  have  coal-fires  and  carpets, 
and  Elective  Governments  have  a  close 
affinity  to  easy-chairs  and  hearth-rugs  ! 

You  are  curious  to  learn  ''how  far  fa- 
miliarity with  works  of  high  art  may  have 
3ontributed  to  influence  the  national  char- 
acter of  Italy?"  I  don't  like  to  dogma- 
tise on  such  a  subject,  but  so  far  as  my 
own  narrow  experience  goes,  I  am  far  from 
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attributing  any  liigli  degree  of  culture  to 
this  source.  I  even  doubt  whetlicr  objects 
of  bciiuty  suggest  a  liigh  degree  of  enjoy- 
ment, except  to  intellects  already  culti- 
vated. I  suspect  that  your  men  of  Glas- 
gow or  Manchester,  who  never  saw  any- 
tiiing  more  artistic  than  a  power-loom  and 
a  spinning-jenny,  would  stand  favourable 
comparison  with  him  who  daily  passes  be- 
side the  "Dying  Gladiator"  ortheFarnese 
Hercules. 

Of  course  I  do  not  extend  this  opinion 
to  the  educated  classes,  amongst  whom 
there  is  a  very  high  range  of  acquirement 
and  cultivation.  They  bring,  moreover, 
to  the  knowledge  of  any  subject  a  peculiar 
subtlety  of  perception,  a  certain  Machiavel- 
lian ingenuity,  such  as  I  have  never  noticed 
elsewhere.  A  great  deal  of  the  national 
di-strustfulness  and  suspicion  lias  its  root 
in  this  very  habit,  and  makes  me  often  re- 
signed to  l^v^orthern  dullness  for  the  sake 
of  JSTorthern  reliance  and  good  faith. 

They  are  most  agreeable  in  all  the  inter- 
course of  society^  Less  full  of  small  at- 
tentions than  the  French,  less  ceremonious 
than  the  Germans,  they  are  easier  in  man- 
ner than  either.  They  are  natural  to  the 
very  verge  of  indifference  ;  but  above  all 
their  qualities  stands  pre-eminent  their 
good-nature. 

An  nngenerous  remark,  a  harsh  allusion, 
an  unkind  anecdote,  are  utterly  unknown 
amongst  them,  and  all  that  witty  smart- 
"ness  which  makes  the  success  of  a  French 
salon  would  find  no  responsive  echo  in  an 
Italian  drawing-room.  In  a  word,  Tom, 
they^are  eminently  a  people  to  live  amongst. 
They  do  not  contribute  mucli,  but  they  ex- 
act as  little  ;  and  if  never  broken-hearted 
Avhen  you  separate,  they  are  delighted 
when  you  meet ;  falling  in  naturally  with 
your  humour,  tolerant  of  anything  and 
everything,  except  what  giv6s  trouble. 

There  now,  my  dear  Tom,  are  all  my 
Italian  experiences  in  a  few  words.  I  feel 
that  by  a  discreet  use  of  my  material  I 
might  have  made  a  tureen  with  what  I 
have  only  filled  a  teaspoon;  but  as  lam 
not  writing  for  the  public,  but  only  for 
Tom  Purcell,  I'll  not  grumble  at  my  waste- 
fulness. 

Of  the  society,  what  can  I  say  that  v/ould 
not  as  well  apply  to  any  city  of  the  same 
size  as  much  resorted  to  by  strangers  ? 
The  world  of  fashion  is  pretty  much  the 
same  thing  everywhere  ;  and  though  we 
may  ''change  the  venue,"  we  are  always 
pleading  the  same  cause.  They  tell  me 
that  social  liberty  here  is  understood  in  a 
very  liberal  sense,  and  the  right  of  private 
judgment  on  questions  of  morality   exer- 


cised with  a  more  than  Protestant  inde- 
pendence. I  hear  of  things  being  done 
that  could  not  be  done  elsewhere,  and  so 
on  ;  but  were  I  only  to  employ  my  own 
unassisted  faculties,  I  should  say  that 
everything  follows  its  ordinary  routine, 
and  that  profligacy  does  not  put  on  in 
Florence  a  single  "travesty"  that  I  have 
not  seen  at  Brussels  and  Baden,  and  twen- 
ty similar  places  !  True,  jieople  know 
each  other  very  well,  and  discuss  each 
other  in  all  the  privileged  candour  close 
friendship  permits.  This  sincerity,  abused 
as  any  good  thing  is  liable  to  be,  now  and 
then  grows  scandalous  ;  but  still,  T'om, 
though  they  may  bespatter  you  with  mud, 
nobody  ever  thinks  you  too  dirty  for  soci- 
ety. In  point  of  fact,  there  is  a  great  deal 
of  evil  speaking,  and  very  little  malevo- 
lence ;  abundance  of  slander,  but  scarcely 
any  ill-Avill.  Mark  you,  these  are  what 
they  tell  me  ;  for  up  to  this  momen.t  I  have 
not  seen  or  heard  anything  but  what  has 
pleased  me — met  much  courtesy,  and  some 
actual  cordiality.  And  surely,  if  a  man 
can  chance  upon  a  city  Avhere  the  climate 
is  good,  the  markets  well  supplied,  the 
women  pretty,  and  the  bankers  tractable, 
he  must  needs  be  an  ill-conditioned  fellow 
not  to  rest  satisfied  with  his  good  fortune. 
I  don't  mean  to  say  I'd  like  to  pass  my  life 
here,  no  more  than  I  would  like  to  wear  a 
domino,  and  spend  the  rest  of  my  days  in 
a  masquerade,  for  the  Avhole  thing  is  just 
as  unreal,  just  as  unnatural  ;  but  it  is  won- 
derfully amusing  for  a  while,  and  I  enjoy 
it  greath^ 

From  what  I  have  seen  of  the  world  of 
pleasure,  I  begin  to  susjiect  that  we  Eng- 
lish people  are  never  likely  to  have  any" 
great  success  in  our  attempts  at  it ;  and 
for  this  simple  reason,  that  we  bring  to  our 
social  hours  exhausted  bodies  and  fatigued 
minds ;  we  labour  hard  all  day  in  law 
courts,  or  counting-houses,  or  committee- 
rooms,  and  when  evening  comes  are  over- 
come i)y  our  exertions,  and  very  little  dis- 
posed for  those  efforts  which  make  con- 
versation brilliant,  or  intercourse  amusing. 
Your  foreigner,  however,  is  a  chartered 
libertine.  He  feels  that  Xature  never 
meant  him  for  anything  but  idleness  ;  he 
takes  to  frivolity  naturally  and  easily  ;  and, 
what  is  of  no  small  im]»ortance  too,  with- 
out any  loss  of  self-esteem  !  Ah,  Tom, 
that  is  the  great  secret  of  it  all.  We  never 
do  our  fooling  gracefully.  There  is  ever- 
lastingly rising  up  M'ithin  us  a  certain  bit- 
ter conviction  that  we  are  not  doing  fairly 
l)y  ourselves,  and  that  our  faculties  might 
be  put  to  better  and  more  noble  uses  than 
we  have  engaged  them  in.      We  walk  the 
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stage  of  life  liko  an  actor  aslianicd  of  Lis 
costume,  and  "our  motley"  never  sets 
tasily  on  us  to  ilie  last.  I  think  I  had 
better  stop  dogmatising,  Tom.  Heaven 
knows  where  it  may  lead  me,  if  1  don't. 
Old  Woodcock  says  tliat  ''  he  might  have 
been  a  vagal)ond,  if  Providence  hadn't 
made  him  a  Juslicte  of  the  J'eace  ; "  so  I 
feel  that  it  is  not  impossible  I  might  have 
been  a  Moral  l'hih)sopher,  if  Fate  hadn't 
made  iwe  tlie  huslnuid  of  Mrs.  iJodd  ! 

\N'c'daeS(lay  Afteruoon. 

'Six  Dear  Tom, — I  had  thought  to  have 
despatched  this  prt)sy  epistle  without  be- 
ing obliged  to  alliict  you  with  any  personal 
details  of  the  Dodd  family.  I  was  even 
vaunting  to  myself  that  I  had  kept  us  all 
"out  of  the  indictment,"  and  now  I  dis- 
cover that  I  have  made  a  signal  failure,  and 
tiie  codicil  must  revoke  the  whole  body  of 
the  testament.  IIow  shall  I  ever  get  my 
head  clear  enough  to  relate  all  I  want  to 
tell  you?  I  go  looking  after  a  stray  idea 
the  way  I'd  chase  a  fellow  in  a  crowded 
fair  or  market,  catching  a  glimpse  of  him, 
now — "losing  him,  again — iiere,  with  my 
hand  almost  on  him — and  the  next  minute 
no  sign  of  him  !  Try  and  follow  me,  how- 
ever ;  don't  ([uit  me  for  a  moment;  and 
above  all,  Tom,  whatever  vagaries  I  may 
fall  into,  be  still  assured  that  I  have  a  road 
to  go,  if  I  only  have  the  wit  to  discover  it! 

First  of  all  about  j\iorris,  or  Sir  Morris, 
as  I  ought  to  call  him.  I  told  you  in  my 
last  how  warmly  he  had  taken  up  Mrs. 
D.'s  cause,  and  how  mainly  instrumental 
was  he  in  her  liberation.  This  being  ac- 
com])lished,  however,  I  could  not  but  \)cv- 
ceive  that  he  inclined  to  resume  the  cold 
and  distant  tone  he  had  of  late  assumed 
towards  us,  and  rather  retire  from,  than 
incur,  any  renewal  of  our  intimacy.  When 
I  was  younger  in  the  world,  Tom,  I  believe 
I'd  have  let  iiim  follow  his  humour  undis- 
turbed ;  Ijut  with  more  mature  experience 
of  lift',  I  have  come  to  see  that  one  often 
sacritieesareal  friendship  in  the  indulgence 
of  some  i^etty  regard  to  a  ceremonial  usage, 
and  St)  1  resolved,  at  least,  to  know  the 
why,  if  1  could,  of  Morris's  conduct. 

1  went  frarikly  to  him  at  his  hotel,  and 
asked  for  an  explanation.  He  stared  at 
me  for  a  second  or  two  without  speaking, 
and  then  said  something  about  the  short- 
ness of  my  memory — a  recent  eircuni- 
stance — and  such  like,  that  I  could  make 
nothing  of.  Seeing  my  embarrassment, 
he  ajipeared  slightly  irritated,  and  \\vo- 
ceeded  to  iinlock  a,  writing-desk  on  the 
table  before  hitn,.  saying  hurriedly  : 

'*  I  shall  be  able  to  refresh  your  recol- 


I  lection,  and  when  you  read  over- 


"    He 

stopiied,  clasped  his  hand  to  his  forehead 
I  suddenly,  and,  as  if  overcome,  tlu'cw  him- 
i  self  down  into  a  seat,  deeply  agitated. 
'  "  Forg.'ve  me,"  said  he  at  length,  ''  if  I  ask 
you  a  (|uesti(jn  or  two.  You  remember 
being  ill  at  Genoa,  don't  vou  ?" 
'       "Perfectly." 

"  You  can  also  remember  receiving  a  let- 
\  ter  from  me  at  that  time  i"' 

"  No— nothing  of  the  kind  !" 

"Xo   letter? — you  received  no  letter  of 
mine  ?" 

"Xonc  !" 

"  Oh,  then,  this  must  really "     He 

paused,  and  overcoming  what  1  saw  was  a 
violent  burst  of  indignation,  he  walked  the 
room  up  and  down  for  several  minutes. 
"  Mr.  Dodd,"  said  he  to  me,'  taking  my 
hand  in  both  his  own,  "  I  have  to  entreat 
your  forgiveness  for  a  most  mistaken  im- 
pression  on  my  l)art  iniluencing  me  in  my 
relations,  and  suggesting  a  degree  of  cold- 
ness and  distrust  whicli,  owing  to  your 
manliness  of  character  alone,  has  not  end- 
ed in  our  estrangement  forever.  I  believed 
you  had  been  in  possession  of  a  letter  from 
me  ;  I  thought  until  this  moment  it  really 
had  reached  you.  I  now  know  that  I  was 
mistaken,  and  have  only  to  express  my 
sincere  contrition  for  having  acted  under 
a  rash  credulity."  ]Ie  went  over  this 
again  and  again,  always,  as  it  seemed  to 
me,  as  if  about  to  say  more,  and  then  sud- 
denly checking  himself  under  what  ap- 
]ieared  to  be  a  quickly  remembered  reason 
for  reserve. 

I    was    getting    ini])atient    at    last.      I 
thought    that    the    explanation    explained 
little,  and  Avas  really  about  to  say  so ;  but 
he  anticipated  me  by  saying:      "Believe 
me,  my  dear  sir,  any  suffering,  any  unhap- 
I  piness   that  my  error  has  occasioned,  has 
I  fallen    entirely   ui)on   me.      J'o«,  at  least, 
[  have  nothing  to  eomitlain  of.      The  letter 
which  ought  to  have  leached  you  contained 
a  ])roposal  from   me  for   the  hand  of  your 
vounger  daughter  ;  a  projjosal  which  1  now 
make  to  you,  ha]»])ily,  in  a  wny   that  ean- 
I  not  be  frustrated   by   an   aceitlent."     He 
;  went  on  to  press  his  suit,  'J'om,  eagerly  and 
I  warmly  ;  but  still  with  that  scrupulous  re- 
j  gard  to  truthfulness  I  have  ever  remarked 
I  in  him.     He  acknow)"dged   tlic  difference 
'in  age,  the  difference  in  character,  the  dis- 
parity between   Gary's    joyous,   sunny  na- 
ture   and    his  own   colder   mood  ;  but  he 
1  hoped  for  ha])piness,  on   grounds  so  solid 
I  and  so  reasonable,  that  sliowed    me  much 
of  his  own  thoughtful  hal)it  of  mind. 
j      Of  his  fortune,  he   simply   said    that  it 
1  was  very  far  above  all   his  requirements; 
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that  he  himself  hud  few,  if  uny,  expensive 
tastes,  but  was  amply  able  to  indulge  such 
in  a  wife,  if  she  were  disposed  to  cultivate 
them.  He  added,  that  he  knew  my 
daughter  had  always  been  accustomed  to 
habits  of  luxury  and  expense,  always  lived 
in  a  style  that  included  every  possible 
gratification,  and  therefore,  if  not  in  pos- 
session of  ample  means,  he  never  would 
have  presumed  on  his  i)rescnt  offer. 

I  felt  for  a  moment  the  vulgar  pleasure 
that  such  flattery  confers.  I  own  to  you, 
Tom,  I  experienced  a  degree  of  satisfaction 
at  thinking  that  even  to  the  observant  eyes 
of  ^[orris  himself — old  soldier  as  he  was — 
the  Dodds  had  passed  for  .brilliant  and 
fashionable  folk,  in  the  fullest  enjoyment 
of  every  gift  of  fortune  ;  but  as  quickly  a 
more  honest  and  more  manly  impulse  over- 
came this  thought,  and  in  a  few  words  I 
told  him  that  he  was  totally  mistaken  ; 
that  I  was  only  a  poor,  half-ruined  Irish 
gentleman  with  an  indolent  tenantry  and 
an  encumbered  estate  ;  that  our  means 
afforded  no  possible  pretension  to  the 
style  in  which  we  lived,  nor  the  society  we 
mixed  in  ;  that  it  vvould  require  years  of 
patient  economy  and  privation  to  repay  the 
extravagance  into  which  our  foreign  tour 
had  launched  us  ;  and  that,  so  convinced 
was  I  of  the  inevitable  ruin  a  continuance 
of  such  a  life  must  incur,  I  had  firmly  re- 
solved to  go  back  to  Ireland  at  the  end  of 
the  present  mouth,  and  never  leave  it  again 
for  the  rest  of  my  days. 

I  suppose  I  spoke  warmly,  for  I  felt 
deeply.  The  shame  many  of  the  avowals 
might  have  cost  me  in  calmer  mood  was 
forgotten  now,  in  my  ardent  determination 
to  be  honest  and  above-board.  I  was  re- 
solved, too,  to  make  amends  to  my  own 
heart  for  all  the  petty  deceptions  I  had 
descended  to  in  a  former  case,  and  even  at 
the  cost  of  the  loss  of  a  son-in-law,  to  se- 
cure a  little  seuse  of  self-esteem. 

He  would  not  Aet  me  finish,  Tom,  but. 
grasping  my  hand  in  his  with  a  grip  I 
didn't  b(?lieve  he  was  capable  of,  he  said  : 

'^Dodd,"  he  forgot  the  Mr.  this  time — 
"  Dodd,  you  are  an  honest,  true-hearted 
fellow,  and  I  always  thought  so.  Consent 
now  to  my  entreaty — at  least  do  not  refuse 
it — and  I'd  not  exchange  my  condition 
with  that  of  any  man  in  Europe  !  " 

Egad,  I  could  not  have  recognised  him 
as  he  spoke,  for  his  cheek  coloured  up, 
and  his  eye  flashed,  and  there  was  a  dash 
of  energy  about  him  I  had  never  detected 
in  his  nature.  It  was  just  the  quality  I 
feared  he  was  deficient  in.  Ay,  Tom,  I 
can't  deny  it,  old  Celt  that  I  am,  I  wouldn't 
give  a  brass  farthing  for  a  fellow   whose 


temperament  cannot  be  warmed  up  to  some 
burst  of  momentary  enthusiasm  ! 

Of  my  hearty  consent  and  my  good 
wishes  I  speedily  assured  him,  just  adding, 
"  Cary  must  say  the  rest."  I  told  him 
frankly  that  I  saw  it  was  a  great  match 
for  my  daughter  ;  that  both  in  rank  and 
fortune  he  Avas  considerably  above  what 
she  might  have  looked  for  ;  but  with  all 
that,  if  she  herself  wouldn't  have  taken 
him  in  his  days  of  humbler  destiny,  my 
advice  Avould  be,  ''don't  have  him  now." 

He  left  me  for  a  moment  to  say  some- 
thing to  his  mother — I  suppose  some  ex- 
planation about  this  same  letter  that  went 
astray,  and  of  which  I  can  make  nothing 
— and  then  they  came  back  together.  The 
old  lady  seemed  as  well  pleased  as  her  son, 
and  told  me  that  his  choice  was  her  OAvn 
in  every  respect.  She  spoke  of  Cary  with 
the  most  hearty  affection  ;  but  with  all  her 
praise'of  her,  she  doesn't  know  half  her  real 
worth  ;  but  even  what  she  did  say  brought 
the  tears  to  my  eyes,  and  — Tm  afraid — I 
made  a  fool  of  myself  ! 

You  may  be  sure,  Tom,  that  it  was  a 
hai^py  day  with  me,  although,  for  a  variety 
of  reasons,  I  was  obliged  to  keep  my  secret 
for  my  own  heart.  Morris  proposed  that 
he  should  be  permitted  to  wait  on  us  the 
next  morning,  to  pay  his  respects  to  Mrs. 
D.  upon  her  liberation,  and  thus  his  visit 
might  be  made  the  means  of  reopening  our 
acquaintance.  You'd  think  that  to  these 
arrangements,  so  simple  and  natural,  one 
might  look  forward  with  an  easy  tranqui- 
lity. So  did  I,  Tom — and  so  was  I  mistaken. 
Mr.  James,  whose  conduct  latterly  seems 
to  have  pendulated  between  monastic 
severity  and  the  very  wildest  dissipation, 
takes  it  into  his  vv'ise  head  that  ^Ion-is  has 
insulted  him.  He  thinks — no,  not  thinks, 
but  dreams — that  this  calm-tempered,  quiet 
gentleman  is  pursuing  an  organised  system 
of  outrage  towards  him,  and  has  for  a  time 
back  made  him  the  mark  of  his  sarcastic 
pleasantry.  Full  of  this  sage  conceit,  he 
hurries  oif  to  his  hotel,  to  offer  him  a  per- 
sonal insult.  They  fortunately  do  not 
meet ;  but  James,  ordering  pen  and  paper, 
sits  down  and  indites  a  letter,  I  have  not 
seen  it :  but  even  his  friend  considers  it  to 
have  been  "a  step  ill-advised  and  incon- 
siderate— in  fact,  to  be  deeply  regretted." 

I  cannot  conjecture  what  might  have 
been  Morris's  conduct  under  other  circum- 
stances, but  in  his  present  relations  to 
myself,  he  saw,  probably,  but  one  course 
open  to  him.  He  condescended  to  over- 
look the  terms  of  this  insulting  note,  and 
calmly  ask  for  an  exi)lanation  of  it.  By 
great  good    luck,    James  had  placed  the 
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affuii-iu  youn^  Beltoii'.s  liuiul.s — our  former 
tloctor  lit  J>i  iiir — wlio  cliauceil  to  bo  on  his 
way  through  here  ;  and  thus,  by  the  good 
sense  of  one,  and  the  calm  temi)er  of  Llie 
otlier,  this  rash  boy  has  been  rescued  from  i 
one   of    the    most   causeless   quarrels  ever  I 
lieard  of.     James  had  started  for  ^lodena, 
I  believe,  willi  a  carpet- bag  full  of  cigars, 
a  Fi-enoli  novel,  and  a  bullet-mould;  butj 
before    he  had  ari-ived  at  his  destination,  j 
Morris,  Belton,  and  myself  were  laughing  j 
heartily  over  the  whole  adventure.  Morris's  ! 
conduct    throughout    the    entire    business] 
raised  him  still  higher  in  my  esteem  ;  and  i 
the  consummate  good  tact  with  which   he 
avoided  the  slightest  reflection  tiiat  might  | 
pain  me  on  my  son's  score,  showed  me  that 
he  was  a  thorough  gentleman.     I  must  say, 
too,  that  Befton  behaved  admirably.    Brief 
as  lias   been   his  residence   abroad,  he  has 
acquired  the  habits  of  a  perfect  man  of  the 
world,  but  without  sacrificing  a  j(jt  of  liis 
truly  frank  and  generous  temperament. 

Ah  Tom  !  it  was  not  without  some  sharp 
sclf-repr<jnches  tliat  I  saw  this  young  fellow, 
poor  and  friendless  as  he  started  in  life, 
struggling  with  that  hard  fate  that  insists 
upon  a  man's  feeling  independent  in  spirit 
and  humble  in  manner,  fighting  that  bitter 
battle  contained  in  a  dispensary  doctor's 
life,  emerge  at  once  into  an  accom])lished, 
well-infonncd  gentleman,  well  versed  in  all 
the  popular  toi)ic3  of  the  day,  and  evidently 
stored  with  a  deeper  and  more  valuable 
kind  of  knowledge — I  say,  I  saw  all  this, 
and  thought  of  my  own  bo}^  bred  up  with 
what  were  unquestionably  greater  advan- 
tages and  better  ojiportunities  of  learning, 
not  obliged  to  adventure  on  a  career  in  his 
mere  student  years,  but  with  ample  time 
and  leisure  for  cultivation  ;  and  yet,  there 
he  was — there  he  is,  this  minute — and 
there  is  not  a  station  nor  condition  in  life 
wherein  ho  could  earn  lialf-a-crown  a  day. 
He  was  educated,  as  it  is  facetiously  called, 
at  ])r.  Stingem's  school.  Ho  read  his 
Homer  and  Virgil,  wrote  his  false  quanti- 
ties, and  blundered  through  his  Greek 
themes,  like  the  rest.  He  went  through 
— it'sagood  phrase — some  books  of  Euclid,  ! 
and  covered  reams  of  foolscap  with  equa- 
tions ;  and  yet,  to  this  hour,  he  can't 
translate  a  classic,  nor  do  a  sum  in  common 
arithmetic,  while  his  handwriting  is  a 
cuneiform  character  that  defies  a  key  :  and 
with  all  that,  the  boy  is  not'  a  fool,  nor 
deficient  in  teachable  qualities.  I  hope 
and  trust  this  system  is  coming  to  an  end. 
I  wish  sincerely,  Tom,  that  we  may  have 
seen  the  last  of  a  teaching  that  for  one 
whom  it  made,  accomplisheu  and  well  in- 
formed, converted  fifty  into  pedants,  and 
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left  a  hundred  dunces!  Intelligible  spel- 
ling, and  readaijlo  writing,  a  little  history, 
and  the  '•  Kule  of  Three,"  some  geograpiiy, 
a  short  con I'^e  of  chemistry  and  practical 
mathematics — that's  not  too  much,  I  think 
— and  yet  I'd  be  easy  in  my  mind  if  James 
had  gone  that  far,  even  though  he  were 
ignorant  of  •* spondees,"  and  had  never 
read  a  lino  of  that  classic  morality  they 
call  the  Heathen  Mythology.  I'd  not  have 
touched  ui)on  this  ungrateful  theme,  but 
that  my  thoughts  have  been  running  on  the 
advantages  wo  were  to  have  derived  from 
our  foreign  tour,  and  some  misgivings 
striking  me  as  to  their  being  realised. 

PerliJips  we  arc  not  very  docile  subjects 
— perhaps  we  set  about  the  thing  in  a 
wrong  way — perhaps  we  had  not  stored 
our  minds  with  the  preliminary  Knowledge  ^ 

necessary^ — ])erha})S anything  you  like, 

in  short ;  but  here  we  are,  in  all  essentials, 
as  ignorant  of  everything  a  residence 
abroad  might  be  supposecl  to  teach,  as 
though  we  had  never  quitted  Dodsborough. 
Stop — I'm  going  too  fast — we  Ztr^re  learned 
somethings  not  usually  acquired  at  home  ; 
we  have  attained  to  an  extravagant  passion 
for  dress,  and  an  inordinate  love  of  grand 
acquaintances.  Mary  Anne  is  an  advanced 
student  in  modern  French  rnmance  litera- 
ture ;  James,  no  mean  proficient  at  ecarte  • 
Mrs.  I),  has  added  largely  to  the  stock  of 
what  she  calls  her  ''knowledge  of  life,"  by 
familiar  intimacy  with  a  score  of  people 
who  ought  to  be  at  the  galleys  ;  and  I,  with 
every  endeavour  to  oppose  the  tendency, 
have  grown  as  suspicious  as  a  government 
spy,  and  as  meanly  inquisitive  about  other 
people's  affairs  as  though  I  were  Prime 
Minister  to  an  Italian  Prince. 

We  have  lost  that  wholesome  reserve 
with  respect  to  mere  acquaintances,  and  by 
which  our  manner  to  our  friends  attained 
to  its  distinctive  signs  of  cordiality,  for  now 
we  are  on  the  same  terms  with  all  the 
world.  The  code  is,  to  be  charmed  with 
everything  and  everybody — with  their  looks 
— with  their  manners — with  their  hou,-c 
and  their  liveries — with  tb.eir  table  and 
their  "  toilette  " — ay,  even  with  their  vices! 
There  is  the  great  lesson,  Tom  ;  you  grow 
lenient  to  everything  save  the  reprobation 
of  wrong,  and  tliat  you  set  down  for  rank 
hypocrisy,  and  cry  out  against  as  the  black- 
est of  all  the  blemishes  of  humanity. 

Nor  is  it  a  small  evil  that  our  attach- 
ment to  home  is  weakened,  and  even  a 
sense  of  shame  engendered  with  respect  to 
a  hundred  little  habits  and  customs  that 
to  foreign  eyes  appear  absurd — and  perhaps 
vulgar.  And  lastly  comes  the  great  quc;- 
tion,  How  are  we  ever  to  live  iu  our  own 
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country  a<T;iiii,  wiuh  all  these  exotic  notions 
;!:i(l'()})inions  ?  I  don't  moan  liow  uro  we 
to  beiu'  Ireland,  but  how  is  Ivdand  to  endure 
■ns^  An  American  shrewdly  remarked  to 
mo  t'other  day,  ''  tliat  one  of  the  greatest 
difficulties  of  the  slave  question  was,  liow 
to  emancipate  the  slave  owners  9  how  to 
liberate  the  shackles  of  their  rusty  old  jore- 
judiccs,  and  fit  them  to  stand  side  by  side 
with  real  freemen  ?  "  And  in  a  vast  vari- 
ety of  questions  you'll  often  discover  that 
tlie  puzzle  is  on  the  side  opposite  to  that 
we  had  been  looking  at.  In  this  way  do  I 
feel  that  all  my  old  friends  will  have  much 
to  overlook — much  to  forgive  in  my  ]>resent 
moods  of  thinking.  I'll  no  more  be  able 
to  take  interest  in  home  politics  again, 
than  I  could  live  on  potatoes  !  JMy  sympa- 
tliies  are  now  more  catholic.  I  can  feel 
acutely  for  Schleswig-Holstein;  or  the 
Druses  at  Lebanon.  I  am  deeply  in- 
terested about  the  Danubian  Provinces, 
and  strong  on  Sebastopol ;  but  I  regard  as 
contemptible  the  cares  of  a  Quarter  Ses- 
sions, or  the  business  of  the  "Union." 
If  you  want  me  to  listen,  you  must  talk  of 
the  CossackSj  or  the  war  in  the  Caucasus  ; 
and  I  am  far  less  anxious  about  who  may 
be  the  new  member  for  Bruff,  than  who 
will  be  the  next  "Vladica"  of  "\Monten- 
egro." 

These  ruminations  of  mine  might  never 
come  to  a  conclusion,  Tom,  if  it  were  not 
that  I  have  just  received  a  short  note  from 
Belton,  Avith  a  pressing  entreaty  that  he 
may  see  nie  at  once  on  a  matter  of  impor- 
tance to  myself,  and  I  have  ordered  a  coach 
to  take  nie  over  to  his  hotel.  If  I  can  get 
back  in  time  for  post  hour,  I'll  be  able  to 
explain  the  reason  of  this  sudden  call,  till 
when,  I  sav,  adieu. 


LETTER  LXXin. 

miss  caroline  dodd  to  miss  cox,  at  mis3  jhn- 
cing's  academy,  black:  rock,  Ireland. 

Florence. 

My  deakest  Miss  Cox, — It  Avould  be 
worse  than  ingratitude  in  me  were  I  to 
defer  telling  you  how  happy  I  am,  and 
with  what  a  perfect  shower  of  favours 
Fortune  has  just  overwhelmed  me  !  Lit- 
tle thought  I,  a  few  weeks  back,  that  Flor- 
ence was  to  become  to  me  the  spot  near- 
est and  dearest  to  my  heart,  associated  as 
it  is,  and  ever  must  be,  with  the  most  bliss- 
ful event  of  my  life  !  Sir  Penrhyn  Mor- 
ris, who,  from  some  unexplained  miscon- 
ception, had   all   but  ceased  to  know   us. 


was  accidentally  thrown  in  our  way  by  the 
cii'cumstance  of  Mamma's  imi)risonment. 
By  his  kind  and  zealous  aid  her  liberation 
was  at  length  accomplished,  and,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  course,  he  called  to  make  his  inqui- 
ries after  her,  and  receive  our  grateful  ac- 
knowledgments. 

I  scarcely  can  tell — my  head  is  too  con- 
fused to  remember — the  steps  by  wiiich  he 
retraced  his  former  place  in  our  intimacy. 
It  is  possible  there  may  have  b.een  explana- 
tions on  both  sides.  1  only  know  that  he 
took  his  leave  one  morning  with  the  very 
coldest  of  salutations,  and  appeared  on  the 
next  day  with  a  manner  of  the  deepest  de- 
votion, so  evidently  directed  towaixls  my- 
self, that  it  would  have  been  downright 
affectation  to  appear  indifferent  to  it. 

He  asked  jne  in  a  low  and  faltering  voice 
if  I  would  accord  him  a  few  moments'  in- 
terview. He  spoke  the  words  with  a  de- 
gree of  effort  at  calmness  that  gaxc  them 
a  most  significant  meaning,  and  I  sudden- 
ly remembered  a  certain  passage  in  one  of 
your  letters  to  me,  wherein  you  speak  of 
the  inconsiderate  conduct  which  girls  oc- 
casionally pursue  in  accepting  the  atten- 
tions of  men,  whose  difference  in  age  would 
seem  to  exclude  them  from  the  category  of 
suitors.  So  far  from  having  incurred  this 
error,  I  had  actually  retreated  from  any 
advances  on  his  part,  not  from  the  dispari- 
ty of  our  ages,  but  from  the  far  wider 
gulfs  that  separated  his  highly  cultivated 
and  informed  mind  from  my  ungifted  and 
unstored  intellect.  Partly  in  shame  at  my 
inferiority,  partly  with  a  conscious  sense 
of  what  his  impression  of  me  must  be,  I 
avoided,  so  far  as  I  could,  his  intimacy  ; 
and  even  when  domesticated  Avitli  him,  I 
sought  for  occupations  in  which  he  could_ 
not  join,  and  estranged  myself  from  the 
pursuits  which  he  loved  to  practise. 

Oh  !  my  dear,  kind  governess,  how  thor- 
oughly I  recognize  the  truthfulness  of  all 
your  views  of  life,  how  sincerely  I  own  that 
I  have  never  followed  them  without  ad- 
vantage— never  neglected  them  Avithout 
loss.  How  often  have  3'ou  told  me  that 
"  dissimulation  is  never  good  ; "  that,  how- 
ever speciously  avc  may  persuade  ourselves 
that  in  feigning  a  part  avc  are  screening 
our  self-esteem  irom  insult,  or  saving  the 
feelings  of  others,  the  policy  is  ever  a  bad 
one  ;  and  that,  "  if  our  sincerity  be  only 
allied  Avith  an  honest  humility,  it  ncA'er 
errs."  The  pains  I  took  to  escape  from 
the  dangerous  proximity  of  his  presence, 
suggested  to  him  that  I  disliked  his  atten- 
tions, and  desired  to  avoid  them;  and  act- 
ing on  this  conviction  it  Avas  that  he  made 
a  journey  to  England  during  the  time  I 
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was  a  visitor  at  liis  mother's.  It  would  aji- 
pear,  liowever,  that  his  esteem  for  me  had 
taken  a  (lee])er  root  than  he  perhai)s  sus- 
])ecte(l,  for  on  his  return  his  attentions 
were  redoubled,  and  I  could  detect  that  in 
a  variety  of  ways  his  feelin<:;s  towards  me 
were  not  those  of  inere  friendship.  ()i 
mine  towards  him  I  will  conceal  nothing 
from  you.  They  were  deep  and  intense 
admiration  for  ("(ualities  of  the  higl\cst 
order,  and  as  much  of  love  as  consisted 
with  a  kind  of  ll-ar — a  sense  of  almost  ter- 
ror lest  he  should  resent  the  presumption 
of  such  affection  as  mine. 

You  already  know  something  of  our 
habits  of  life  abroad — wasteful  and  ex- 
travagant beyond  all  the  pretentions  of 
our  fortune.  It  was  a  diflicult  thing  for 
me  to  cai-ry  on  the  semblance  of  our  as- 
sumed position  so  as  not  to  throw  discredit 
upon  my  family,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
avoid  the  disingenuousness  of  such  a  part. 
The  struggle,  fi-om  which  I  saw  no  escape, 
was  too  much  for  me,  and  I  determined  to 
leave  the  Morrises  and  return  home — to 
leave  a  house  wherein  I  aln'ady  had  ac- 
quired the  first  steps  of  the  j-ight  road  in 
life,  and  go  back  to  dissipations  in  which 
I  felt  no  ])leasure.  and  gaieties  that  never 
enlivened  !  I  did  not  tell  you  all  this  at 
the  time,  my  dear  friend,  partly  because  I 
had  not  the  courage  for  it,  and  partly  that 
the  avowal  might  seem  to  throw  a  reproach 
on  those  whom  my  affection  should  shield 
from  even  a  criticism.  If  I  speak  of  it 
now,  it  is  because,  nappily,  the  theme  is 
one  iiourly  discussed  among>t  us  in  all  the 
candour  of  true  frankness.  We  have  no 
kwiger  concealments,  and  we  are  happy. 

It  may  have  I)een  that  the  abrujitness  of 
my  dopartui'e  offended  Captain  Morris,  or 
possibly  some  otlier  cause  in-oduced  the 
estrangement;  but,  assuredly,  he  no  longer 
cultivated  the  intimacy  he  had  once  seemed 
so  ardently  to  desire,  and,  until  the  event 
of  mamnui's  misfortune  here,  he  ceased  to 
visit  ns. 

And  now  came  the  interview  I  have  al- 
luded to  !  Oh,  my  dearest  frieiul,  if  there 
be  a  moment  in  life  which  combines  with- 
in it  the  most  exquisite  delight  with  the 
most  torturing  agony,  it  is  that  in  which 
an  affection  is  sought  tor  by  one  who,  im- 
measurably above  us  in  all  the  gifts  of  for- 
tune, still  scenes  to  feel  that  there  is  a 
presumi)tion  in  bis  demand,  and  that  liis 
a[)peal  may  be  rejected.  I  know  not  how  to 
sjieak  of  that  conflict  between  pride  and 
shame,  between  the  ecstasy  of  conquest 
and  the  innate  sense  of  the  unworthiness 
that  had  won  the  victory  ! 

Sir    Penrhyn    thought,    or    fancied    he 


thought,  me  fond  of  display  and  splendour 
— that  in  conf<ji-niing  to  the  quiet  habits 
of  his  mother's  hou-e,  I  was  only  sul)mit- 
1  ting    with   a  good  grace  to  privations.     1 
undeceived  him  at  once.     I  confessed,  not 
without  some  shame,  that  I  was  in  a  man- 
ner nnsuited  to  the  details  of  an  exalted 
station — that   wealth   and  its  accompani- 
i  ments  would  in  reality  bo  rather  burdens 
j  ^han   pleasure   to   one   whose    tastes   were 
humble  as  my  own — that,  in  fact,  I  was  so 
little  of  a  "(Jrande  Dame,"  tiiat  rshould 
inevitably  break  down  in  the  pai't.  and  that 
no  ai)pliances  of  mere  riches  could   repay 
for  the  onerous  duties  of  dispensing  them. 
I      "  In  so  much,''  interruj.ted    he,  with  a 
half-smile,  "that  you  would  prefer  a  poor 
man  to  a  rich  one  ?  " 

'•If  you  mean,"  said  I,  "a  poor  man 
who  felt  no  shame  in  his  poverty,  in  com- 
parison with  a  rich  num  who  felt  his  pride 
in  his  wealth,  I  say.  Yes." 

"  Then  Avhat  say  yon  to  one  who  has 
passed  through  both  ordeals,"  said  he, 
"and  only  asks  that  you  should  share 
either  with  him  to  make  him.  hajipy  ?" 

I  have-  no  need  to  tell  you  my  answer. 
It  satisfied  Itim,  and  made  mine  the  hap- 
piest heart  in  t-he  world.  And  now  we  are 
to  be  married,  dearest,  in  a  fortnight  or 
three  weeks — as  soon,  in  fact,  as  may  be  ; 
and  then  we  are  to  take  a  short  tour  to 
Rome  and  Naples,  where  Sir  Pcnrhyn's 
yacht  is  to  nieet  us  ;  after  which  Ave  visit 
Malta,  coast  along  Spain,  and  home.  Home 
sounds  delightfully  when  it  means  all  that 
one's  fondest  fancies  can  weave  of  country, 
of  domestic  happiness,  of  duties  heartily 
entered  on,  and   of  affections  well  repaid. 

Penrhyn  is  very  S2)lendid  :  the  castle  is 
of  feudal  anticpiity,  and  the  grounds  are 
princely  in  extent  and  beauty.  Sir  ]\Iorris 
is  justly  proud  of  his  ancestral  possessions, 
and  longs  to  show  mo  its  stately  magni li- 
cence ;  but  still  more  do  I  long  for  the 
moment  Avhen  my  dear  Miss  Cox  will  be 
my  guest,  and  take  up  her  quarters  in  a 
certaiji  little  room  that  opens  on  a  terraced 
garden  overlooking  the  sea.  I  tixed  on 
the  spot  the  very  instant  I  saw  a  drawing 
of  the  cas.tle,  and  I  am  certain  y(ni  will 
not  lind  it  in  your  heart  to  refuse  me  what 
will  thus  make  up  the  ]X'rfo('t  measure  of 
my  haii[)>ness. 

In  ail  the  selfishness  of  my  joy,  I  have 
forgotten  to  tell  you  of  Florence;  but,  in 
truth,  it  would  require  a  calmer  head  than 
mine  to  talk  of  Galleries  and  works  of  Art, 
while  my  thoughts  are  running  on  the 
bright  realities  of  my  condition.  It  is  true 
we  go  everywhere  and  see  eveiytning,  but 
I  am  in  such  a  humour  to  be  pleased  that 
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I  am  deligiitcd  with  .ill,  iuid  can  be  criti- 
cal to  nothiiio-.  I  luill*  susj)cct  tliiit  Avt, 
as  Art,  is  a  sourco  of  i)lfiisure  to  :i  very 
few.  1  nu'aii,  that  the  muuber  is  ii  hm;ted 
one  wliich  cjii  enter  into  all  the  minute 
excellences  of  a  great  work,  appreciiite 
justly  the  didiculties  overcome,  Jind  value 
(leservingly  the  real  triumph  accomplished. 
For  myself,  I  know  and  feel  that  painting 
hiis  its  greatest  charm  for  me  in  its  jpower 
of  suggestivencss,  and,  consequently,  the 
subject  is  often  of  more  consequence  than 
tlie  treatment  of  it ;  not  that  1  am  cold  to 
the  chaste  loveliness  of  a  Raphael,  or  in- 
different to  the  gorgeous  beauty  of  a  Gi- 
ordano. 1'liey  appeal  to  me,  hovv^ever,  in 
somewhat  the  same  way,  and  my  mind  at 
once  sets  to  work  upon  an  ideal  character 
of  the  creation  before  me.  That  this  same 
admiration  of  mine  is  a  very  humble  effort 
at  appreciating  artistic  fixceilence,  I  want 
no  better  proof  than  thefMt,  that  it  is  ex- 
actly what  Betty  Cobb  h-ovself  felt  on  being 
shown  the  pictures  in^' the  Pitti."  Her 
honest  worship  of  a  Madonna  at  once  in- 
vested her  wuh  every  attribute  of  good- 
ness, and  the  painter,  could  he  only  have 
heard  the  praises  she  uttered,  might  have 
revelled  in  the  triumph  of  an  art  that  can 
rise  above  the  mere  delineation  of  external 
beauty.  That  the  appeal  to  her  own  heart 
was  direct,  was  evidenced  by  her  constant 
reference  to  some  living  resemblance  to  the 
picture  before  her.  'Now,  it  was  a  saintly 
hermit  by  Caracci — that  was  the  image  of 
Peter  Delany  at  the  cross-roads  ;  now,  it 
was  a  Judas — that  was  like  Tom  Noon  of 
the  turnpike  ;  and  now,  it  was  a  lovely 
head  by  Titian — the  "very  moral  of  Miss 
Kitty  Doolan  when  her  hair  Avas  down 
about  her."  I  am  certain,  my  dearest  Miss 
Cox,  that  the  delight  conveyed  by  paint- 
ing and  music  is  a  much  more  natural 
pleasure  than  that  derived  from  the  enjoy- 
ment of  imaginary  composition  by  writing. 
The  appeal  is  not  alone  direct,  but  it  is  in 
a  manner  the  same  to  all — to  the  highest 
king  upon  the  throne,  and  to  the  lowly 
peasant,  as  in  meek  wonder  he  stands  en- 
ti'anced  and  enraptured. 

But  why  do  I  loiter  within  doors  when 
it  is  of  Florence  itself,  of  its  sunny  Arno, 
of  its  cypress- crowned  San  Miniato,  and 
of  the  villa-clad  Fiezole  I  would  tell  you  ! 
But  even  these  are  so  interwoven  with  the 
frame  of  mind  in  which  I  now  enjoy  them, 
that  to  speak  of  them  would  be  again  to 
revert  to  my  selfishness. 

Yesterday  we  made  an  excursion  to  Val- 
lambrosa,  which  lies  in  a  cleft  between  two 
lofty  mountains,  about  thirteen  miles  from 
this.     Jt  was  a  strange  transition  from  the 


Avarm  air  and  sunny  streets  of  Florence, 
with  all  their  objects  of  artistic  wonder  on 
every  side,  to  find  oneself  suddenly  tra- 
versing a  wild  mountain  gorge  in  a  rude 
bullock-cart,  guided  by  a  ]»easant  of  semi- 
savage  aspect,  his  sheepskin  mantle  and 
long  ox-goad  giving  a  picturesque  air  to 
his  tall  and  sinewy  figure.  The  snow  lay 
heavily  in  all  the  crevices  around,  and  it 
was  a  perfectly  Alpine  scene  in  its  desola- 
tion ;  nor,  I  must  say,  did  it  recall  a  single 
one  of  the  ideas  with  Avhich  our  great 
])oet  has  associated  it.  The  thickly  strewn 
leaves  have  no  existence  here,  since  the 
trees  are  not  deciduous,  and  consist  entire- 
ly of  pines. 

A  straight  avenue  in  the  forest  leads  to 
the  convent,  which  is  of  immense  size, 
forming  a  g'reat  quadrangle.  At  a  little 
distance  off,  sheltered  by  a  thick  grove  of 
tall  pines,  stands  a  small  building  appro- 
priated to  the  accommodation  of  strangers, 
who  are  the  guests  of  the  monks  for  any 
period  short  of  three  days,  and  by  a  spe- 
cial permission  for  even  a  longer  time. 

We  passed  the  day  and  the  night  there, 
and  I  would  Avillingly  have  lingered  still 
longer.  From  the  mountain  peak  above 
the  convent  the  two  seas  at  either  side  of 
the  peninsula  are  visible,  and  the  Gulf  of 
Genoa  and  the  Adriatic  are  stretched  out 
at  your  feet,  Avith  the  vast  plain  of  Central 
Italy,  dotted  over  with  cities,  every  name 
of  which  is  a  spell  to  memory  !  Thence 
back  to  Florence,  and  all  that  gay  world 
that  seemed  so  small  to  the  eye  the  day 
before  !  And  now,  dearest  Miss  Cox,  let 
me  conclude,  ere  my  own  littleness  become 
more  apparent,  for  here  I  am,  tossing  over 
laces  and  embroidery,  gazing  Avith  rapture 
at  brooches  and  bracelets,  and  actually 
fancying  hoAv  captivating  I  shall  be  Avhen 
apparelled  in  all  thio  finery.  It  would 
be  mere  deceitfulness  in  me  Avero  I  to 
tell  you  that  I  am  not  charmed  Avith 
the  splendour  that  surrounds  me.  Let  me 
only  hope  that  it  may  not  corrupt  that 
heart  which  at  no  time  Avas  more  entirely 
your  oAvn  than  while  I  Avrite  myself  yours 
affectionately. 

Caroline  Dodd. 


LETTEE  LXXIV. 

KENNY  JAMES  DODB  TO  THOMAS  PUKCELL,  ESQ., 
OF  THE  GRANGK,  BKUFF. 

Florence. 
Well,  my  dear  Tom,  my  task  is  at  last 
completed — my  magnum  opus  accomplish- 
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ed.  T  have  carried  all  my  measures,  if  not 
witli  triinnpliaut  majorities,  at  least  witii 
a'';4(»u(l  working  })arty,"  us  the  slung  lias 
it,  utul  I  stand  proudly  jire-eminent  the 
head  of  the  Dodd  Adniinistruiion.  I  have 
no  putienco  for  details.  I  like  better  to 
tell  you  the  results  in  some  striking  puru- 
grupli,  to  bo  headed  **  Latest  Intelligence," 
and  to  run  thus  :  "Our  lust  advices  inform 
us  that  notwithstanding  the  intrigues  in 
the  Cabinet,  K.  I.  maintains  his  ascend- 
ancy. We  liave  no  official  intelligence  of 
the  fact,  but  all  the  authorities  concur  in 
believing  that  the  Doddsarc  about  to  leave 
the  Continent  and  return  to  Ireland." 

Ay,  Tom,  that  is  the  grand  and  com- 
prehensive measure  of  family  reform  I  have 
so  long  laboured  over,  and  at  length  have 
the  ])roud  gratification  to  see  a.  Law  I 

I  find,  on  looking  back,  that  I  left  off  on 
my  being  sent  for  by  lielton.  I'll  try  and 
take  up  one  of  the  threads  of  my  tangled 
narrative  at  that  point.  I  found  him  at 
his  hotel  in  conversation  with  a  very 
smartly  dressed,  well-whiskered,  kid-gloved 
little  man,  whom  he  presented  as  '•  Mr. 
Curl  Davis,  of  Lincoln's  Inn."  Mr.  D.  was 
giving  a  rather  pleasant  account  of  the 
casualities  of  his  first  trip  to  Italy  when  I 
entered,  but  immediately  stoj^ped,  and  i 
seemed  to  think  that  the  hour  of  business 
should  usurp  the  time  of  mere  amusement. 

Belton  soon  informed  me  why,  by  telling 
me  that  Mr.  C.  D.  was  a  London  Collector 
who  transacted  the  foreign  affairs  for 
various  discounting  houses  at  home,  and 
who  held  a  roving  commission  to  worry, 
harass,  and  torment  all  such  and  sundry 
as  might  have  drawn,  signed,  or  endorsed 
bills,  either  for  their  own  accommodation 
or  that  of  their  friends. 

Now  I  had  not  the  most  remote  notion 
how  I  should  come  to  figui'e  in  this  cate- 
gory. I  knew  well  that  you  had  ''taken 
care  of" — that's  the  word — all  my  little 
missives  in  that  fashion.  So  i)crsuaded  was 
I  of  my  sincerity,  that  I  offered  him  at  once 
a  sinail  wager  that  he  had  mistaken  his 
man,  and  tluit  it  was,  in  fact,  some  other 
Dodd,  bent  on  bringing  our  honourable 
name  to  shame  and  disgrace. 

'•  It  must,  under  these  circumstances, 
then,"  said  he,  "be  a  very  gross  case  of 
forgery,  for  the  name  is  yours  ;  nor  can  I 
discover  any  other  with  the  same  Christian 
names."  So  saying,  he  produced  a  pocket- 
book,  like  a  family  Bible,  and  drew  from 
out  a  small  partition  of  it  a  bill  for  five 
hundred  pounds,  at  nine  months, drawn  and 
endorsed  by  me  in  favour  of  the  Hon. 
Augustus  Gore  Hampton  ! 

This  precious  document  had  now  about 


fifty-two  hours  some  odd  minutes  to  run.  I;i 
other  words,  it  was  a  crocodile's  ^^g  wiili 
the  shell  already  bursting,  and  the  reptile's 
head  jjrepared  to  spring  out. 

"  I'he  writing,  if  not  yours,  is  an  ad- 
mirable imitation,"  said  Davis,  surveying 
it  through  his  double  eye-glass. 

""  Is  it  yours  ?  "  asked  Belton. 

*•  Yes,"  said  I,  with  a  great  effort  to  be- 
have like  an  undent  Roman. 

"Ah,  then,  it  is  all  correct,"  suid  Davis, 
smirking.  "  I  am  charmed  to  find  that 
the  case  presents  no  difficulty  whatsoever." 

"  I'm  not  quite  so  certain  of  that.  Sir," 
said  I  ;  '*  I  take  a  very  different  view  of 
the  transaction." 

''Don't  be  alarmed,  Mr.  Dodd,"  said  he, 
coaxingly,  "  we  are  not  Shylocks.  AVe  will 
meet  your  convenience  in  any  way  :  in 
fact,  it  is  with  that  sole  object  1  have  come 
out  from  England,  'Don't  negotiate  it,' 
said  Mr.  Gore  Hampton  to  me,  '  if  you 
can  possibly  help  it  ;  see  Mr.  D.  himself, 
ask  what  arrangement  will  best  suit  him, 
take  half  the  amount  in  cash,  and  renew 
the  bill  at  three  months,  rather  than  push 
him  to  an  inconvenience.'  I  assure  you 
these  were  his  own  words,  for  there  isn't  a 
more  generous  fellow  than  Gore."  Mr. 
Davis  uttered  this  with  a  kind  of  hearty 
e.xpansiveness,  as  though  to  say,  "The 
man's  my  friend,  and  let  me  see  who'll 
gainsay  me." 

"Am  I  at  liberty  to  inquire  into  the 
circumstances  of  this  transaction  ?"  said 
Belton,  Avho  had  been  for  some  minutes 
attentively  examining  the  bill  and  the 
several  names  upon  it,  and  comparing  the 
writing  Avith  some  other  that  he  held  in 
his  hand. 

I  half  scrupled  to  say  "Yes"  to  this 
request,  Tom.  If  there  be  anything  ])arti- 
cuiarly  painful  in  shame  above  all  others, 
it  is  for  an  old  fellow  to  come  to  confession 
of  his  follies  to  a  young  one.  It  reverses 
their  relative  stations  to  each  other  so 
fatally,  that  they  never  can  stand  rightly 
again.  He  saw  this,  or  he  seemed  to  see 
it,  in  a  second,  by  my  hesitation,  for, 
quickly  turning  to  Mr.  Davis,  he  said,  "Our 
meeting  here  is  a  most  opjwrtune  one,  as 
you  will  perceive  by  this  jiaper" — giving 
liim  a  letter  as  he  s})oke.  Although  I  i)aid 
little  attention  to  these  words,  I  was  soon 
struck  by  the  change  that  had  come  over 
Mr.  Davis.  The  fresh  and  rosy  cheek  was 
now  blanched,  the  easy  smile  had  departed, 
and  a  look  of  terror  and  dismay  was  ex- 
hibited in  its  ]ilace. 

"Now,  Sir,"  said  Belton,  folding  up  the 
document,  •'  you  see  1  have  been  very  frank 
with  you.     The  charggs  contained  in  that 


iJ2G 


CHARLES  LEVERS  WORKS. 


letter  I  am  in  a  position  to  ])rove.  The 
Earl  of  Darewood  lias  placed  all  the  papers 
in  my  hands,  and  given  me  fnll  permission 
as  to  how  I  shall  employ  them.  Mr.  Dodd,'' 
said  he,  addressing  me,  "  if  I  am  not  at 
liberty  to  ask  you  the  history  of  that  bill, 
there  is  at  least  nothing  to  prevent  my 
informing  yoii,  that  all  the  names  upon  it 
are  those  of  men  banded  together  for  pur- 
poses of  fraud." 

''Take  care  what  you  say,  Sir/'  said 
Davis,  affecting  to  write  down  his  words,, 
but  in  his  confusion  unable  to  form  a 
letter. 

"  I  shall  accept  your  caution  as  it  de- 
serves," said  Belton,  '"and  say  that  they 
are  a  party  of  professional  swindlers — men 
who  cheat  at  play,  intimidate  for  money, 
and  even  commit  forgery  for  it." 

Davis  moved  towards  the  door,  but 
Bel  ton  anticipated  hin,  and  he  sat  do\vn 
again  without  a  word. 

'•Now,  Mr.  Davis,"  said  he,  calmly,  "it 
is  left  entirely  to  my  discretion  in*^  what 
way  I  am  to  proceed  with  respect  to  one  of 
the  parties  to  these  frauds."  As  he  got 
thus  far,  the  waiter  entered,  and  presented 
a  visiting  card,  on  which  Belton  said — 
"Yes,  show  him  up-stairs,"  and  the  next 
minute  Lord  George  Tiverton  made  his 
appearance.  He  was  already  in  the  middle 
of  the  room  ere  he  perceived  me,  and  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life  I  saw  signs  of  em- 
barrassment and  shame  on  his  impassive 
features. 

"  They  told  me  you  were  alone,  Mr. 
Belton,"  said  he,  angrily,  and  as  if  about 
to  retire. 

"  For  all  the  purposes  you  have  come 
upon,  my  Lord,  it  is  the  same  as  though  I 
were." 

'•'  Is  it  blown,  then  ?"  asked  his  Lordship 
of  Davis  ;  and  the  other  replied  with  an 
almost  imperceptible  nod.  Muttering  what 
sounded  like  a  curse,  Tiverton  threw  him- 
self into  a  chair,  drawing  his  hat,  Avhich  he 
still  wore,  more  deeply  over  his  eyes. 

I  assure  you,  'J'om,  that  so  overwhelmed 
was  I  by  this  distressing  scene,  for,  say 
Avhat  you  will,  there  is  nothing  so  distress'- 
ing  as  to  see  the  man  with  whom  you  have 
lived  in  intimacy,  if  not  actual  friendship, 
suddenly  displaj^ed  in  the  glaring  colours 
of  scoundrelism.  You  feel  yourself  so 
humiliated  before  such  a  spectacle,  that 
the  sense  of  shame  becomes  like  an  atmos- 
phere around  you  ;  I  actually  heard  notli- 
ing — I  saw  nothing.  A  scene  of  angrv  dis- 
cussion ensued  between  Belton  and  the 
lawyer — Tiverton  never  uttered  a  word — of 
which  I  caught  not  one  syllable.  I  could 
only  mark,  at  last,  tiliat  Belton  had  gained 


the  upper  hand,  and  in  the  other's  subdued 
manner  and  submissive  tone  defeat  was 
plainly  written. 

'MVill  Mr.  Dodd  deny  his  liability?" 
cried  out  Davis  ;  and  though,  I  suppose, 
he  must  have  said  the  words  many 
times  over,  I  could  not  bring  myself  to 
suppose  they  were  addressed  to  me. 

"  I  shall  not  ask  him  that  question,"  said 
Belton,  "but  yon  may." 

"Hang  it.  Curl!  you  know  it  was  a 
'plant,'"  said  Tiverton,  who  was  now 
smoking  a  cigar  as  coolly  as  possible. 
"What's  the  use  of  pushing  them  further? 
We've  lost  the  game,  man!" 

"Just  so,  my  Lord,"  said  Belton  ;  "and 
notwithstanding  all  his  pretended  boldness, 
nobody  is  more  aware  ©f  that  fact  than  Mr. 
Curl  Davis,  and  the  sooner  he  adopts  your 
Lordship's  frankness  the  quicker  will  this 
affair  be  settled." 

Belton  and  the  lawyer  conversed  eagerly 
together  in  half-whispers.  I  could  only 
overhear  a  stray  word  or  two  ;  but  they 
were  enough  to  show  me  that  Davis  was 
pressing  for  some  kind  of  a  compromise, 
to  which  the  other  would  not  accede,  and 
the  terms  of  which  came  successively  from 
five  hundred  pounds  to  three,  two,  one,  and 
at  last  fifty. 

"  No,  nor  five.  Sir — not  five  shillings  in 
such  a  cause  ! "  said  Belton,  determ.inedly. 
"  I  should  feel  it  an  indelible  disgrace  upon 
me  for  ever  to  concede  one  farthing  to  a 
scheme  so  base  and  contemptible.  Take 
my  word  for  it,  to  escape  exposure  in  such 
a  case  is  no  slight  immunity." 

Davis  still  demurred,  but  it  Avas  rather 
with  the  discij^lined  resistance  of  a  v/ell- 
trained  rascal  than  with  the  ardour  of  a 
strong  conviction. 

The  altercation — for  it  was  such — in- 
terested me  wonderfully  little,  my  attention 
being  entirely  bestowed  on  Tiverton,  who 
had  now  lighted  his  third  cigar,  which  he 
was  smoking  away  vigorously,  never  once 
bestowing  a  look  towards  me,  nor  in  any 
way  seeming  to  recognise  my  presence.  A 
sudden  pause  in  the  discussion  attracted 
me,  and  I  saw  that  Mr.  Davis  was  handing 
over  several  papers,  which,  to  my  practical 
eye,  resembled  bills,  to  Belton,  who  care- 
fully perused  each  of  them  in  turn  before 
enclosing  them  in  his  jiocket-book, 

"Now,  my  Lord,  I  am  at  your  service," 
said  Belton;  "but  I  presume  our  inter- 
view mav  as  well  be  Avithout  witnesses." 

"I  should  like  to  have  Davis  here,"  re- 
plied Tiverton,  languidly;  "seeing  how 
you  have  bullied  7/ /?«  only  satisfies  me  how 
little  chance  /shall  have  Avith  you." 

Not  waiting  to  hear  an  ansAver  to  this 
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speech,  I  iirose  and  took  my  luit,  and 
pressing  Belton'shand  cordially,  as  I  asked 
him  to  dinner  for  that  day,  I  hurried  out 
of  the  room.  Not,  however,  without  his 
Iniving  time  to  whisper  to  me  : 

"Tliat  affair  is  all  arrano-ed — have  no 
further  uneasiness  on  tiie  subject." 

I  was  in  the  street  in  the  midst  of  the 
moving,  bustling  population,  with  all  the 
life,  din,  aiul  turmoil  of  a  great  city  around 
me,  and  yet  I  stood  confounded  and  over- 
Avhelmed  by  what  I  had  just  witnessed. 
"And  this,"  said  I,  at  last,  'Ms  the  way  the 
business  of  the  world  goes  on — robbery, 
cheating,  intimidation,  and  overreaching 
are  the  politenesses  men  reciprocate  with 
each  other  !"  Ah,  Tom,  with  Avhat  scanty 
justice  we  regard  our  poor  hard-working, 
half-starved,  and  ragged  people,  when  men 
of  rank,  station,  and  refinement  are  such 
culprits  as  this  !  Xor  could  I  help  con- 
fessing that  if  I  had  passed  my  life  at  home, 
in  my  own  country,  such  an  instance  as  I 
had  just  seen  had,  in  all  likelihood,  never 
occurred  to  me.  The  truth  is,  that  there 
is  a  simplicity  in  the  life  of  poor  countries 
that  almost  excludes  such  a  craft  as  that 
of  a  swindler.  Society  must  be  a  complex 
and  intricate  machinery  where  they  are  to 
thrive.  There  must  be  all  the  thousand 
requirements  that  are  begotten  of  a  pam- 
pered and  luxurious  civilization,  and  all 
the  faults  and  frailties  that  grow  out  of 
these.  Your  well-bred  scoundrel  trades 
upon  the  follies,  the  weaknesses,  the  foibles, 
rather  than  the  vices  of  the  world,  and  his 
richest  harvest  lies  amongst  those  who 
have  ambitions  above  their  station,  and 
pretentions  unsuited  to  their  poverty — in 
one  word,  to  the  "Dodds  of  this  world, 
svhether  they  issue  from  Tipperary  or 
Yorkshire,  whether  their  tongue  betray 
the  Celt  or  the  Saxon  ! " 

I  grew  very  moral  on  this  theme  as  I 
walked  along,  and  actually  found  myself 
at  my  own  door  before  I  knew  where  I 
Avas.  I  discovered  that  Morris  and  his 
mother  had  been  visiting  Mrs.  D.  in  my 
absence,  and  that  the  interview  had  passed 
off  satisfactorily  Gary's  bright  and  cheery 
looks  sufticiently  assured  me.  Perhaps  she 
Avas  "not  i'  the  vein,"  or  perhaps  she  was 
awed  by  the  presence  of  real  wealth  and 
fortune,  but  1  was  glad  to  find  that  ]\Irs. 
I),  scarcely  more  than  alluded  to  the  splen- 
dours of  Dodsborougli  ;  nor  did  she  bring 
in  the  ^M'Carthys  more  than  four  times 
during  their  stay.  This  is  encouraging, 
Tom  ;  and  who  knows  but  in  time  we  may 
be  able  to  "lay  this  family,"  and  live  with- 
out the  terrors  uf  their  resurrection  I 

The  Morrises  are  to  dine  with  us,  and  I 


only  trust  that  we  shall  not  give  them  a 
"  taste  of  our  quality"  in  high  living,  for 
I  have  just  caught  sight  of  a  fellow  with  a 
white  cap,  going  into  Mrs.  D.'s  dressing- 
room,  and  the  preparations  are  evidently 
considerable.  Here's  Mary  Anne  saying 
she  has  something  of  consequence  to  im- 
part to  me,  and  so,  for  the  present,  fare- 
well. 

The  murder  is  out,  Tom,  and.  all  the 
mystery  of  Morris's  missing  letter  made 
clear.  Mrs.  D.  received  it  during  my  ill- 
ness at  Genoa,  and  finding  it  to  be  a  pro- 
posal of  marriage  to  Cary,  took  it  upon 
her  to  write  an  indignant  refusal.  Mary 
Anne  has  just  confessed  the  Avhole  to  me 
in  strict  secrecy,  frankly  owning  that  she 
herself  was  the  great  culprit  on  the  occa- 
sion, and  that  the  terms  of  the  reply  were 
actually  dictated  by  her.  She  said  that 
her  present  avoAval  Avas  made  less  in  repa- 
ration for  her  misconduct — Avhich  siie 
owned  to  be  inexcusable — than  as  an  obli- 
gation she  felt  under  to  requi  3  the  admi- 
rable behaviour  of  Morris,  Avho,  by  this 
time,  must  have  surmised  Avhat  had  occur- 
red, and  Avhose  gentlemanlike  feeling  re- 
coiled from  vindicating  himself  at  the  cost 
of  family  disunion  and  exposure. 

I  tell  you  frankly,  Tom,  that  Mary 
Anne's  oavu  candour,  the  honest,  straight- 
forward Avay  in  Avhich  she  told  me  the 
Avhole  incident,  amply  repays  me  for  all  the' 
annoyance  it  occasioned.  Her  conduct 
now  assures  me  that,  notAvithstanding  all 
the  corrupting  influences  of  our  life  abroad, 
the  girl's  generous  nature  has  still  survived, 
and  may  yet,  Avith  good  care,  be  trained  :ip 
to  high  deservings.  Of  course  she  enjoined 
me  to  secrecy  ;  but  even  had  she  not  done 
so,  I'd  have  respected  her  confidence.  I 
am  scarcely  less  pleased  Avith  Morris,  Avhose 
delicacy  is  no  bad  guarantee  for  the  future  ; 
so  that  for  once,  at  least,  my  dear  Tom, 
you  find  me  in  good  humour  Avith  all  the 
Avorld,  nor  is  it  my  OAvn  fault  if  I  be  not 
oftener  so  !  You  may  smile,  Tom,  at  my 
self-flattery  ;  but  I  repeat  it.  All  my  phi- 
losophy  of  life  has  been  to  submit  with  a 
good  grace,  and  make  the  best  of  cvery- 
tbiug-^to  think  as  Avell  of  everybody  as 
they"  Avonld  permit  me  to  do  ;  and  when, 
as  Avill  happen,  events  Avent  cross-grain, 
and  all  fell  out  ''  Avrong,"  I  Avas  quite  ready 
to  '•  forget  my  OAvn  g-riefs,  and  be  happy 
with  you."  And  noAV  to  dinner,  Tom, 
where  I  mean  to  drink  your  health  I 

It  is  all  settled  ;  though  I  have  no  doubt, 
after  so  many  "  false  starts,"  you'll  still  ex- 
pect to  hear  a  contradiction  to  this  in  my 
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next  letter  ;  but  you  may  believe  me  this 
time,  Tom.  Ciiry  is  to  be  married  on  Sut- 
iirday  ;  and  that  you  may  have  stronger 
coniidence  in  my  words>  I  beg  to  assure 
you  that  I  have  not  bestowed  on  her,  as 
iier  marriage  portion,  either  imaginary 
estates  or  mock  domains.  She  is  neither 
to  be  thought  an  Irish  Princess  "en  re- 
traite,"  nor  to  be  the  proud  possessor  of  the 
'■'M'Oarthy  diamonds."  In  a  word,  Tom, 
we  have  contrived,  by  some  good  luck,  to 
conduct  the  whole  of  this  negotiation  with- 
out involving  ourselves  in  a  labyrinth  of 
lies,  and  the  consequence  has  been  a  very 
wide-spread  happiness  and  contentment. 

Morris  improves  every  hour  on  nearer 
acquaintance ;  and  even  Mrs.  D.  acknowl- 
edges, that  when  *'  his  shyness  rubs  off, 
he'll  be  downright  agreeable  and  amusing." 
Now,  tliat  same  shyness  is  very  little  more 
than  the  constitutional  coldness  of  Ms 
country,  more  palpable  when  contrasted 
with  the  over-warmth  of  ours.  It  never 
does  rub  off,  Tom,  which  unfortunately 
our  cordiality  occasionally  does  ;  and  hence 
the  praise  bestowed  on  the  constancy  of 
one  country,  and  the  censure  on  the 
cliangeability  of  the  other.  But  this  is  no 
time  for  such  dissertations,  nor  is  my  head 
in  a  condition  to  follow  them  out. 

The  house  is  beset  witii  milliners,  jewel- 
lers, and  other  seductionists  of  the  same 
.type  ;  and  Mrs.  D.'s  voice  is  loud  in  the 
drawing-room  on  the  merits  of  Brussels 
lace  and  the  becomingness  of  rubies.  Even 
Gary  appears  to  have  yielded  somewhat  to 
the  temptation  of  these  vanities,  and  gives 
a  passing  glance  at  herself  in  the  glass 
Avitliout  any  very  marked  disapproval. 
James  is  in  ecstasies  with  Morris,  who  has 
confided  all  his  horse  arrangements  to  his 
'especial  care  ;  and  he  sits  in  solemn  con- 
clave every  morning  with  half  a  dozen 
stunted,  knock-kneed  bipeds,  in  earnest 
discussion  of  thorough-breds,  weight  car- 
riers, and  fencers,  and  talks  Bell's  Life 
half  the  day  afterwards. 

But,  above  all,  Mary  Anne  has  pleased 
me  throughoi'.t  the  whole  transaction. 
ISot  a  shadow  of  jealousy,  not  the  faintest 
colouring  of  any  unworthy  rivalry  has  in- 
terfered with  her  sisterly  affection,  and 
her  whole  heart  seems  devoted  to  Gary's 
happiness.  Handsome  as  she  always  was, 
the  impulse  of  a  high  motive  has  elevated 
the  character  of  her  beauty,  and  rendered 
her  perfectly  lovely.  So  Belton  would 
seem  to  tliink  also,  if  I  were  only  to  pro- 
nounce from  the  mere  expression  of  his 
face  as  he  looks  at  her. 

I  must  close  this  at  once  ;    there  is  no 


use  in  my  trying  to  journalise  any  longer, 
for  events  follow  too  fast  for  recording; 
besides,  Tom,  in  the  midst  of  all  my  hap- 
piness there  comes  a  dash  of  sadness  across 
me  that  I  am  so  soon  to  part  with  one  so 
dear  to  me  !  The  first  branch  that  drops 
from  the  tree  tells  the  story  of  the  decay 
at  the  trunk  ;  and  so  it  is  as  the  chairs 
around  your  hearth  become  tenantless,  you 
are  led  to  think  of  the  dark  winter  of  old 
age,  the  long  night  before  the  longer  jour- 
ney I  This  is  all  selfishness,  mayhap,  and 
so  no  more  of  it.  On  Saturday  the  wed- 
ding, Tom  ;  the  Morrises  start  for  Rome, 
and  the  Dodds  for  Ireland.  Ay,  my  old 
friend,  once  more  we  shall  meet,  and,  if  I 
know  myself,  not  to  part  again  till  our 
passports  are  made  out  for  a  better  place. 
And  now,  my  dear  friend,  for  the  last  time 
on  foreign  ground, 

I  am  yours  ever  affectionately, 

Kenny  James  Dodd. 

Tell  Mrs.  G-allagher  to  have  fires  in  all 
the  rooms,  and  to  see  that  IS^elligan  has  a 
look  to  the  roof  where  the  rain  used  to 
come  in.  We  must  try  and  make  the  old 
house  comfortable,  and  if  we  cannot  have 
the  blue  sky  without,  we'll  at  least  en- 
deavour to  secure  the  means  of  an  Irish 
welcome  within  doors. 

I  suppose  it  must  be  a  part  of  that  per- 
versity that  pertains  to  human  nature  in 
everything,  but  now  that  I  have  deter- 
mined on  going  home  again,  I  fancy  I  can 
detect  a  hundred  advantages  to  be  derived 
from  foreign  travel  and  foreign  residence. ' 
You  will,  of  course,  meet  me  by  saying, 
"What  ai"e  your  own  experiences,  Kenny 
Efodd  ?  Do  they  serve  to  confirm  this  im- 
pi'ession  ?  Have  you  the  evidences  of  such 
within  the  narrow  circle  of  your  own 
family?"  No,  Tom,  I  must  freely  own 
I  have  not.  But  I  am  perhaps  able  to  say 
why  it  has  been  so,  and  even  that  same  is 
something. 

You  can  scarcely  take  up  a  number  of 
the  Time><  without  reading  of  some  newly 
arrived  provincial  in  London  being  "done" 
by  sharpers,  through  the  devices  of  a  very 
stale  piece  of  roguery;  his  appearance,  his 
dress,  and  his  general  air  being  the  signs 
which  have  proclaimed  him  a  fit  subject 
for  deception.  So  it  is  abroad  ;  a  certain 
class  of  travellers,  the  "Dodds"  for  in- 
stance, ramble  about  Switzerland  and  the 
Rhine  country,  John  Murray  in  hand, 
speaking  unintelligible  French,  and  poking 
their  noses  everywhere.  So  long  as  they 
are  migratory,  they  form  the  prey  of  inn- 
keepers and  the  liarvest  of  Laquais  de 
Place  J  but  when  they  settle  and  domesti- 
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catc,  they  become  the  mark  for  ridicule 
from  some,,  and  for  robbery  from  others. ' 
If  tliey  be  wealthy,  much  is  conceded  to 
them  for  their  money — that  is,  their  house 
Avill  be  frequented,  their  dinners  eaten, 
their  balls  danced  at;  but  as  to  any  ad- 
mission into  "the  society"  of  the  place, 
they  have  no  chance  of  it.  Some  Lord 
Ge(H%'e  of  their  acquaintance,  cut  by  his 
equals,  and  shunned  by  his  own  set,  will 
undertake  to  provide  them  guests  ;  and  so 
far  as  their  own  hospitalities  extend,  they 
will  be  "in  the  world,"  but  not  one  jot 
further.  The  illustrious  company  that 
honours  your  soiree,  amuses  itself  with  racy 
stories  of  your  bad  French,  or  flippant  de- 
scriptions of  your  wife's  '"toilette;"  nor 
is  it  enough  that  they  ridicule  these,  but 
they  will  even  make  laughing  matter  of 
your  homely  notions  of  right  and  wrong, 
and  scoff  at  what  you  know  and  feel  to  be 
the  very  best  things  in  your  nature.  Your 
** noble  friend,"  or  somebody  else's  ''noble 


friend,"  has  said  in  public  that  you  are  "  no- 
body," and  every  Marquis  in  his  garret,  and 
every  Count  with  half  the  income  of  your 
cook,  despises  as  he  dines  with  you.  And 
you  deserve  it,  too  ;  richly  de.-erve  it,  I  say. 
Had  you  come  on  the  Continent  to  be 
abroad  what  you  were  well  contented  to  be 
at  home^had  you  abstained  from  the 
mockery  of  a  class  you  never  belonged  to — 
had  you  settled  down  amidst  those  your 
equals  in  rank,  and  often  much  more  than 
your  equals  in  knowledge  and  acquire- 
ment— your  journey  would  not  have  been 
a  series  of  disappointments.  You  would 
have  seen  much  to  delight  and  interest, 
and  much  to  improve  you.  You  would 
have  educated  your  minds  while  richly  en- 
joying yourselves;  and  Avhile  forming 
pleasant  intimacies,  and  even  friendships, 
widened  the  sphere  of  your  sympathies  with 
mankind,  and  assuredly  have  escaped  no 
small  share  of  the  misfortunes  and  mishapg 
that  befell  the  "Dodd  Family  Abroad." 


Tpie  Confessions  of  Con  Cregan. 


PREFACE. 

An  eminent  apothecary  of  my  acquaint- 
ance once  told  me  that  at  each  increase  to 
his  family,  he  added  ten  per  cent,  to  the 
price  of  his  drugs,  and  as  his  quiver  was 
full  of  daughters,  Bhickdraught,  when  I 
knew  him,  was  a  more  costly  cordial  than 
Curayoa. 

To  apply  this  to  my  own  case,  I  may 
mention  that  I  had  a  daugliter  born  to  me 
about  the  time  this  story  dates  from,  and 
not  having  at  my  command  the  same 
resource  as  my  friend  the  chemist,  I  adopted 
the  alternative  of  writing  another  story,  to 
be  published  contemporaneously  witii  that 
now  api)earing — '*  The  Daltons;'"  and  not 
to  incur  the  rein-oach  so  natural  in  criticism 
— of  over-writing  myself — I  took  care  that 
the  work  should  come  out  without  a  name. 

I  am  not  sure  that  I  made  any  attempt 
to  disguise  my  style  ;  I  was  conscious  of 
scores  of  blemishes — I  decline  to  call  tliem 
mannerisms — that  would  betray  me  :  but  I 
bolieve  1  trusted  most  of  all  to  the  fact 
that  I  was  making  my  montlily  appearance 
to  rhe  world  in  another  story,  and  with 
another  -publisher,  and  I  had  my  hoi^e  that 
my  small  duplicity  would  thus  escape 
undetected. 

I  was  aware  that  there  was  a  certain 
amount  of  peril  in  running  an  opposition} 
coach  on  the  line  I  had  made  in  some 
degree  my  own  ;  not  to  say  that  it  might 
be  (jucstionable  policy  to  glut  the  public 
with  a  kind  of  writing  more  remarkable  for 
peculiarity  than  perfection. 

I  remember  that  excellent  Irishman 
Bianconi,  not  the  less  Irish  that  he  was  born 
at  Lucca — which  was  simjily  a  'MniU" — 
once  telling  me  that  to  popularize  a  road 
on  which  few  people  were  then  travelling, 
ftud  on  which  his  daily  two-horse  car  was 
accustomed  to  go  its  journey,  Avith  two  or 
flt  most  three  passengers,  the  idea  occurred 
to  him  that  he  would  start  an  opposition 


conveyance,  of  course  in  perfect  secrecy, 
and  with  every  outward  show  of  its  being 
a  genuine  rival.  He  effected  his  object 
with  such  success,  that  his  own  agents  were 
completely  taken,  in,  and  never  weaned  of 
reporting,  for  his  gratification,  all  the 
shortcomings  and  disasters  of  the  rival 
company. 

At  length,  and  when  the  struggle  be- 
tween the  competitors  was  at  its  height, 
one  of  his  drivers  rushed  fractically  into 
his  office  one  day,  crying  out,  "Give  a 
crown-piece  to  drink  your  honour's  liealrh 
for  what  I  done  to-day." 

'MVhat  was  it,  Larry  ?" 

"  I  killed  the  yallow  mare  of  the  o[)po- 
sition  car  ;  I  passed  her  on  the  lung  hill, 
when  she  was  blown,  and  I  bruk  her  heart 
before  she  reached  the  to})."' 

'*■  After  this  I  gave  up  the  opposition," 
said  my  friend,  "  '  mocking  was  catching,"  as 
the  old  proverb  says  ;  and  I  thought  that 
one  might  carry  a  joke  a  little  too  far." 

I  had  this  experience  before  me,  and  I 
will  not  say  it  did  not  impress  me.  Mv 
puzzle  was,  however,  in  this  wise  :  I  ima- 
gined I  did  not  care  on  which  horse  I  stood 
to  win;  in  other  words,  I  persuaded  myself 
that  it  was  a  matter  of  perfect  indifft'rL'ncf 
to  me  which  book  took  best  with  tlit- 
pnblic,  and  whether  the  reader  thought 
better  of  ''The  Daltons  ''  or  "  Con  Cregan," 
that  it  could  in  no  way  concern  me. 

That  I  totally  misunderstood  myself,  "r 
misconceived  tlie  case  before  me.  I  am  now 
quite  readv  to  own.  For  one  notice  of 
'•The  Dal  Tons  "by  the  Press,  there  were 
at  least  three  or  four  of  ''Con  Cregan," 
and  while  the  former  was  dismissed  with  a 
few  polite  and  measured  phrases,  the  latter 
was  largely  praised  and  freely  quoted.  >»'or 
was  thts  all.  The  critics  *  discovered  in 
•'  Cou  Cregan  "  a  freshness  and  a  vigour 
which  were  so  sadly  deficient  in  "  The 
Daltons."  It  was,  they  averred,  the  work 
of  a  less  practised  writer,  but  of  one  whose 
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lininoiir  was  more  subtle,  aiwl  whose  por- 
traits, rouglily  sketched  as  they  were,  in- 
dicated a  far  higher  power  than  the  avoH- 
knowu  author  of  "Han-y  Lorrequer." 

The  unknown — for  there  was  no  attempt 
to  guess  him — was  pronounced  not  to  be 
an  imitator  of  Mr.  Lever,  though  tlicre 
were  certain  small  points  of  resemblance  ; 
for  he  was  clearly  original  in  his  concep- 
tion of  character,  in  his  conduct  of  his 
story,  and  in  his  dialogues  ;  aiul  there 
were  traits  of  knov/iedgo  of  life,  in  scenes 
and  under  conditions  to  which  Mr.  Lever 
could  lay  no  claim.  One  critic,  who  had 
found  out  more  features  of  resemblance 
between  the  two  writei-s  than  his  colleagues, 
uttered  a  frieudiy  caution  to  Mr.  Lever  to 
look  to  his  laurels,  for  there  was  a  rival  in 
the  field  possessing  many  of  the  character- 
istics by  which  he  first  won  public  favour  ; 
but  a  racy  drollery  in  description  and  a 
quaintness  in  his  humour  all  his  own.  It 
was  the  amusement  of  one  of  my  children 
at  the  time  to  collect  these  sage  comments 
and  torment  me  with  their  judgments,  and 
I  remember  a  droll  little  note-book,  in 
Avhich  they  were  pasted,  and  read  aloud 
from  time  to  time  with  no  sn^all  amuse- 
ment and  laughter. 

One  or  two  of  these  I  have  even  now 
before  me  : — 

''Our  new  novelist  has  great  stuff  in 
nim. " — Bath  Gazette. 

'' '  Con  Cregan  ' — author  unknown — be- 
gins promisingly  ;  his  first  number  is  a  de- 
cided hit." — Cambridge  Chronicle. 

"The  writer  of  'Con  Cregan 'is  anew 
hand,  but  we  predict  he  will  be  a  success." 
Cambridge  A  dvertiser. 

"  A  new  tale,  in  a  style  with  which 
Lever  and  his  followers  have  made  us  ac- 
quainted. " — Ha rnpsh  ire  A  dvert iser. 

"  This  tale  is  from  the  pen  of  an  able 
Irish  writer.  The  dialogue  is  very  smart- 
ly written,  so  much  so — and  we  cannot  pay 
the  writer  a  more  genaine  compliment — 
that  it  bespeaks  the  author  to  be  an  Irish- 
man, &c." — Somerset  Gazette. 

"'Con  Cregan' — by  an  unnamed  au- 
thor— is  a  new  candidate  for  popularity, 
&c." — Northern  Whig,  Belfast. 

"The  writer  must  be  an  Irishman." — 
Nottingham  Gazette. 

"A  new  barque,  launched  by  an  un- 
known builder." — Cheltenham  Chronide.     \ 

"That    the   author's    name   is  not  dis- 
closed will  not  affect  the  })opulai-ity  of  this 
work — one  of  the  most  attractive,  &c." — : 
Oxford  Journal.  j 

"This  is  a  new  tale  by  the  pen  of  some 
able  Irish  writer,  the  first  part  of   which ' 


is  only  published." — Ten  Town  Messen~ 
ger. 

"Another  new  candidate  for  popular 
fame,  and  'Ilari-y  Lorrequer'  had  better 
look  to  his  laurels.  There  is  a  poacher  in 
the  manor  in  the  person  of  the  writer  of 
'  Con  Cregan. ' " —  Yorksh  ireman. 

'•  '  Con  Cregan  '  promises  to  become  as 
great  a  fact  as  '  liari-y  Loi-requer.'  " — Pco- 
pie's  Journal. 

"The  author  of  '  Con  Cregan,'  whoeven: 
he  be,  is  no  ordinary  man." 

"  Another  daring  author  has  entei-ed  the 
lists,  and  with  evei'y  promise  of  success." 
— Exeter  Post. 

It  may  sound  very  absurd  lo  confess  it, 
but  I  was  excessively  provoked  at  the 
superior  success  of  the  unacknowledged 
book,  and  felt  the  rivalry  to  the  full  as 
painfully  as  though  I  had  never  written  a 
line  of  it.  Was  it  that  I  thought  well  of 
one  story  and  very  meanly  of  the  other  ; 
and  in  consequence  Avas  angry  at  the  want 
of  concurrence  of  my  critics  ?  I  susj)ect 
not.  I  rather  imagine  I  felt  hurt  at  dis- 
covering how  little  hold  I  had,  in  my 
acknowledged  name,  on  a  public  with 
whom  I  fancied  myself  onsuch  good  terms, 
and  it  pained  me  to  see  with  what  little 
difficulty  a  new  and  a  nameless  man  could 
push  for  the  place  I  had  believed  to  be  my 
own. 

"The  Daltons"  I  always  wrote,  after 
my  habit,  in  the  morning  ;  I  never  turned 
to  "Con  Cregan"  until  nigh  midnight; 
and  I  can  still  remember  the  widely  dif- 
ferent feelings  with  which  I  addressed 
myself  to  the  task  I  liked,  and  to  a  story 
which,  in  the  absurd  fashion  I  have  men- 
tioned, was  associated  will)  Avounded  self- 
love. 

It  is  scarce!}'  necessary  for  me  to  say  that 
there  Avas  no  plan  Avhatever  in  this  book. 
My  notion  Avas,  that  "  Con  Cregan,"  once 
created,  would  not  fail  to  find  adventures. 
The  vicissitudes  of  daily  ])overty  Avould 
beget  shifts  and  contrivances  ;  with  these 
successes  Avould  come  ambition  and  daring. 
Meanwhile  a  growing  knowledge  of  life 
would  develop  his  character,  and  I  should 
soon  see  Avhether  he  Avould  Avin  the  silver 
spoon  or  spoil  the  horn.  I  ask  pardon  in 
the  most  humble  manner  for  presuming 
for  a  moment  to  associate  my  jiero  Avith 
the  great  original  of  Le  >Sage.  But  I  used 
the  Avord  "Ii-ish"  adjectively,  and  Avith 
the  same  amount  of  qualification  that  one 
employs  to  a  diamojid,  and  indeed,  as  I 
have  read  it  in  a  London  paper,  to  a 
"  Lord." 

An    American  officer,   of    whom  I  saAV 
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much  !it  tlic  time,  was  my  guide  to  tlic 
interior  of  Mexico  ;  he  had  been  originally 
in  the  Santa  Fe  expedition,  was  a  man  of 
most  advent lu-ous  disposition,  and  a  love 
of  stirring  incident  and  peril,  tliat  even 
broken-down  health  and  a  failing  constitu- 
tion could  not  subdue. 

It  was  often  very  difficult  for  me  to  tear 
myself  away  from  liis  Texan  and  Mexican 
experiences,  his  wild  scenes  of  prairie  life, 
or  his  sojourn  amongst  Indian  tribes,  and 
keep  to  the  more  commonplace  events  of 
my  own  story  ;  nor  could  all  my  entreaties 
confine  hhn  to  those  dcscri[)tions  of  })laces 
and  scenes  which  I  needed  for  my  own 
characters. 

The  saunter  after  tea-time,  with  this 
companion,  generally  along  that  little  river 
that  tumbles  through  the  valley  of  the 
IJagnodi  Lucca,  was  the  usual  preparation 
for  my  night's  work  ;  and  I  came  to  it  as 
intensely  possessed  by  Mexico — dress,  man- 
ner, and  landscape — as  though  I  had  been 
drawing  on  the  recollection  of  a  former 
journey. 

So  com})letely  separated  in  m}'  mind 
were  the  two  tales  by  the  different  parts  of 
the  day  in  which  I  wrote  them,  that  no 
character  of  *' The  Daltons"  ever  crossed 
my  mind  after  nightfall,  nor  was  there  a 
trace  of  "  Con  Cregan"  in  my  head  at  my 
breakfast  next  morning. 

None  of  the  characters  of  tliis  story  have 
been  taken  from  life.  The  one  bit  of 
reality  in  the  whole  is  in  the  sketch  of 
'' Anticosti,"  where  I  myself  suffered  once 
a  very  small  shipwreck  ;  but  of  which  I 
retain  a  very  vivid  recollection  to  this  hour. 

I  have  already  owned  that  I  bore  a 
grudge  to  the  story  as  I  wrote  it ;  nor  have 
I  outlived  the  memory  of  the  ciiagrin  it  cost 
me,  though  it  is  many  a  year  since  I 
acknowledged  that  "Con  Cregan"  was  by 
the  author  of  "Harry  Lorrequer." 


CHAPTER  I. 


A  TEEP   AT   MY   FATHER. 


"When  wc  shall  have  become  better  ac- 
quainted, my  worthy  reader,  there  will  be 
little  necessity  for  my  insisting  upon  a 
fact  which,  at  this  early  stage  of  our  inti- 
macy, r  deem  it  requisite  to  mention ; 
namely,  that  my  native  modesty  and  bash- 
fulness  are  only  second  to  my  veracity, 
and  that  while  the  latter  quality  in  a  man- 
ner compels  me  to  lay  ati  occasional  stress 
upon  my  own  goodness  of  heart,  generosi- 
ty, candour,  and  so  forth,  I  have,  notwith- 


standing, never  introduced  the  subject 
without  a  pang, —siu.'h  a  Jiang  as  only  a 
sensitive  and  diffident  nature  can  suffer  or 
comjirehend  ;  there  now,  not  anotiier  word 
of  preface  oi*  ai)ology  I 

I  was  born  in  a  little  cabin  on  the  bor- 
ders of  Meath  and  King's  County  :  it  stood 
on  a  small  triangular  bit  of  ground,  beside 
a  cross  road  ;  and  although  the  place  was 
surveyed  every  ten  years  or  so,  they  were 
never  able  to  say  to  which  county  we  be- 
longed ;  there  being  just  the  same  num- 
ber of  arguments  for  one  side  as  for  the 
other;  a  circumstance, many  believed,  that 
decided  my  father  in  hisoriginial  choice  of 
the  residence;  for  while,  under  the  "dis- 
puted boundary  question,"  he  i)aid  no 
rates  or  county  cess,  he  always  made  a 
point  of  voting  at  both  county  elections  ! 
This  may  seem  to  indicate  that  my  parent 
was  of  a  naturally  acute  habit ;  and  indeed 
the  way  he  became  possessed  of  the  bit  of 
ground  Avill  confirm  that  impression. 

There  was  nobody  of  the  rank  of  gentry 
in  the  parish,  nor  even  '•  s(|uii'een  ;"  tiie 
richest  being  a  farmci",  a  snug  old  fellow, 
one  Henry  M'Cabe,  that  had  two  sons, 
who  were  always  fighting  between  them- 
selves which  Avas  to  have  the  old  man's 
money.  Peter,  the  elder,  doing  everything 
to  injure  ^[at,  and  Mat  never  backward  in 
paying  off  the  obligation.  At  last  Mat, 
tired  out  in  the  struggle,  resolved  he  would 
bear  no  more.  He  took  leave  of  his  father 
one  night,  and  next  day  set  off  for  Dublin, 
and  "listed  in  the  "  Buffs."  Three  weeks 
after,  he  sailed  for  India;  and  the  old 
man,  overwhelmed  by  grief,  took  to  his 
bed,  and  never  arose  from  it  after. 

Not  that  his  death  was  any  way  sudden, 
for  he  lingered  on  for  months  long  :  Peter 
always  teasing  him  to  make  his  will,  and 
be  revenged  on  "the  dirty  spali)een"  that 
disgraced  the  family:  but  old  Harry  as 
stoutly  resisting,  and  declaring  that  what- 
ever he  owned  should  be  fairly  livided  be- 
tween them. 

These  disputes  between  them  were  well 
known  in  the  neighborhood.  Few  of  the 
country  people  passing  the  house  at  night 
but  had  overheard  the  old  man's  weak  reedy 
voice,  and  Peter's  deep  hoarse  one,  in  al- 
tercation. When,  at  last — it  was  on  a 
Sunday  night — all  was  still  and  (|uiet  in 
the  house  ;  not  a  word,  not  a  footstep,  could 
be  heard,  no  more  than  if  it  were  unin- 
habited, the  neighbours  looked  knowingly 
at  each  other,  and  Avondered  if  the  old 
was  worse — if  he  were  dead  I 

It  was  a  little  after  midnight  that  a 
knock  came  to  the  door  of  our  cabin.  I 
heard  it  first,  for  I  used  to  sleep  in  a  little 
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snng  basket  near  tlio  fire  ;  l)iit  I  didn't 
ppeak,  lor  I  was  friiihteuL-d.  It  was  re- 
peated still  louder,  and  then  came  a  cry — 
'■'■  Con  Cregau  ;  Con,  I  say,  open  the  door  ! 
I  want  you."  I  knew  the  voice  well  ;  it 
was  Peter  M'Cabe's  ;  but  I  pretended  to 
be  fast  asleep,  and  snored  loudly.  At  last 
my  father  unbolted  the  door,  and  I  heard 
him  say,  "Oh,  Mr.  Peter,  what's  the  mat- 
ter ?  is  the  ould  man  worse  ?"' 

''Faix  that's  Avliat  he  is!  for  he's 
dead  ! "' 

"Glory  be  his  bed  !  when  did  it  hap- 
pen ?  " 

•'About  an  liour  ago,"  said  Peter,  in  a 
voice  that  even  I  from  my  corner  could 
perceive  was  greatly  agitated.  ''  He  died 
like  an  ould  haythen.  Con,  and  never  made 
a  will!" 

'•'That's  bad,"  says  my  father,  for  he  was 
always  a  polite  man,  and  said  whatever 
was  ])leasing  to  the  company. 

'•'  It  is  bad,"  said  Peter  ;  "but  it  would 
be  worse  if  we  couldn't  help  it.  Listen  to 
me  now,  Corny,  I  want  ye  to  help  me  in 
this  business  ;  and  here's  five  guineas  in 
goold,  if  ye  do  Avhat  I  bid  \'e.  You  know 
that  ye  were  always  reckoned  the  image  of 
my  father,  and  before  he  took  ill  ye  were 
mistaken  for  each  other  every  dav  of  the 
week." 

"Anan!"  said  my  father;  for  he  was 
getting  frightened  at  the  notion,  Avithont 
well  knowing  why. 

'•  A\  ell,  w'liat  I  want  is,  for  ye  to  come 
over  to  the  house,  and  get  into  the  bed." 

'•' Xot  beside  the  corpse?"  said  my 
father,  trembling. 

'•  By  no  means  ;  but  by  yourself  ;  and 
yon'reto  pretend  to  be  my  father,  and.  that 
ye  want  to  make  yer  wall  before  ye  die  ; 
and  then  I'll  send  for  the  neighbours,  and 
Billy  SccUilan  the  schoolmaster,  and  ye'll 
ti.-ll  him  what  to  Avrite,  laving  all  the  farm 
and  evei-ytliing  to  me, — ye  understand. 
And  as  the  neighbours  will  see  ye,  and  hear 
yer  voice,  it  will  never  be  believed  but  that 
it  was  himself  that  did  it." 

"The  room  must  be  very  dark,"  says  my 
father. 

"To  be  sure  it  will,  but  have  no  fear  I 
Xobody  will  dare  to  come  nigh  the  bed  ; 
and  ye'll  only  have  to  make  a  cross  with 
yer  pen  nndcr  the  name." 

"  And  the  pviest  ?"  said  my  father. 

"  My  father  quarrelled  withhim  last  week 
about  the  Easter  dues  :  and  Father  Tom 
said  he'd  not  give  him  the  'rites':  and 
timt's  lucky  now  !  Come  along  now,  quick, 
for  we've  no  time  to  lose  :  it  must  be  all  fin- 
ished before  the  day  breaks." 

My  father  did  not  lose  much  time  at  his 


toilet,  for  he  just  wrapped  his  big  coat 
'round  him,  and  slipping  on  his  brogues, 
left  the  hou'se.  I  sat  up  in  the  bnsket  and 
listened  till  they  were  gone  some  minutes  ; 
and  then,  in  a  costume  as  light  as  my 
parent's,  set  out  after  them,  to  watch  the 
course  of  the  adventure.  I  thought  to 
take  a  short  cut,  and  be  before  them  ;  but 
by  bad  luck  I  fell  into  a  bog-hole,  and  only 
escaped  being  drowned  by  a  chance.  As  it 
was,  Avhen  I  reached  the  house,  the  per- 
formance had  already  begun. 

■  I  think  I  see  the  Avhole  scene  this  instant 
before  my  eyes,  as  I  sat  on  a  little  window 
with  one  pane,  and  that  a  broken  one,  and 
surveyed  the  proceeding.  It  v\'as  a  large 
room,  at  one  end  of  which  was  a  bed,  and 
beside  it  a  table,  with  physic-bottles,  and 
spoons,  and  tea-cups ;  a  little  farther  off 
was  another  table,  at  which  sat  Billy 
Scanlan,  with  all  manner  of  writing  raate- 
rials  before  him.  The  country  people  sat 
two,  sometimes  three,  deep  round  tiie  walls, 
all  intently  eager  and  anxious  for  the  com- 
ing event.  Peter  himself  w^ent  from  place 
to  place,  trying  to  sniother  his  grief,  and 
occasionally  helping  '  the  company  to 
whiskey — which  was  supplied  with  more 
than  accustomed  liberality. 

All  my  consciousness  of  the  deceit  and 
trickery  could  not  deprive  tlie  scene  of  a 
certain  solemnity.  The  misty  distance  of 
the  half-lighted  room  ;  the  highly-wrought 
expression  of  the  country  pco])le's  faces, 
never  more  intensely  excited  than  at  some 
moment  of  this  kind  ;  the  low,  deep-drawn 
Ijreathings,  unbroken  save  by  a  sigh  or  a 
sob — the  tribute  of  affectionate  sorrow  to 
some  lost  friend,  whose  memoiy  was  thus 
forcibly  brought  back  :  these,  I  repeat  it, 
were  all  so  real,  that,  as  I  looked,  a  thril- 
ling sense  of  awe  stole  over  me,  and  I 
actually  shook  with  fear. 

A  low  faint  cough,  from  the  dark  corner 
where  the  bed  stood,  seemed  to  cause  even 
a  deeper  stillness;  and  then  in  a  silence, 
where  the  buzzing  of  a  fly  would  have  been 
heard,  my  father  said,  "Where's  Billy 
Scanlan  ?     I  want  to  mnke  my  will  !" 

''  lie's  here,  father  ! ''  said  iPetcr,  taking 
Billy  by  the  hand  and  leading  him  to  the 
bedside. 

"Write  what  I  bid  ye,  Billy,  and  be 
quick  ;  for  I  hav'n't  a  long  time  afore  me 
liere.  I  die  a  good  Catholic,  though 
Father  O'lvafPertv  won't  sfive'  me  the 
••  rites  ! ' " 

A  general  chorus  of  muttered  "Oh! 
musha,  musha,"was  noAV  heard  through 
the  room  ;  but  whether  in  grief  over  the 
sad  fate  of  the  dying  man,  or  the  unflinch- 
ing severity  of  the  priest,  is  hard  to  say 
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"I  die  ill  ])Ciicc  with  all  n)y  iieii,'lib(jur3   scclonan.     Ah,  blcst-ed  Ijc  the  saints!    but 


mid  all  mankind  I  " 

AnutiiLT  chorus  of  the  company  seemed 
to  approve  these  charitable  expressions. 

"I  be'iueutii  unto  my  son,  Peter, — and 
never  was  there  a  better  son,  or  a  decenter 


I  feel  my  heart  lighter  after  that,"  says  he  ; 
'*  a  good  Work  makes  an  easy  conscience  ; 
and  now  I'll  drink  all  the  company's  good 
health,  and  man}-  happy  returns 


What  he  was  going  to  add,  there's  no 
Ijoy  I — have  you  that  down  ?  I  befpieath  saying  ;  but  Peter,  who  was  now  terribly 
unto  mv  son,'  Peter,  the  whole  of  my  two  frightened  at  the  lively  tone  tlio  sick  man 


farms  of  Killimundoonery  and  Kn<^ckshe- 
boora,  with    tlie    fallow    meadows    behind 


was  assuming,  hurried  all  the  people  away 
into  another  room,  to  let  his  father  die  in 


Lyiieh's  house  ;  the  forge,  and  the  right  of  peace, 
turf  on  the  Dooraii  bog.  I  give  him,  and  ;  When  they  were  all  gone,  Peter  slipped 
much  good  may  it  do  him,  Lanty  (.'assarn's  back  to  my  father,  who  was  putting  on  his 
acre,  and  the  Luary  field,  with  the  lime- I  brogues  in  a  corner  :  '*Con,"  says  he,  "ye 
kiln  ;  and  that  reminds  me  that  my  mouth  '  did  it  all  well  ;  but  sure  that  was  a  joke 
is  just  as  dry  ;  let  me  taste  what  ye  have  in  ^  about  the  two  acres  at  the  cross." 
the  jug."  Jlere  the  dying  man  took  a  "Of  course  it  was,  Peter,"  says  he; 
very  hearty  pull,  and  seemed  considerably  "sure  it  was  all  a  joke  for  the  matter  of 
refreshed  by  it.  '•'Where  was  I,  Billy  that:  won't  I  make  the  neighbours  laugh. 
.Scanlan  ?"  says  lie  ;  "  oh,  I  remember,  at  hearty  to-morrow  when  I  tell  them  all 
the  limekiln  ;   I  leave  him — that's   Peter,  |  about  it  I  " 

I  mean — the  two  potato-gardens  at  Noon- j  "You  wouldn't  be  mean  enough  to  be- 
au's Well ;  and  it  is  the  elegant  fine  crops  I  tray  me?"  says  Peter,  trembling  with 
grows  tliere."  [fright. 

"  An't  you  gettin' wake,  father  darlin'?"  "Sure  ye  wouldn't  be  mean  enough  to 
says  Peter  ;  who  bagan  to  be  afraid  of  my  go  against  yer  father's  dying  words  ?''says 
father's  loquaciousness ;  for,  to  say  the  my  father ;  "  the  last  sentence  ever  he 
truth,  the  puncli  got  into  his  head,  and  he  spoke ; "  and  here  he  gave  a  low  wicked 
was  greatly  disposed  to  talk.  !  laugh,  that  made  myself  shake   with  fear. 

"I  am,  Peter,  my  son,"  says  he  ;  ''I  am  |  "Very  well.  Con  I"  says  Peter,  holding 
getting  wake  ;  just  touch  my  lips  again  lout  his  hand  ;  "a  barLrain's  a  bargain  ;  yer 
with  the  jug.  Ah,  Peter,  Peter,  you  wa- [  a  deep  fellow,  that's  all  I"  and  so  it  end- 
tered  the  drink  I "  |  ed  ;  and  my  father  slipped  rpiietly  home 

"Xo,  indeed,  father;  but  it's  the  taste  i  over  the  bog,  mighty  well  satisfied  with 
is  leaving  you,"  says  Peter;  and  again  a  i  the  legacy  he  left  himself. 


low  chorus  of  compassionate  pity  mur- 
mured through  the  cabin. 

"Well,  I'm  nearly  done  now,'' says  my 
father :  "  there's  only  one  little  ]5lot  of 
ground  remaining  ;  and  I  put  it  on  you, 
Peter, — as  ye  wislrto  live  a  good  man,  and 
die  with  the  same  easy  heart  I  do  now, — 
that  ye  mind  my  last  words  to  ye  here. 
Are  ye  listening  ?  Are  the  neighbours  lis- 
tening ?     Is  Billy  Scanlan  listening  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  Yes,  father.  We're  all  mind- 
ing," chorused  the  audience, 


And  thus  Ave  became  the  owners  of  the 
little  spot  known  to  this  day  as  Con's 
Acre  ;  of  which,  moj'e  hereafter. 


My 

effect 


CHAPTER  II. 

AXO.IIER   PEEP  AT   MY  FATHER. 

father's  .prosperity    had   the 
it   has  in   similar  cases.      It 


usual 
lifted 


"Well,  then,  it's  my  last  will  and  testa-  him  into  a  different  s))here  of  com]ianion- 
ment,  and  ma\- — give  me  over  the  jug," — 'slrp,  and  suggested  new  habits  of  life.  Xo 
here  he  took  a  long  drink — ''and  may  that  \  longer  necessitated  to  laI)our  daily  for  iiis 
blessed  li(|Uor  be  jioison  to  me  if  I'm  not  i  bread,  by  a  very  slight  exercise  of  indns- 
as  eager  about  this  as  every  other  part  of  try  he  could  cultivate  his  "  potato-garden;" 
of  my  Avill  ;  I  say,  then,  I  bequeath  the  and  every  one  who  know<  anything  of  Ire- 
little  plot  at  the  cro>s-roads  to  poor  Con  land,  well  knows  thtit  the  jiotato  and  its 
Cregan  ;  for  he  has  a  heavy  charge,  and  is  coi-oUary — the  pig,  sujiply  every  want  of 
as  honest  and  as  hard-working  a  man  as  an  Irish  cottier  household, 
ever  I  knew.  .  Be  a  friend  to  him,  Peter,  Being  thus  at  lilu-rty  to  dispose  of  him- 
dear  ;  never  let  him  want  while  ye  have  it  self  and  his  time,  my  parent  was  enabled 
yourself  ;  think  of  me  on  my  death-bed  to  practise  a  long-desired  and  much-covet- 
whenever  he  a^ks  ye  for  any  trifle.  Is  it '  ed  mode  of  life,  which  was  to  frequent 
down,  Billy  Scanlan?  the  two  acres  at  the  "sheebeens"  and  alehouses,  and  all  simi- 
cross  to  Con  Cregan,  and  his  heirs  iu  seda   lar  places  of  resort ;   not,  indeed,  for  the 
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gratificiition  of  any  inission  for  drink, — for 
my  ftithcr  only  indulged  when  he  was 
''treated/'  iind  never  could  bring  himself 
to  spend  ;i  farthing  in  liquor  himself,  but 
Ids  great  fondness  for  these  places  took  its 
origin  in  his  passion  for  talk.  Never,  in- 
deed, lived  there  a  man — from  Lord 
IJrougham  himself  downwards — who  had 
a  greater  taste  for  gossip  and  loquacious- 
ness than  my  father.  It  mattered  little 
what  the  subject,  lie  was  always  ready  ; 
and  whether  it  were  a  crim.  con.  in  the 
newspapers,  a  seizure  for  rent,  a  marriage 
in  liigh  life,  or  a  pig  in  the  pound — there 
he  was,  cxi)laining  away  all  difficult  terms 
of  law  and  jurispruaence  ;  and  many  a 
difficulty  that  Tom  Cafferty,  the  post- 
master, had.  attempted  in  vain  to  solve, 
was,  by  a  kind  of  "  writ  of  error,"  removed 
to  my  father's  court  for  explanation  and 
decision. 

That  he  soon  became  a  kind  of  authori- 
ty in  the  neighbouring  town  of  Kilbeggan, 
need  not  excite  any  surprise.  It  is  men  of 
precisely  his  kind,  and  with  talents  of  an 
order  very  similar  to  Ids,  that  Avield  influ- 
ence in  the  great  cities  of  the  earth.  It  is 
yonr  talking,  pushing,  forward  men,  seem- 
ing always  confident  in  what  they  say — 
never  acknowledging  an  error  nor  confess- 
ing a  defeat,  who  take  the  lead  in  life. 
With  average  ability,  and  ten  times  the 
average  assurance,  they  reach  the  goal  that 
bashful  merit  never  even  so  much  as  gets 
within,  sight  of. 

His  chief  resort,  however,  was  the  Court 
of  Quarter  Sessions,  where  he  sat  from  the 
first  ojiening  case  to'  the  last  judgment, 
watching  with  an  intense  interest  all  the 
vacillating  changes  of  the  law's  uncertainty, 
which  unquestionably  were  not  in  any  way 
diminished  by  the  singular  individu;il  who 
presided  in  that  seat  of  justice.  Simon 
Ball — or  as  he  was  better  known  at  the  bar. 
Snow  Ball — an  epithet  he  owed  to  his  Avhite 
head  and  eyebrows,  had  f(ualificd  himself 
for  the  bench  by  improving  upon  the  pro- 
verbial attribute  of  justice.  He  was  not 
only  blind  but  deaf.  For  something  like 
forty-five  years  he  had  walked  the  hall  of 
the  Four  Courts  with  an  empty  bag,  and  a 
head  scarcely  more  encumbered,  when  one 
morning — no  one  could  guess  why — the 
GazcttG  announced  that  the  Lord  Lieu- 
temint  had  appointed  him  to  the  vacant 
chairmariship  of  Westmeath — a  promotion 
Avhich  had  the  effect  'of  confounding  all 
political  animosity  by  its  perfect  unaccount- 
ableness. 

It  is  a  law  of  Nature  that  nothing  ever 
goes  to  loss.  Bad  wine  will  make  very 
tolerable  vinegar  ;  spoiled  hay  is  converted 


into  good  manure  ;  and  so,  a  very  middling 
lawyer  often  drops  down  into  a  very 
i-es])ectable  judge.  Had  the  gods  but* 
acknowiedged  Mr.  Ball's  abilities  some 
years  earlier,  doubtless  he  had  been  au 
exception  to  the  theory.  They  waited, 
however,  so  long,  that  both  siglit  and 
hearing  were  in  abeyance  when  the  proiiio- 
tion  came.  It  seemed  to  rally  him,  how- 
ever, this  act  of  recognition,  although  late. 
It  Avas  a  kind  of  corroboration  of  the  self- 
estimate  of  a  long  life,  and  he  pi'cparcd  to 
show  the  world  that  he  was  very  different 
from  what  they  took  him  for.  No  men 
have  the  bump  of  self-esteem  like  lawyers  ; 
they  live,  and  grow  old,  and  die,  always 
fancying  that  Holts,  and  Hales,  and 
Mansfields,  are  hid  within  the  unostenta- 
tious exterior  of  their  dusty  garments  : 
and  that,  the  wit  that  dazzles,  and  the 
pathos  that  thrills,  are  all  rusting  inside, 
just  for  want  of  a  little  of  that  cheering 
encouragement  by  which  their  cojitem])o- 
raries  are  clad  in  silk  and  walk  in  high 
places.  Snow  Ball  was  determined  to  show 
the  world  its  error,  and  with  a  smart  frock 
and  green  spectacles,  he  took  the  field  like 
a  '*fine  old  Irish  barrister,"  Avith  m;iny  a 
dry  joke  or  sly  sarcasm,  curled  up  in  the 
wrinkles  beside  his  mouth.  HoAvevcr  cheap 
a  man  may  be  held  by  his  fellows  in  the 
'*  Hall,"  he  is  always  sure  of  a  compensation 
in  the  provinces.  There,  tlie  counti-y 
gentlemen  looked  upon  their  chairman  as 
a  Blackstone  ;  not  alone  a  storehouse  of 
law,  but  a  great  appeal  upon  questions  of 
general  knowledge  and  information.  I 
should  scarcely  have  ventured  upon  what 
some  of  my  readers  may  regard  as  a  mei"e 
digression,  if  it  Avere  not  that  the  gentle- 
man and  the  peculiar  nature  of  his  infirmi- 
ties had  led  to  an  intimate  relation  with 
my  father.  My  parent's  fondness  for  km, 
and  all  appertainingto  it,  had  attached  him 
to  the  little  inn  Avhere  Mr.  Ball  usually  put 
up  at  each  season  of  his  visit ;  and  gradual- 
ly, by  tendering  little  services,  as  j'etching 
an  umbrella  Avhen  it  rained,  hastening  for 
a  book  of  reference  if  called  foi',  searching 
out  an  important  Avitness,  and  probably  by 
a  most  frequent  and  resix'ctful  use  of  the 
title  ■■'my  lord,"  instead  of  the  humble 
"  your  Avorship,"  he  succeeded  in  so  ingra- 
tiating himself  Avith  the  judge,  thatAvithont 
exactly  occu])ying  any  precise  station,  or 
having  any  regular  emjiloyment,  he  became 
in  some  sort  a  recognized  a])pendage — a 
kind  of  "unjiaid  attache  to  the  court"  of 
Kilbeggan. 

My  father  was  one  of  those  persons  Avho 
usually  ask  only  a  "lift"  from  Fortune, 
and  do  not  require  to  be  continually  aided 
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by  her.  From  being  the  liuinl)k' attendant 
on  the  judge,  he  soon  sncceeded  to  being 
liis  privy  conncillor  ;  supi)lying  a  liundred 
little  seeret  details  of  tlie  neigiiboiirhood 
and  its  local  failings,  which  nsually  gave 
Mr.  Ball's  decisions  on  tlic  bench  an  air 
aj)proacliing  inspiration,  so  full  were  they 
of  a  knowledge  of  individual  lile.  As  confi- 
dence ripened,  my  father  was  employed  in 
reading  out  to  the  judge  of  an  evening  the 
various  dei)ositions  of  witnesses,  the  infor- 
mations laid,  and  the  affidavits  sworn — 
opportunities  from  which  he  did  not  neg- 
lect to  derive  the  full  advantage  :  for  while 
he  usually  accompanied  the  written  docu- 
ment with  a  running  commentary  of  his 
own  to  i\Ir.  ]>all,  hi?  also  contrived  to  let  the 
suitor  feel  how  great  was  his  knowledge  of 
the  case,  and  what  a  powerful  influence  be- 
liind  the  scenes  he  wielded  over  the  fortunes 
of  the  case,  insomuch  that  it  became  soon 
Avell  known  that  he  who  had  Con  Oregan 
on  his  side  was  better  off  than  Avith  the 
whole  bench  of  country  magistrates  disposed 
to  favour  him. 

My  father's  prudence  did  not  desert  him 
in  these  trying  circumstances.  Without 
any  historical  knowledge  of  the  matter,  he 
knew  by  a  species  of  instinct,  that  jiride 
was  the  wreck  of  most  men,  and  that,  to 
wield  real  substantial  power,  it  is  often 
necessary  to  assume  a  garb  of  apparent 
inefficiency  and  incaiiacity.  To  this  end, 
the  greater  the  influence  he  possessed,  the 
humbler  did  he  affect  to  be  ;  disclaiming 
everthing  like  power,  he  got  credit  for 
possessing  a  far  greater  share  than  he  ever 
really  enjoyed. 

That  the  stream  of  justice  did  not  run 
perfectly  pure  and  clear,  however,  may  not 
be  a  matter  of  surprise  ;  for  how  many 
rocks,  and  shoals,  and  ([uicksands,  are  there 
in  the  channel  !  and  certainly  my  father 
was  a  dangerous  hand  at  the  wheel.  Liti- 
gation, it  must  be  owned,  lost  much  of  its 
vacillation.  'I'he  usual  question  about  any 
case,  was,  '•'What  does  Con  say  !  did  Con 
Cregan  tell  ye  ye'll  win  ?"  That  was  de- 
cisive ;  none  sceptical  enough  to  ask  for 
more  ! 

At  the  feet  of  this  Gamaliel  I  was 
brought  up  ;  nothing  the  more  tenderly 
that  a  stej)mother  presided  over  the  "home 
department."  As  I  was  a  stout  boy,  of 
some  thirteen  or  fourten  at  this  period  of 
my  fatlier's  life,  and  could  read  and  write 
tolerably  well,  I  was  constantly  employed 
in  making  copies  of  various  papers  used  at 
the  Sessions.  AVere  I  psychologically  in- 
clined, I  might  pause  here  to  inquire,  how 
far  these  peculiar  studies  had  their  influ- 
ence in  biassing  the  whole  tenorof  my  very 
v.,L.  iA-.— 22. 


eventful  life  ;  what  latent  stores  of  artifice 
did  I  lay  up  from  all  these  curious  subtle- 
ties ;  how  did  I  habituate  my  mind  to 
weigh  and  balance  probabilities,  as  evidence 
inclined  to  this  side  or  that ;  above  all,  how 
gratified  Avas  I  with  the  di.-covery,  that 
there  existed  a  legal  right  and  wrong,  per- 
fectly distinct  from  the  moral  ones  ;  a  fact 
which  served  at  once  to  open  the  path  of 
life  far  wider  and  more  amply  before  me. 

I  must,  however,  leave  this  investigation 
to  the  reader's  acuteness,  if  he  think  it 
worth  following  out  ;  nor  Avould  I  now  al- 
lude to  it,  save  as  it  affords  me  the  opi)or- 
tunity,  once  for  all,  of  explaining  modes 
of  thinking  and  acting  which  miglit  seem, 
Avithout  some  such  clue,  as  unfitting  and 
unseemly,  in  one  reared  and  brought  up  as 
I  was. 

Whether  the  ncAV  dignity  of  his  station 
had  disposed  him  to  it  or  not,  I  cannot 
say,  but  my  father  became  far  more  stern 
in  his  manner  and  exacting  in  his  require- 
ments as  he  rose  in  life.  The  practice  of 
the  law  seemed  to  impart  some  feature  of 
its  own  peremptory  character  to  himself,  as 
he  issued  his  orders  in  our  humble  house- 
hold with  all  the  impressiv(f  solemnity  of 
a  writ^ndeed,  aiding  the  effect — by 
phrases  taken  from  the  awful  vocabulary 
of  justice. 

If  my  stepmother  objected  to  anylhing, 
the  answer  was  usually,  she  might  "  tra- 
verse in  prox  "  at  the  next  Sessions  ;  while 
to  myself  every  order  was  in  the  style  of  a 
''mandamus."  Not  satisfied  with  the  mere 
terrors  of  the  Bench,  he  became  so  enam- 
oured of  the  pursuit,  as  to  borrow  some 
features  of  prison  discipline  for  the  conduct 
of  our  household  ;  thus,  for  the  slightest 
infractions  of  his  severe  code,  I  Avas  "])Ut''' 
upon  No.  3,  Penitentiary  diet, — only  read- 
ing potatoes  vice  bread. 

There  Avould  seem  to  be  something  un- 
congenial to  obedience  in  any  foi-m,  in  the 
life  'of  an  Irish  peasant ;  something  doubt- 
less in  the  smell  of  the  turf.  He  seems  to 
imbibe  a  taste  for  freedom,  by  the  very 
architecture  of  his  dwelling,  and  the  easy 
nnbut:oned  liberty  of  his  corduroys. 
Young  as  I  Avas,  1  suppose  the  Celt  Avas 
strong  A\ithin  me;  and  the  Ti)>ies  says, 
that  Avill  account  for  all  delinquencies.  I 
felt  this  powerfully  ;  not  the  le.ss,  indeed, 
that  my  father  almost  invariably  visited 
me  Avith  the  penalty  of  the  case,  then  be- 
fore the  Court  :  so  that  Avhile  copying  out 
at  night  the  details  of  the  prosecution,  I 
had  time  to  meditate  over  the  coming  sen- 
tence. It  Avas,  perhaps,  fortunate  for  me 
that  ca]>ital  cases  do  not  come  under  the 
jurisdiction  of  a  "sitting  barrister,"  other= 
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wise  I  verily  believe  I  miglit  have  suffered 
the  last  penalty  of  the  law  from  my  parent's 
infatuation. 

My  sense  of  "equity"  at  last  revolted. 
I  perceivecl,  that  no  matter  who  "sued."  / 
was  always  "cast;"  and  I  at  length  re- 
solved on  resistance.  I  remember  well  the 
night  this  resolution  was  formed,  it  was  a 
cold  and  cheerless  one  of  January ;  my 
father  had  given  me  a  great  mass  of  pajjers 
to  cop3%  and  a  long  article  for  the  news- 
papers to  write  out,  which  the  "Judge" 
was  to  embody  in  his  address  to  the  Bench. 
I  never  put  pen  to  either,  but  sate  with  my 
head  between  my  hands  for  twelve  mortal 
hours,  revolving  every  possible  wickedness, 
and  wondering,  whether  in  my  ingenuity 
I  could  not  invent  some  offences  that  no 
indictment  could  comprise.  Day  broke, 
and  found  me  still  unoccupied.  I  was  just 
meditating  whether  I  should  avow  my  re- 
bellion openly,  and  "  plead  "  in  mitiga- 
tion, when  my  father  came  in. 

My  reader  must  excuse  me  if  I  do  not 
dwell  on  what  followed.  It  is  enough  to 
say  that  the  nature  of  my  injuries  are  un- 
known to  the  criminal  statute,  and  that 
although  my  wounds  and  bruises  are  fa- 
miliar to  the  prize-ring,  they  are  ignored 
by  all  jurisprudence  out  of  the  slave  states. 
Even  Jny  stepmother  confessed,  that  I  was 
not  fit  to  '''pick  out 'of  the  gutter,"  and 
she  proved  her  words  by  leaving  me  where 
I  lay. 

Eevenge  must  be  a  very  "  human " 
passion  ;  my  taste  for  it  came  quite  nat- 
urally. I  had  never  read  "  Othello  "  nor 
'■•'  Zanga  ; "  but  I  conceived  a  very  clear  and 
precise  notion  that  I  had  a  debt  to  pay,  and 
pay  it  I  would.  Had  the  obligation  been 
of  a  pecuniary  character,  and  some  "  bank- 
rupt commission"  been  in  jurisdiction  over 
it,  I  had  doubtless  been  called  upon  to 
discharge  it  in  a  series  of  instalments 
proportional  to  my  means  of  life  ;  being  a 
moral  debt,  however,  I  enjoyed  the  privi- 
lege of  paying  it  at  once,  and  in  full  : 
which  I  did  thus.  I  had  often  remarked 
that  my  father  arose  at  night  and  left  the 
cabin,  crossing  a  little  garden  behind  the 
house  to  a  little  shed,  where  our  pig  and 
an  ass  lived  in  harmony  together  ;  and  here, 
by  dint  of  patient  observation,  I  discovered 
that  his  occupation  lay  in  the  thatch  of 
the  aforesaid  shed,  in  which  he  seemed  to 
conceal  some  object  of  value. 

Thither  I  now  repaired,  some  secret 
prompting  suggesting  that  it  might  afford 
me  the  wished  for  means  of  vengeance  ; 
my  disappointment  was  indeed  great,  that 
no  compact  roll  of  bank-notes,  no  thick 
woollen  stocking  close  packed  with  guineas, 


or  even  crown-pieces,  met  my  hand  ;  a 
heavy  bundle  of  papers  and  parchment 
were  all  I  could  find  ;  and  these  bore  such 
an  unhappy  family  resemblance  to  the 
cause  of  all  my  misfortunes,  .that  I  was 
ready  to  tear  them  to  pieces  in  very  spite. 
A  mere  second's  reflection  suggested  a 
better  course.  There  was  a  certain  attor- 
ney in  Kilbeggan,  one  Morissy,  my  father's 
bitterest  enemy  ;  indeed,  my  parent's  in- 
fluence in  the  Session  court  had  almost 
ruined  and  left  him  without  a  client.  The 
man  of  law  and  precedents  in  vain  struggled 
against  decisions,  which  a  secret  and  irre- 
sponsible adviser  contrived  beforehand,  and 
Morissy's  knowledge  and  experience  were 
soon  discovered  to  be  valueless.  It  was  a 
game  in  which  skill  went  for  nothing. 

This  gentleman's  character  at  once 
pointed  him  out  as  the  fitting  agent  of 
vengeance  on  my  father,  and  by  an  hour 
after  daybreak  did  I  present  myself  l)efore 
him  in  all  the  consciousness  of  my  injured 
state. 

Mr.  Morissy's  reception  of  me  was  not 
over  gracious. 

"Well,  ye  spawn  of  the  devil,"  said  he. 
as  he  turned  aljoiit  from  a  small  fragment 
of  looking-glass,  before  which  he  Avas 
shaving:  "what  brings  ye  here  ?  bad  luck 
to  ye;  the  sight  of  ye's  made  me  cut 
myself." 

"  I'm  come,  sir,  for  a  bit  of  advice,  sir," 
said  I,  ptttting  my  hand  to  ray  hat  in 
salutation. 

"  Assault  and  battery  !  "  said  he,  with  a 
grin  on  the  side  of  his  mouth-  where  the 
soap  had  been  shaved  away. 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  an  aggravated  case,"  said  I, 
using  the  phrase  of  the  sessions. 

"  Why  don't  ye  apply  to  yer  father  ?  he's 
Crown  lawyer  and  Attorney-General ;  faith, 
he's  more  besides — he's  judge  and  jurv 
too." 

"  And  more  than  that  in  the  present 
suit,  sir,"  says  I,  following  up  his  illustra- 
tion ;  *•' he's  the  defendant  here." 

"  What  !  is  that  his  doing  ?" 

"Yes,  sir;  his  own  hand  and  mark," 
said  I,  laughing. 

"That's  an  ugly  cut,  and  mighty  near 
the  eye  !  but  "sure,  after  all.  vou're  his 
child." 

'•'Very  true,  sir  ;  it's  only  paternal  cor- 
rection ;  but  I  have  something  else  !  " 

"  What's  that,  Con  my  boy  ?"  said  he  ; 
for  we  were  now  grown  very  familiar. 

"It  is  this,  sir,"  said  I  ;  "this  roll  of 
papers  that  I  found  hid  in  the  thatch — a 
safe  place  my  father  used  to  make  his 
strong-box." 

"Let  us   see!"   said    Morissy,    sitting 
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down  and  opening  tlic  i)ackiige  ;  many 
were  old  .siinniioiises  discliarged,  notices  to 
quit  withdrawn,  and  so  on  ;  Init  at  last  he 
came  to  two  papers  pinned  to^^etlier,  at 
siglit  of  which  he  almost  jumped  fi-om  liis 
chair.  "C?on,"  says  he,  ''describe  the 
place  you  found  them  in."  I  went  over 
all  the  discovery  again.  "  Did  ye  yourself 
gee  vonr  father  [uit  in  papei-s  there  ?" 

'''\  did,  sir." 

"  On  more  than  one  occasion  ?" 

**  At  least  a  dozen  times,  sir." 

'*  Did  3'c  ever  remark  any  one  else  jnitting 
papers  there  ?  '' 

*'Xever,  sir  I  none  of  the  neighbours 
ever  come  througli  the  garden." 

**  And  it  was  always  at  niglit,  and  in 
secret,  he  used  to  rc])air  there  ?" 

** Always  at  night.'" 

"  That'll  do,  Con  ;  that'll  do,  my  son. 
You'll  soon  turn  the  tables  on  the  old  boy. 
You  may  go  down  to  the  kitchen,  and 
get  your  breakfast ;  be  sure,  however,  that 
you  don't  leave  the  house  to-day.  Your 
father  mustn't  know  where  ye  arc  till  we're 
ready  for  him." 

"  Is  it  a  strong  case,  sir  ?  "  said  I. 

"A  very  strong  case — never  a  flaw  in 
it." 

*'  Is  it  more  than  a  larceu}^,  sir  ?  "  said  I. 

"It  is  better  than  that." 

"I'd  rather  it  didn't  go  too  far,"  said  I, 
for  I  was  beginning  to  feel  afraid  of  what 
I  had  done. 

"Leave  that  to  mo,  Con,"  said  Mr. 
Morissy,  "and  go  down  to  yer  breakfast." 

I  did  as  I  was  bid,  and  never  stirred  out 
of  the  house  the  whole  day,  nor  for  eight 
days  after;  when  one  morning  Morissy  bid 
me  clean  myself,  and  brush  my  hair,  to 
come  with  him  to  the  Court-house. 

I  guessed  at  once  what  was  going  to  hap- 
pen ;  and  now,  as  my  head  was  healed,  and 
all  my  bruises  cured,  I'd  very  gladly  have 
forgiven  all  the  affair,  and  gone  home 
again  with  my  father  ;  but  it  was  too  late. 
As  Mr.  Morissy  said,  with  a  grin,  "  The 
law  is  an  elegant  contrivance  ;  a  child's 
finger  can  set  it  in  motion,  but  a  steam 
engine  could  not  hold  it  back  afterwards!" 

The  Court  was  very  fuM  that  morning  ; 
there  was  live  magistrates  on  the  bench, 
and  Mr.  Ball  in  the  middle  of  them.  There 
were  a  great  many  farmers,  too,  for  it  was 
market-day;  and  numbers  of»the  towns- 
people, who  all  knew  my  father,  and  were 
not  sorry  to  see  him  "  up."  Cregan  versus 
Cregan  stood  third  on  the  list  of  cases  ;  and 
very  little  interest  attached  to  the  two  that 
preceded  it.  At  last  it  was  called  :  and 
there  I  stood  before  the  Bencl.,  with  five 
hundred  pair  of   eyes  all  bent  upon  me ; 


and  two  of  (hem  actually  looking  ihrough 
my  very  brain — for  they  were  my  falher'p, 
as  he  stood  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  table 
below  the  Bench. 

The  case  was  called  an  assault,  and  very 
soon  tei'minated  ;  for  by  my  own  admis- 
sion, it  was  clear  that  I  deserved  punish- 
ment ;  though  probably  not  so  severely  as 
it  had  been  inflicted.  The  judge  delivered 
a  very  impressive  lesson  to  my  lather  and 
myself,  about  our  respective  duties,  and 
dismissed  the  case,  with  a  reproof,  the 
greater  share  of  which  fell  to  me.  "You 
may  go  now,  sir,"  said  he,  winding  up  a 
fine  peroration  ;  "  fear  God  and  honour  the 
king  ;  respect  your  parents,  and  make  your 
capitals  smaller." 

"  Before  your  worship  dismisses  the  wit- 
ness," said  Morissy,  "I  wish  to  ])ut  a  few 
questions  to  him." 

"The  case  is  disposed  of;  call  the  next," 
said  the  jndge,  angrily. 

''I  have  a  most  important  fact  to  dis- 
close to  your  worship — one  Avhich  is  of  the 
highest  impoi'tance  to  the  due  administra- 
tion of  justice — one  which,  if  suffered  to 
lie  in  obscurity,  will  be  a  disgrace  to  the 
law,  and  a  reproach  to  the  learned  Bench." 

"  C;ill  the  next  case,  crier,"  said  the 
judge.      "Sit  down,  ]\Ir.  ]\Iorissy." 

"  Your  worshi])  may  commit  me  ;  but  I 
will  be  heard " 

"Tipstaff  !  take  that  man  into- 


'  When  you  hear  of  a  mandamus  from 
the  King's  Bench — when  you  know  that 
a  case  of  compounding  a  felony " 

"  Come  away,  Mr.  Morissy  ;  come  quiet, 
sir  I  "  said  the  police-sergeant. 

"What  were  yo  saying  of  a  mandamus?" 
said  the  judge,  getting  frightened  at  the 
dreaded  word. 

"I  Avas  saying  this,  sir,"  said  Morissy, 
turning  fiercely  round;  "that  I  am 
possessed  of  information  Avhich  you  refused 
to  hear,  and  which  will  make  the  voice  of 
the  Chief  Justice  heard  in  this  court,  which 
now  denies  its  car  to  truth." 

"Conduct  yourself  more  becomingly, 
sii-,"  said  one  of  the  country  magistrates, 
"and  open  your  case." 

Morissy,  "who  was  far  more  submissive  to 
the  gentry  than  to  the  chairnuin,  at  once 
replied  in  his  blandest  tone  : — 

"  Your  Avorshii),  it  is  now  more  than  a 
month  since  I  ap[)earcd  before  you  in  the 
case  of  iS'oonan  vcrsHs  ]\l'Quade  and  others; 
an  aggravated  case  of  homicide,  I  might  go 
furtlier,  and  apjily  to  it  the  most  awful 
term  the  vocabulary  of  justice  contains  ! 
Your  worship  will  rememl)erj  that  on  that 
very  interesting  and  imi)ortant  case  a 
document  was  missing,  of  such  a  character 
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thai  tho  main  feature  of  the  case  seemed 
actually  to  hang  upon  it.  This  was 
no  less  than  the  dealh-bed  confession 
of  Noonan,  formally  taken  before  a  justice 
of  the  peace,  ^Ir.  Styles,  and  written  with 
all  the  accuj-ate  regard  to  circumstances 
the  law  exacts.  Mr.  Styles,  the  magistrate 
who  took  the  deposition,  was  killed  by  a 
fall  from  his  horse  the  following  week  ;  his 
clerk  being  ill,  the  individual  who  wrote 
the  case  was  Con  Cregan.  Your  worship 
may  bear  in  mind  that  this  man,  when 
called  to  the  witness  box,  denied  all  know- 
ledge of  this  dying  confession  ;  asserted 
that  what  he  took  down  in  writing  were 
simply  some  brief  and  unsatisfactory  notes 
of  the  affray — all  to  the  advantage  of  the 
M'Quades— and  swore  that  Mr.  Styles,  who 
often  alluded  to  the  document  as  a  con- 
fession, was  entirely  in  error,  the  whole 
substance  of  it  being  unimportant  and 
vague  :  some  very  illegible,  and  ill-written 
notes,  corroborating  which,  were  produced 
in  court,  as  the  papers  in  question. 

"  Noonan  being  dead,  and  Mr.  Styles 
also,  the  whole  case  I'csted  on  the  evidence 
of  Cregan,  and  although  your  worship,  the 
man's  character  for  veracity  was  not  of 
that  nature  among  the  persons  of  his  own 
neighbourhood  to " 

"  Confine  yourself  to  the  case,  sir,"  said 
the  judge,  "  without  introducing  matter 
of  mere  common  report." 

"I  am  in  a  position  to  prove  my  asser- 
tion," said  Morissy,  triumphantly,  '^Ihold 
herein  my  hand  the  abstracted  documents, 
signed  and  sealed  by  Mr.  Styles,  and  en- 
grossed with  every  item  of  regularity,  I 
have  more  :  a  memorandum  purporting  to 
be  a  copy  of  a  receipt  for  eighteen  pounds 
ten  shillings,  received  by  Cregan  from  Jos. 
M'Quade,  the  wages  of  this  crime  ;  and,  if 
more  were  necessary,  a  promissory-note 
from  M'Quade  for  an  additional  sum  of 
seven  pounds,  at  six  months'  date.  Those 
are  the  papers  which  I  am  pi-epared  to 
prove  in  Court ;  this,  the  evidence,  which 
a  few  minutes  back  I  tendered  in  vain 
before  you,  and  there,"  said  he,  turning 
with  a  vindictive  solemnity  to  where  my 
father  was  standing,  pale,  but  collected, 
"there's  the  man  who,  distinguishe<l  by 
your  Avorship's  confidence,  I  now  arraign 
for  the  suppression  of  this  evidence,  and 
the  composition  of  a  felony  !" 

If  Mr.  Morissy  was  not  perfectly  correct 
in  his  law,  there  was  still  quite  enough  to 
establish  a  charge  of  misdemeanour  against 
my  father  :  and  he  Avas  accordingly  com- 
mitted for  trial  at  the  approaching  as- 
sizes, while  I  Avas  delivered  over  to  the 
charge  of  a  police-sergeant,  to  be  in  readi- 


ness when  my  testimony  should  be  re- 
quired. 

The  downfall  of  a  dynasty  is  sure  to 
evoke  severe  recriminati(jn  against  tiie  liite 
ruler,  and  noAV  my  pai'cnt,  wlio  but  a  fcAv 
days  past  could  have  tilted  the  beam  of 
justice  at  his  mere  pleasure,  was  OA'cr- 
Avhelmed  with,  not  merely  abuse  and  attack, 
but  several  Aveighty  accusations  of  crime 
Avere  alleged  against  him.  Not  only  Avas  it 
discovered  that  he  interfered  Avith  the  due 
course  of  justice,  but  that  he  was  a  prime 
actor  in,  and  contriver  of,  many  of  the 
scenes  of  insurrectionary  disturbance,  Avhich 
for  years  back  had  filled  the  country  with 
alarm  and  the  gaols  with  criminals. 

For  one  of  these  cases,  a  night  attack 
for  arms,  the  evidence  was  so  complete  and 
unquestionable,  that  the  CroAvn  prosecutor 
disliking  the  exhibition  of  a  son  giving 
evidence  against  his  parent,  dispensed  witli 
my  attendance  altogether,  and  prosecuting 
the  graver  charge  obtained  a  verdict  of 
guilty. 

The  sentence  was  transportation  for  life, 
Avith  a  confiscation  of  all  his  property  to 
the  CroAvn.  Thus  my  first  step  in  life  was 
to  exile  my  father,  and  leave  myself  a 
beggar  ;  a  jiromising  beginning,  it  must 
be  owned  ! 


CHAPTER  III. 

A   FIKST   STEP  ON   I.IFE's  LADDER. 

It  is  among  the  strange  and  singular 
anomalies  of  our  nature,  that  however 
pleased  men  may  be  at  the  conviction  of  a 
noted  offender,  few  of  those  instrumental 
to  his  punishment  are  held  in  honour  and 
esteem.  If  all  Kilbeggan  rejoiced,  as  they 
did,  at  my  father's  doAvnfall,  a  A'ery  con- 
siderable share  of  obloquy  rested  on  me  ;  a 
species  of  judgment,  I  honestly  confess, 
that  I  was  not  the  least  prepared  for. 

"There  goes  the  little  informer,"  said 
they,  as  I  passed  ;  "what  did  ye  get  for 
hanging, — "  a  very  admirable  piece  of  Irish 
exaggeration — "for  hanging  yer  father, 
Con  ?  "  said  one. 

"Couldn't  ye  help  yer  stepmother  to  a 
say  voyage  ?"  shouted  another. 

"And  then  we'd  be  rid  of  yez  all,'' 
chimed  in  ^  third. 

"He's  rich  now,"  Avhined  out  an  old 
beggar-man  that  often  had  eaten  his  pota- 
toes at  our  fireside.  "  He's  rich  now,  the 
chap  is  ;  he'll  marry  a  lady  ! " 

This  was  the  hardest  to  bear  of  all  the 
slights,  for  not  alone  had  I  lost  all  preten- 
sion   to   my    father's    property,   but    the 
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raggcdneps  of  my  clotlios,  and  tlio  gcDoi-al 
misery  of  my  appeai-aiice,  might  luivu  .^avcd 
me  from  the  ivproauh  of  what  is  so  forcibly 
termed  "*  blood- money." 

"Come  over  to  me  this  evening, "' .said 
Father  Rush,  and  they  were  the  only  words 
of  comfort  I  heard  from  any  side.  "  Come 
over  to  me  about  si.x  o'clock,  Con,  for  I 
want  to  speak  to  you." 

They  were  long  hours  that  intervened 
between  that  and  six.  I  could  not  stay  in 
the  town  where  every  one  I  met  had  some 
sneer  or  scoff  against  me  ;  I  could  not  go 
home,  I  had  none  !  and  so,  I  wandered  out 
into  the  open  country,  taking  my  course 
towards  a  bleak  common,  about  two  miles 
off,  where  few,  if  any  one,  was  like  to  be 
but  myself. 

This  wild  and  dreary  tract  lay  alongside 
of  the  main  road  to  Athlone,  and  was  tra- 
versed by  several  foot})aths,  by  which  the 
country  people  were  accustomed  to  make 
••  short-cuts  "  to  market,  from  one  part  of 
the  road  to  another  ;  for  the  way  passing 
through  a  bog,  took  many  a  Avinding  turn 
as  the  ground  necessitated. 

There  is  a  feeling  of  lonely  desolation  in 
widefar-stretching  wastes, that  accords  well 
with  the  purposeless  vacuity  of  hopeless- 
ness ;  but  somehow  or  other  the  very  simi- 
litude between  the  scene  without,  and  the 
sense  of  desolation  within,  establishes  a 
kind  of  companionship.  Lear  was  speak- 
ing like  a  true  philosopher  when  he  uttered 
the  words,  "  I  like  this  rocking  of  the 
battlements." 

I  had  wandered  some  hours  '' here  and 
there"  upon  the  common  ;  audit  was  now 
the  decline  of  day,  when  I  saw  at  a  little 
distance  from  me  the  figure  of  a  young 
man,  whose  dress  and  appearance  bespoke 
condition,  running  along  at  a  brisk  pace, 
but  evidently  labouring  under  great  fatigue. 

The  instant  he  sasV  me  he  halted,  and 
cried  out,  "I  say,  my  boy,  is  that  Kilbeg- 
gan  vonder,  where  I  see  the  spire  ?  " 

''Yes,  sir." 

**And  where  is  the  high  road  to 
Athlone  ?" 

"  Yonder,  sir,  where  the  two  trees  are 
standing." 

'*  Llave  you  seen  the  coach  pass — the 
mail  for  Athlone  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  she  went  through  the  town 
about  half  an  hour  ago." 

"  Are  ye  certain,  boy  ?  are  ye  quite  sure 
of  this  ? "  cried  he,  in  a  voice  of  great 
agitation. 

"I  am  quite  sure,  sir:  they  alwaA-s 
change  horses  at  Moone's  public-house  : 
and  I  saw  them  *  draw  uj) '  there  more  than 
half  an  hour  since." 


"  Is  there  no  other  coach  passes  this  road 
for  Dublin?" 

'•  The  night  mail,  sir,  but  she  does  not 
go  to-night;  this  is  Satui'day." 

'MVhat  is  to  done  ?"  said  the  youth  in 
deep  sorrow,  and  he  seated  iiimself  on  a 
stone  as  he  spoke,  and  hid  his  face  between 
his  hands. 

As  he  sat  thus,  I  had  time  to  mark  him 
well,  and  scan  eveiT  detail  of  his  appear- 
ance. 

Although  tall  and  stoutly  knit,  he  could 
not  have  been  above  sixteen,  or  at  most 
seventeen  years  of  age  ;  his  dress,  a  kind 
of  shooting-jacket,  was  made  in  a  cut  that 
aft'ccted  fashion  ;  and  I  observed  on  one 
finger  of  his  very  white  hand  a  ring,  which, 
even  to  my  uneducated  eyes,  besjiokc  con- 
siderable value. 

He  looked  up  at  last,  and  his  eyes  were 
very  red,  and  a  certain  trembling  of  the 
lips  showed  that  he  was  much  ;iffected. 
"I  suppose,  my  lad,  I  can  find  a  chaise  or 
a  carriage  of  some  kind  in  Kilbeggan  ?  " 
said  he,  "for  I  have  lost  the  mail.  I  had 
got  out  for  a  walk,  and  by  the  advice  of  a 
countryman  taken  this  path  over  the  bog. 
expecting,  as  he  told  me,  it  would  cut  off 
several  miles  of  way.  I  suppose  I  must 
have  mistaken  him,  fori  have  been  running 
for  above  an  hour,  and  am  too  late  after 
all  ;  but  still,  if  I  can  find  a  chaise,  I  shall 
be  in  time  yet." 

"They're  all  gone,  sir,"  said  I;  "and 
sorry  am  I  to  have  such  tidings  to  tell. 
The  Sessions  broke  uj)  to-day,  and  they're 
away  with  the  lawvers  to  Kinnegad." 

"  And  how  far  is  that  from  us  ?" 

"Sixteen  miles  or  more,  by  the  )'oad." 

"And  how  am  I  to  2;et  there  ?'' 

"Unless  ye  walk  it^— " 

"  Walk  !  impossible.  I  am  dead  beat 
already  ;  besides  the  time  it  would  take 
Avould  lose  me  all  chance  of  reaching 
Dublin  as  I  want." 

'•Andy  Smith  has  a  horse,  if  he'd  lend 
it  ;  and  there's  a  short  road  by  Hogan's 
boreen." 

"  Where  does  this  Smith  live  ?  "  said  he, 
stopping  me  impatiently. 

"  Xot  a  half-mile  from  here  ;  you  can  see 
the  house  from  this." 

"  Come  along,  then,  and  show  me  the 
way,  my  boy,"  said  he  :  and  the  gleam  of 
hope  seemed  to  lend  alacrity  to  his  move- 
ments. 

Away  we  set  together,  and.  as  we  went, 
it  was  arranged  between  us  that  if  Andy 
would  hire  out  his  mare,  I  should  accom- 
pany the  rider  as  a  guide,  and  bring  back 
the  animal  to  its  owner,  while  the  traveller 
proceeded  on  his  journey  to  town. 
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The  negotiation  was  tedious  enongli  ; 
.  for,  lit  first,  Andy  wouldn't  appear  at  all ; 
he  thought  it  was  a  iirocess  server  Avas 
after  him — a  suspicion  probably  suggested 
by  my  presence,  as  it  was  generally  be- 
lieved that  a  rag  of  my  father's  mantle  had 
descended  to  me.  It  was  only  after  a  very 
cautious  and  careful  scrutiny  of  the  young 
traveller  through  a  small  glass  eye — it 
Avasn't  a  window — in  the  mud  wall,  tliat 
he  would  consent  to  come  out.  When  he 
did  so,  he  treated  the  proposal  most  in- 
dignantly. "  Is  it  he  hire  out  his  baste  ? 
as  if  she  was  a  dirty  garraun  of  Betty 
Nowlan's  of  the  liead  inn,  he  wondered 
Avho'd  ask  the  like!"  and  so  on. 

The  youth,  deterred  by  this  reception, 
Avould  have  abandoned  the  scheme  at  once  ; 
Jjut  I,  better  acquainted  with  such  char- 
acters as  Andy,  and  knowing  that  his 
difficulties  v/ere  only  items  in  the  intended 
charge,  higgled,  and  bargained,  and  bullied, 
and  blarneyed  by  turns  ;  and,  after  some 
five-and-forty  minutes  of  alternate  joking 
and  abusing  each  other,  it  was  at  last 
agreed  on  that  the  *^*  baste"  was  to  be 
ceded  for  the  sum  of  fifteen  shillings — 
"  two-and-sixpence  more  if  his  honour  was 
pleased  with  the  way  she  carried  him." 
The  turnpike  and  a  feed  of  oats  being  also 
at  the  chai'ge  of  the  rider,  as  well  as  all 
repairs  of  shoes  incurred  by  loss,  or  other- 
wise. Then  there  came  a  supplemental 
clause  as  to  the  peculiar  care  of  the  animal. 
How  "she  wasn't  to  be  let  drink  too  much 
at  once,  for  she'd  get  the  choiic  :"  and  if 
she  needed  shoeing,  she  was  to  have  a 
"twitch"  on  her  nose,  or  she'd  kick  the 
forge  to  ''smithereens."  The  same  pre- 
caution to  be  taken  if  the  saddle  required 
fresh  girthing;  a  hint  Avas  given  besides, 
not  to  touch  her  with  the  left  heel,  or  she'd 
certainly  kick  the  rider  with  the  hind  leg 
of  the  same  side;  and,  as  a  last  caution 
given,  to  be  on  our  guard  at  the  cross- 
roads at  Toomes-bridge,  or  slie'd  run  aAvay 
towards  Croghan,  Avhere  she  once  Avas 
turned  out  in  foal.  "Barring"  these  pe- 
culiarities, and  certain  smaller  difficulties 
about  mounting,  "■  she  Avas  a  lamb,  and 
the  sweetest  tempered  crayture  ever  was 
haltered." 

In  the  very  midst  of  this  panegyric  upon 
the  animal's  good  and  noble  qualities  he 
flung  open  the  door  of  a  little  shed,  and 
exhibited  her  to  our  view.  I  verily  believe, 
whatever  the  urgency  of  the  youth's  reason 
for  proceeding,  that  his  heart  failed  him 
at  the  sight  of  the  steed  ;  a  second's  recon- 
sideration seemed  to  rally  his  courage,  and 
he  said,  "No  matter,  it  can't  be  helped; 
saddle  her  at  once,  and  let  us  be  off." 


"  That's  easier  said  nor  done,"  muttered 
Andy  to  himself,  as  he  stood  at  the  door, 
Avithout  venturing  a  step  farther.  "  Con," 
said  he,  at  last,  in  a  species  of  coaxing  tone 
1  Avell  knew  boded  peril,  "Con,  a  cushla  ! 
get  a  hould  of  her  by  the  head,  that's  a 
fine  chap  ;  make  a  spring  at  the  forelock." 

"Maybe  she'd  kick " 

"Sorra  kick  !  get  up  there,  now,  and 
I'll  be  talking  to  you  all  the  Avhile." 

This  proposition, t^iough  doubtless  meant 
as  most  encouraging,  by  no  means  reassured 
me. 

"  Come,  come  !  I'll  bridle  the  infernal 
beast,"  said  the  youth,  losing  all  })atience 
with  both  of  us,  and  he  sprung  forward 
into  the  stable  ;  but  barely  had  lie  time  to 
jump  back,  as  the  animal  let  fly  Avith  both 
hind  legs  together.  Andy,  Avell  awai'e  of 
Avhat  Avas  coming,  pulled  us  both  -back  and 
shut  to  the  door,  against  which  the  hoofs 
kept  up  one  rattling  din  of  kicks  that  shook 
the  crazy  edifice  from  roof  to  ground. 

"Ye  see  Avhat  comes  of  startlin' her ; 
tlie  crayture's  timid  as  a  kid,"  said  Andy, 
whose  blanched  cheek  badly  corroborated 
his  assumed  composure.  '"'Ye  may  do 
what  ye  plaze,  barrin'  putting  a  bridle  on 
her  ;  she  never  took  kindly  to  that  !  " 

"  But  do  you  intend  me  to  ride  her 
Avithout  one  ?"  said  the  youth. 

"  By  no  manner  of  means,  sir,"  said 
Andy,  Avith  a  plausible  'sloAvness  on  each 
Avord,  that  gave  him  time  to  think  of  an 
expedient,  "I  Avouldn't  be  guilty  of  the 
like  ;  none  that  knoAvs  mo  Avould  ever  say 
it  to  me  :  I'm  a  poor  man '' 

"You're  a  devilish  tiresome  one,"  broke 
in  the  youth  suddenly;  "here  Ave  have 
been  above  half  an  hour  standing  at  the 
door,  and  none  the  nearer  our  departure 
than  when  we  ai-rived." 

"  Christy  Moore  could  bridle  her,  if  he 
was  here,"  said  Andy  ;  "but  he's  gone  lo 
Moate,  and  won't  be  back  till  evening  ;  may 
be  that  Avould  do  ?  " 

A  very  impatient,  and  not  very  pious 
exclamation  consigned  Chi*isty  to  an  un- 
timely fate.  "  ^Yc]l,  don't  be  angry,  any- 
how, sir,'-'  said  Andy,  "'there's  many  a 
thing  a  body  might  think  of,  if  they  wern't 
startled  ;  see,  now,  I  have  a  Avay  this 
minute;  an  elegant  fine  Avay,  too." 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?  Confound  yourlong- 
Avinded  speeches  I " 

"  There,  now,  you're  angry  again  !  sure 
it's  enough  to  give  one  quite  a  through- 
otherness,  and  not  leave  them  time  to 
reflect." 

"  Your  plan,  your  plan  !  "  said  the  young 
man,  his  lips  trembling  Avith  anger  and 
I  impatience. 
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"  Hero  it  is,  then  ;  lot  tlic  'Gossoon,'  " 
}ncauiiig  mc,  "get  np  on  the  roof  and 
t:ike  otf  two  or  three  of  the  scraws,  the  sods 
of  grass,  till  he  can  get  through,  and  then 
steal  down  on.  the  mare's  back  ;  when  lie's 
once  on  her,  she'll  never  stir  head  nor  foot, 
and  he  can  slip  the  bridle  over  her  quite 
asy." 

"The  boy  might  be  killed  ;  no,  no,  I'll 
not  sulfer  tliat " 

"Wait,  sir,'' cried  I,  interrupting,  "it's 
not  so  hard  after  all ;  once  on  her  back  I 
defy  her  to  throw  me." 

"  Sure  I  knoAV  that  well ;  sorra  better 
rider  in  the  Meath  hunt  than  little  Con," 
broke  in  Andy;  backing  me  with  a  ready 
ilattory  he  thought  would  deceive  me. 

It  was  not  without  reluctance  that  the 
youth  consented  to  this  forlorn  hope,  but 
he  yielded  at  last ;  and  so,  with  a  bridle 
fastened  round  me  like  a  scarf,  I  was 
hoisted  on  the  roof  by  Andy  ;  and  under  a 
volley  of  encouraging  expressions,  exhorted 
to  "  go  in  and  win." 

"  There  I  there,  a  cushla  ! "  cried  Andy, 
(IS  lie  saw  me  performing  the  first  act  of 
the  piece  Avith  a  vigour  ho  had  never  calcu- 
ratcd  on  ;  "  'tisn't  a  coach  and  six  ye  want 
to  drive  through.  Tear  and  ages  !  ye'll 
take  the  Avhole  roof  off."  The  truth  was  I 
Avorked  away  with  a  malicious  pleasure  in 
the  destruction  of  the  old  miser's  roof  : 
nor  is  it  quite  certain  how  far  my  zeal 
might  have  carried  me  ;  Avhen  suddenly 
one  of  the  rafters — mere  light  poles  of  ash 
. — gave  way,  and  down  I  went,  at  first 
slowly,  and  then  quicker,  into  a  kind  of 
funnel  formed  by  the  smashed  timbers  and 
the  earthern  sods.  The  crash,  the  din,  and 
the  dust,  appeared  to  have  terrified  the 
wicked  beast  below,  for  she  stood  trembling 
in  one  corner  of  the  sta))le,  and  never 
moved  a  limb  as  I  walked  boldly  uj)  and 
passed  the  bridle  over  her  head.  This 
done,  I  had  barely  time  to  spring  on  her 
back,  when  the  door  was  forced  open  by 
the  young  gentleman,  whose  fears  for  my 
fate  had  absorbed  every  other  thought. 

"  Arc  you  safe,  my  boy,  quite  safe  ? " 
he  cried,  making  his  way  over  the  fallen 
rubbish. 

"Oh  !  the  devil  fear  him,"  cried  Andy 
in  a  perfect  rage  of  passion  ;  "  I  wish  it 
was  his  bones  was  smashed,  instead  of  the 
roof-sticks— sec! — Och,  murtlicr.  only  look 
at  this."  And  Andy  stood  amid  the  ruins, 
a  most  comical  picture  of  affliction,  in  part 
real  and  in  part  assumed.  Meanwhile  the 
youth  had  advanced  to  my  side,  and  with 
many  a  kind  and  encouraging  word,  more 
than  rcjiaid  me  for  all  my  danger. 

"'Tisn't  five  pound  will  pay  the  dam- 


age," cried  Andy,  running  up  on  his  fingers 
a  sum  of  imaginary  aritlimeiic. 

*'  Where's     the     saddle,    you    old " 

What  the  young  man  was  about  to  add,  I 
know  not;  but  at  a  look  from  me — he 
stojiped  short. 

"  Is  it  abusin'  mo  you're  for  now  aftlier 
wrecking  my  liousc  and  destroying  my 
premises  ?"  cried  Andy,  whose  teni])er  was 
far  from  sweetened  by  the  late  catastrophe. 
"Sure  what  marcy  my  poor  beast  would 
get  from  the  likes  of  ye  !  sorry  step  she'll 
go  in  yer  company  ;  ])ay  the  damages  yc 
done,  and  be  oil" 

Hero  was  a  now  turn  of  affaii-s,  and 
judging  from  the  irascibility  of  both  p:irties, 
a  most  disastrous  one:  it  demanded,  indeed, 
all  my  skill, — all  the  practised  dexterity  of 
a  mind  trained,  as  mine  had  been  by  manv 
a  subtlety,  to  effect  a  compromise,  which  1 
did  thus  :  my  patron  being  cast  in  the  costs 
of  all  the  damages,  to  the  amount  of 
twenty  shillings,  and  the  original  contract 
to  be  maintained  in  all  its  integrity. 

The  young  man  i)aid  the  money  Avit.hout 
speaking;  but  I  had  time  to  mark  that  the 
purse  from  which  he  drew  it  was  far  from 
weighty.  "Are  we  free  to  go  at  last?" 
cried  he,  in  a  voice  of  suppressed  wrath. 

"Yes,  )'er  honour  ;  all's  right,"  answered 
Andy,  whoso  heart  was  mollified  at  the 
sight  of  money  ;  "a  pleasant  journey,  and 
safe  to  ye ;  take  good  care  of  the  beast, 
don't  ride  her  over  the  stones,  and " 

The  remainder  of  the  exhortation  was 
lost  to  us,  as  wo  set  forth  in  a  short  jog- 
trot, I  running  alongside. 

"When  we  are  once  below  the  hill, 
yonder,"  said  I  to  my  companion,  "  give 
her  the  whip,  and  make  up  for  lost  time." 

"And  how  are  you  to  keep  u]),  my  lad," 
asked  he  in  some  surprise. 

I  could  scarcely  avoid  a  laugh  at  the 
simplicity  of  the  (luestiou,  as  if  an  Irish 
gossoon  with  his  foot  on  his  native  bog, 
wouldn't  be  an  overmatch  in  a  day's  jour- 
ney for  the  best  hack  that  ever  ambled. 
Away  we  went,  sometimes  joking  over, 
sometimes  abusing  the  old  miser  Andy,  of 
whom, for  my  fellow-traveller's  amusonieut, 
I  told  various  lit  tie  traits  and  stories,  at 
which  he  laughed  with  a  zest  quite  new  to 
me  to  Avitness.  ^ly  desire  to  be  entertain- 
ing then  led  me  on  to  speak  of  my  father 
and  his  many  curious  adventures — the 
skill  with  Avhich  he  could  foment  litigation, 
and  the  Avily  stratagems  by  Avhich  he 
sustained  it  afterAvards.  All  the  cunning 
devices  of  the  process  serA'or  I  narrated  with 
a  gusto  that  smacked  of  my  early  training; 
how,  sometimes,  my  crafty  parent  Avould 
append  a  summons  to  the  collar  of  a  dog. 
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and  lie  in  wait  till  he  saw  the  owner  take  t 
it  off  and  read  it,  and  then  emergini,^  from 
his  concealment,  cry  out  "  sarved,"'  and 
take  to  his  heels  ;  and  again  how  he  once  | 
succeeded  iu  *' serving"  old  Andy  himself, 
by  appearing  as  a  beggar-woman,  and 
begging  him  to  light  a  bit  of  paper  to 
kindle  her  pipe.  The  moment,  however, 
he  took  the  bit  of  twisted  paper,  the  as- 
sumed beggar-woman  screamed  out, 
"Andy,  yer  sarved:  that's  a  process,  my 
man  ! "  The  shock  almost  took  Andy's 
life  ;  and  there's  not  a  beggar  in  the  barony 
dares  to  come  near  him  since. 

"  Your  father  must  be  well  off,  then,  1 1 
suppose,"  said  my  companion. 

"  He  was,  a  few  Aveeks  ago,  sir  ;  but  mis- 
fortune has  come  on  us  since  that."  I  was 
ashamed  to  go  on,  and  yet  I  felt  that  strange 
impulse  so  strong  in  the  Irish  peasant  to 
narrate  anything  of  a  character  which  can 
interest  by  harrowing  and  exciting  the 
feelings. 

Very  little  pressing  was  needed  to  make 
me  recount  the  whole  story,  down  to  the 
departure  of  my  father  with  the  other  pri- 
soners sentenced  to  transportation. 

"  And  whither  were  you  going  when  I 
met  you  this  morning  on  the  common?" 
said  my  fellow-traveller,  in  a  voice  of  some 
interest. 

'•To  seek  my  fortune,  sir,"  was  my  brief 
answer;  and  either  the  words,  or  the  way 
they  were  uttered,  seemed  to  strike  my 
companion,  for  he  drew  up  short  and  stared 
at  me,  repeating  the  phrase,  "Seek  your 
fortune  !  "  "  Just  so,"  said  I,  warmed  by 
an  enthusiasm  which  then  was  beginning 
to  kindle  Avithin  me,  and  which  for  many 
a  long  3'ear  since,  and  in  many  a  trying 
emergency,  has  cheered  and  sustained  me. 
"  Just  so,  the  world  is  wide,  and  there's  a 
path  for  every  one,if  they'd  only  look  for  it." 

"But  you  saw  Avhat  came  of  j/ry  taking  a 
short  cut,  this  morning,"  said  my  compan- 
ion, laugliing. 

'■  And  you'd  have  been  time  enough  too, 
if  you  had  been  always  thinking  of  what 
you  were  about,  sir  :  but  as  you  told  me, 
you  began  a  thinking  and  a  dreaming  of 
twenty  things  far  away  ;  besides,  Avho 
knows  what  good  turn  luck  may  take,  just 
at  the  very  moment  when  we  seem  to  have 
least  of  it." 

"  You're  quite  a  philosopher.  Con,"  said 
he,  smiling. 

"So  Father  Mahon  used  to  say,  sir," 
said  I,  proudly,  and  in  reality  highly  flat- 
tered at  the  reiteration  of  the  epithet. 

Thus  chatting,  we  journeyed  along, 
lightening  the  way  with  talk,  and  making 
the  hours  seem  to  me  the  very  pleasantest  I 


had  ever  passed.  At  last  we  came  in  sight 
of  the  steeple  of  Kinnegad,  which  lay  in 
the  i)laiii  before  us,  about  a  mile  distant. 

Tiie  little  town  of  Kinnegad  was  all  astir 
as  we  entered  it.  The  "  up  mail"  had  just 
come  down,  in  the  main  street,  sending  all 
its  passengers  flying  in  A'arious  directions 
— through  shop-windows  ;  into  cow-houses 
and  piggeries  ;  some  being  proudly  perched 
on  the  roof  of  a  cabin,  and  others  most 
ignobly  seated  on  a  dunghill ;  the  most 
lamentable,  figure  of  all  being  an  elderly 
gentleman,  who,  having  cut  a  summerset 
through  an  apothecary's  window,  came 
forth  cut  by  a  hundred  small  vials,  and 
bearing  on  his  person  unmistakable  evi- 
dence of  every  odour  from  tar-Avater  to 
assafoetida.  The  conveyance  itself  lay,  like 
the  Ark  after  the  deluge,  quietly  reposing 
on  one  side  ;  while  animals,  male  and  fe- 
male, "after  their  kind,"  issued  from 
Avithin.  Limping  and  disconsolate  figures 
Avere  being  assisted  into  the  inn  ;  and  black 
eyes  and  smashed  faces  Avere  as  life  as  in  a 
country  fair. 

I  was  not  sloAv  in  appropriating  the  cala- 
mity to  a  good  purpose  ;  "  See,  sir,"  I 
Avhispered  to  m}'  companion,  "you  said,  a 
Avhile  ago,  that  nobody  had  such  bad  luck 
as  yourself;  think  Avhat  might  have  hap- 
pened you  noAV,  if  you  hadn't  missed  the 
coach." 

"  True  enough.  Con,"  said  he,  "there  is 
such  a  thing  as  being  too  late  for  bad  as 
well  as  for  good  fortune  ;  and  I  experience 
it  now.  But  the  next  question  is,  hoAv  to 
get  forward  ;  for,  of  course,  Avith  a  broken 
axle,  the  mail  cannot  proceed  further." 

The  difficulty  was  soon  got  OA^er.  The 
halt  and  the  maimed  passengers,  after 
loudly  inveighing  against  all  coach-pro- 
jirietors, — the  man  that  made,  and  the 
man  that  horsed, — he  that  drove,  and  he 
that  greased  the  wheels  of  all  public  con- 
veyances, demanded,  loudly,  to  be  forAA-ard- 
ed  to  the  end  of  their  journey  by  various 
chaises,  and  other  vehicles  of  the  toAvn.  I 
at  the  same  time  making  use  of  my  legal 
knoAvledge  to  suggest  that  while  doing  so, 
they  acted  under  protest ;  that  it  was 
"  Avithout  prejudice"  to  any  future  pro- 
ceedings they  might  deem  fit  to  adopt  for 
compensatory  damages.  If  some  laughed 
heartily  at  the  source  from  which  the  hint 
came,  others  said  I  Avas  a  "devilish  shrcAvd 
chap,"  and  insinuated  something  about  a 
joint-stock  subscription  of  sixpences  for 
my  benefit ;  but  the  motion  was  apparently 
unseconded,  and  so,  like  many  benefactors 
of  my  species,  I  had  to  apply  to  my  con- 
science for  my  reward  ;  or  safer  still,  had 
to  Avait  till  I  could  pay  myself. 
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My  young  companion,  who  now,  in  a  few 
wortlir,  told  nie  that  he  was  a  student  at 
Trinity  College,  and  a  "reader  for  hon- 
ours," pulled' out  his  purse  to  pay  me. 
"Remember,  my  boy,  the  name  of  Henry 
Lyndsay  ;  I'm  easily  found,  if  you  chance 
to  come  to  Dublin  ;  not  that  I  can  be  of 
much  service  to  any  one,  but  I  shall  not 
forget  the  service  you  rendered  me  this 
day.  Here,  take  this,  pay  for  the  mare's 
feeding,  and  when  she  has  rested " 

I  would  not  suffei'  him  to  i)roceed  further, 
but  broke  in  :  "  I'm  not  going  back,  sir  ! 
I'll  never  turn  my  footsteps  that  way  again! 
Leave  the  mare  in  the  inn;  Andy  comes 
every  Saturday  here  for  the  market,  and 
will  find  her  safe.  As  for  mc,  1  must  '  seek 
my  fortune;'  and  when  one  has  to  search 
for  anything,  there's  nothing  like  beginning 
early.'' 

'•■  Zou're  a  strange  fellow,  Con,"  said  he, 
looking  at  me  ;  and  I  was  shrewd  enough 
to  see  that  his  features  exhibited  no  small 
astonishment  at  my  words.  "And  where 
do  you  intend  to  look  for  this  same  fortune 
you  speak  of  ?  " 

"  No  one  place  in  particular,  sir  !  I  read 
in  an  old  book  once,  that  good  luck  is  like 
sunshine,  and  is  not  found  in  all  climates 
at  the  same  time  ;  so  I  intend  to  ramble 
about ;  and  when  I  breakfast  on  the  sunny 
side  of  the  apple,  never  stay  to  dine  off  the 
green  one." 

"And  you  are  the  kind  of  fellow  to 
succeed!"  said  he,  half  to  himself,  and 
rather  as  thougii  reflecting  on  my  words 
than  addressing  me. 

'•'So  1  intend,  sir!"  replied  I,  con- 
fidently. 

"  Have  you  ever  read  '  Gil  Bias,'  Con  ?" 

"  I  have  it  almost  by  heart,  sir." 

"  That's  it  !  "  said  he,  laughing  ;  "  I  see 
whence  you've  got  your  taste  for  adventure. 
But  remember.  Con,  Gil  Bias  lived  in 
different  times  from  ours,  and  in  a  very 
different  land.  He  was,  besides,  a  well- 
educated  fellow,  with  no  small  share  of 
good  looks  and  good  manners." 

''As  for  age  and  country,  sir,"  said  I, 
boldly,  "men  and  women  are  pretty  much 
alike  at  all  times,  and  in  all  places;  in  the 
old  book  I  told  you  of  a  while  ago,  I  i"ead 
that  human  passions,  like  the  features  of 
the  face,  are  only  infinite  varieties  of  the 
same  few  ingredients.  Then,  as  to  educa- 
tion and  the  rest, — what  one  man  can  pick 
up,  so  can  another.  The  will  is  the  great 
thing,  and  1  feel  it  very  strong  in  me.  And 
now,  to  give  a  proof  of  it,  I  am  determined 
to  go  up  to  Dublin,  and  with  your  honoui', 
too,and  you'll  see  if  I  won't  have  my  way." 

"  So  you  shall,  Con  !  "  replied  he,  laugh- 


ing ;  "  I'll  take  you  on  the  top  of  the 
chaise  ;  and  although  I  cannot  afford  to 
keep  a  servant,  you  shall  stay  with  mc  in 
College,  until  chance,  in  which  you  have 
such  implicit  faith,  shall  provide  better  for 
you.  Come  now,  lead  the  mare  into  the 
stable,  for  I  see  my  companions  are  packing 
up  to  be  gone." 

I  was  not  slow  in  obeying  the  orders,  and 
soon  returned  to  assist  my  new  master  with 
his  luggage.  All  was  quickly  settled  ;  and 
a  few  minutes  after  saw  me  seated  on  a 
portmanteau  on  the  roof  on  my  way  to 
Dublin. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"HOW  I  ENTERED  COLLEGE,  AND  HOW  I  LEFT  IT." 

It  was  still  dark,  on  a  drizzling  morning 
in  January,  as  we  reached  the  Capital  ;  the 
lamps  shone  faintly  through  the  fogg}', 
wet  atmosphere;  and  the  gloom  was  dee^i- 
ened  as  we  entered  the  narrow^  streets  at 
the  west  of  the  city.  A  few  glimmering 
lights  from  five-stories'  high,  showed  where 
some  early  riser  was  awaking  to  his  daily 
toil  ;  while  here  and  there,  some  rough- 
coated  policeman  stood  at  the  corner  of  a 
street  to  be  rained  on  ;  except  these,  no 
sign  of  living  thing  appeared  ;  and  I  own 
the  whole  aspect  was  a  sad  damper  to  the 
ardour  of  that  enthusiasm  which  had  often 
pictured  the  great  metropolis  as  some  gor- 
geous fairy  land. 

The  carriage  stopped  twice,  to  set  down 
two  of  the  travellers,  in  obscure  dingy 
streets,  and  then  I  heard  Mr.  Lyndsay  say, 
"  To  the  College  ; "  and  on  we  went 
through  a  long  labyrinth  of  narrow  lanes 
and  thoroughfares,  which  gradually  wi- 
dened out  into  more  spacious  streets,  and  at 
length  arrived  at  a  great  building,  whose 
massive  gates  slowly  opened  to  receive,  and 
then  solemnly  closed  after  us.  We  now 
stood  in  a  spacious  quadrangle,  silent  and 
noiseless  as  a  church  at  midnight. 

Mr.  Lyndsay  hastily  descended,  and 
ordering  me  to  carry  in  some  of  the  bag- 
gage. I  followed  him  into  a  large  scantily- 
furnished  room,  beyond  which  was  a  bed- 
chamber, of  like  accomodation.  "This  is 
my  home.  Con,"  said  he,  with  a  melancholy 
attempt  at  a  smile  ;  "  and  here,"  said  he, 
leading  me  to  a  small  one-windowed  room 
on  the  opposite  side,  "here  is  yours."  A 
bed.  of  that  humble  kind  called  a  stretcher, 
placed  against  one  wall,  and  a  large  chest 
for  holding  coals  against  the  other.^i 
bottomless   chair,  and   a   shoe-brush    with 
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'.•ery  scanty  bristles,  constituted  the  entire 
furniture. 

It  was  some  time  after  all  the  lug-gugc 
was  removed  before  Mr.  Lyndsay  could  get 
rid  of  the  postillion  ;  like  all  poor  men  in 
a  like  predicament,  he  had  to  bargain,  and 
reason,  and  remonstrate,  submitting  to 
many  a  mortilication,  and  enduring  many 
a  sore  pang,  at  the  pitiless  ribaldry,  whicii 
knows  nothing  so  contemptible  as  poverty; 
at  last,  after  various  reflections  on  the 
presumj)tionof  people  who  travel  and  can- 
not afford  it,  on  their  vanity,  self-conceit, 
and  so  forth, — the  fellow  departed,  Avith 
what  my  ears  assured  me  was  no  con- 
temptible share  of  my  poor  master's  purse. 

I  was  sitting  alone  in  my  den  during  this 
scene,  not  wishing  by  my  presence  to  add 
anything  to  his  mortification  ;  and  now  all 
was  still  and  noiseless,  I  waited  for  some 
time  expecting  to  be  called, — to  be  told  of 
some  trifling  service  to  execute,  or,  at  least, 
to  be  spoken  to  :  but  no,  not  a  sound,  not 
a  murmur  was  to  be  heard. 

My  own  thoughts  were  none  of  the 
brightest ;  the  ceaseless  rain  that  streamed 
against  the  little  window,  and  shut  out  all 
prospect  of  what  was  without;  the  cold  and 
cheerless  chamber,  and  the  death-like  si- 
lence, were  like  lead  upon  my  heart. 

I  had  often,  in  my  reveries  at  home,  fan- 
cied that  all  who  were  lifted  above  the  cot- 
tier in  life  must  have  neither  care  nor 
sorrow ;  that  real  want  was  unknown, 
save  in  their  class  ;  and  that  all  afflictions 
of  those  more  highly  placed  were  of  a  char- 
acter too  trifling  to  be  beemed  serious  ;  and 
now  suddenly  there  came  to  me  the  thought. 
What,  if  every  one  had  his  share  of  grief  ? 
I  vow,  the  very  suspicion  thrilled  through 
me,  and  I  sat  still,  dwelling  on  the  sad 
theme  with  deep  intensity. 

As  I  sat  thus,  a  sigh,  low,  but  distinct 
came  from  the  adjoining  chamber.  I  sud- 
denly remembered  my  young  master,  and 
crept  noiselessly  to  tlie  door  ;  it  stood  ajar, 
and  I  could  see  in,  and  mark  everything 
well.  He  was  sitting  at  a  table  covered 
with  books  and  writing  materials  ;  a  single 
candle  threw  its  yellow  glare  over  the  whole, 
and  lit  up  with  a  sickly  tint  the  travel-worn 
and  tired  features  of  the  youth. 

As  I  looked,  he  leaned  his  forehead  down 
upon  his  arm,  and  seemed  either  overcome 
by  sorrow  or  fatigue  ;  when  suddenly  a 
deep-booming  bell  sent  forth  a  solemn  peal, 
and  made  the  very  chamber  vibrate  with 
its  din.  Lyndsay  started  at  the  sound  ;  a 
kind  of  shudder,  like  a  convulsive  throe, 
shook  his  limbs  ;  and  sitting  up  on  his  seat, 
he  pushed  back  the  falling  hair  from  his  eyes, 
and  again  addressed  himself  to  his  book. 


The  heavy  tolling  sounds  seemed  now  no 
longer  to  "distract,  but  rather  to  nerve  him 
to  greater  efforts,  for  he  read  on  with  an 
intense  persistence  ;  turning  from  volume 
to  volume,  and  repeatedly  noting  down  on 
the  paper  as  he  read. 

Of  a  sudden  the  bell  ceased,  and  Lyndsay 
arose  from  tlie  table,  and  passed  into  the 
bedroom  ;  from  which  he  almost  instan- 
taneously reappeared,  dressed  in  his  cap  and 
gown  ;  a  new  and  curious  costume  in  my 
eyes,  but  which  at  the  time  was  invested 
with  a  deep  mysterious  interest  to  me. 

I  retired  silently  now  to  my  room,  and 
saw  him  pass  out  into  the  wide  court.  I 
hastened  to  look  out.  Already  some  hun- 
dred others  in  similar  costume  were  assem- 
bled there,  and  the  buzz  of  voices,  and  the 
sound  of  many  feet,  were  a  pleasant  relief 
to  the  desert-like  silence  of  the  court  as  I 
had  seen  it  before.  The  change  was,  how- 
ever, of  a  very  brief  duration  ;  in  less  than 
a  minute  the  whole  assemblage  moved  off, 
and  entered  a  great  building,  whose  heavy 
door  closed  on  them  with  a  deep  bang,  and 
all  was  still  once  more. 

r  now  set  myself  to  think  by  what  small 
services  I  could  render  myself  acceptable  to 
my  young  master.  I  ari'anged  the  scanty  fur- 
niture into  a  resemblance — faint  enough, 
certainly,  to  comfort,  and  made  a  cheerful 
fire  with  the  remnant  of  the  roomy  coal- 
box.  This  done,  I  proceeded  to  put  his 
clothes  in  order,  and  actually  astonished 
myself  with  the  skill  I  seemed  to  possess  in 
my  new  walk.  An  intense  curiosity  to 
know  what  was  going  on  without  led  mo 
frequently  to  the  door  which  led  into  the 
court;  but  I  profited  little  by  this  step. 
The  only  figures  which  met  my  eye  were 
now  and  then  some  elderly  personage  clad 
in  his  academic  robes,  gravely  wending 
towards  the  "  Hall,"  and  the  far  less  impos- 
ing cries  of  some  "college  women,"  as  the 
hags  are  called,  who  officiate  as  the  Uni- 
versity housemaids. 

It  was  at  one  of  these  visits  that  sudden- 
ly I  heard  the  great  door  of  the  "Hall" 
burst  open  Avith  a  crash,  and  immediately 
down  the  steps  poured  the  black  tide  of 
figures,  talking  and  laughing  in  one  mul- 
tifarious din,  that  seemed  to  fill  the  very 
air.  Cautiously  withdrawing,  I  closed  the 
door,  and  retired ;  but  scarcely  had  I 
reached  my  room,  when  young  Lyndsay 
passed  through  to  -his  own  chamber  :  his 
cheek  was  flushed,  and  his  eyes  sparkled 
with  animation,  and  his  whole  air  and  ges- 
ture indicated  great  excitement. 

Having  removed  his  cravat,  and  bathed 
his  temples  with  cold  water,  he  once  more 
sat  down  before  his  book.?,  and  was  soon  so 
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immersed  in  study,  as  not  to  hear  my  foot- 
stops  as  I  entered. 

I  stood,  uncertain,  and  did  not  dare  to  in- 
terrupt liini  for  some  minutes  ;  the  vciy 
intensity  of  his  application  awed  me.  In- 
deed, I  believe  I  should  have  retired  with- 
out a  word,  had  he  not  accidentally  looked 
up  and  beheld  me.  "Eh  ! — what! — how 
is  this  ?"  cried  he,  endeavouring  to  recall 
liis  mind  from  the  themes  before  him  ;  "I 
had  forgotten  you,  my  poor  hoy,  and  you 
have  had  no  breakfast." 

"And  you,  sir  ?  "  said  I,  in  reality  more 
interested  for  him  than  myself. 

'*  Take  this.  Con,"  said  he,  not  heeding 
my  remark,  and  giving  me  a  ]n'ece  of  silver 
from  his  purse  ;  "get  yourself  something 
to  eat  :  to-morrow,  or  next  day,  we  shall 
arrange  these  things  better  ;  for  at  this 
moment  my  head  has  its  load  of  other 
cares." 

"  But  will  you  not  eat  something  ?  "  said 
I;  ''you  have  not  tasted  food  since  we 
met." 

''We  are  expected  to  breakfast  with  our 
tutor  on  the  examination  mornings,  Con," 
said  he  ;  and  then,  not  seeming  to  feel  the 
inconsistency  of  his  acts  with  his  words, 
he  again  hent  his  head  over  the  table,  and 
lost  all  remembrance  of  either  me  or  our 
conversation.  I  stole  noiselessly  away,  and 
sallied  forth  to  seek  my  breakfast  where  I 
could. 

There  were  few  loiterers  in  the  aourt  ;  a 
stray  student  hurrying  past,  or  an  old  slip- 
shod hag  of  hideous  aspect  and  squalid 
misery,  were  all  I  beheld  ;  but  both  classes 
bestowed  most  unequivocal  signs  of  surprise 
at  my  country  air  and  appearance,  and  to 
my  question,  where  I  could  buy  some  bread 
and  milk,  answers  the  most  cynical  or 
evasive  were  returned.  "While  I  was  yet 
endeavouring  to  obtain  from  one  of  the 
ancient  maidens  alluded  to  some  informa- 
tion on  the  point,  two  young  men,  with 
velvet  caps  and  velvet  capes  on  their  gowns, 
stopped  to  listen. 

"I say,  friend,"  cried  one,  seemingly  the 
younger  of  the  two,  "  when  did  you  enter?" 

"This  morning,"  said  I,  taking  the 
question  literally. 

"Do  you  hear  that,  Ward  ?  "  continued 
he  to  his  companion.  "What  place  did 
you  take  ?" 

"I  was  on  the  roof,"  replied  I,  suppos- 
ing the  queraj  bore  allusion  to  the  mode 
of  my  coming. 

"Quite  classical,"  said  the  elder,  a  tall, 
good-looking  youth  ;  "  you  came  as  did 
Caesar  into  Gaul,  '  summd  diligenfid/  on 
the  top  of  tlie  Diligence." 

They   both   laughed   heartily  at  a  very 


threadbare  college  joke,  and  wei-e  about  to 
move  away,  when  the  younger,  turning 
round,  said,  "Have  you  inatnculated  ?" 

"IS'o,  sir, — what's  that  ? 

"  it's  a  little  ceremony,"  iiiterposed  the 
elder,  "necessary,  and  indeed  indisi)ensa- 
ble,  to  every  one  coming  to  reside  Avithin 
these  walls.  You've  heard  of  Xapoleon,  I 
dare  say  ?  " 

"  Bony,  is  it  ?  "  asked  I,  giving  the  more 
familiar  title  by  which  he  was  better  known 
to  my  circle  of  acquaintance. 

"  Exactly,"  said  he,  "  Bony.  Xow  Bony 
used  to  call  a  first  battle  the  ba))tism  of 
Glory ;  so  may  we  style,  in  a  like  wav, 
Matriculation  to  be  the  baptism  of  Knowl- 
edge.    You  understand  me,  eh  ? '' 

''  Xot  all  out,"  said  I,  "  but  partly." 

"  We'll  illustrate  by  a  diagram,  then.'' 

"  I  say,  Bob,"  whispered  the  younger, 
'Met  "us* find  out  with  whom  he  is  ;  "  then 
turning  to  me,  said,  "  Where  do  you  live 
here  ?  " 

"Yonder,"  said  I,  "where  that  lamp 
is." 

"Mr.  Lvndsay's  chambers  ?  " 

"'  Yes,  sir.'' 

"All  rif^ht,"  cried  the  younger  ;  "'  we'll 
show  you  the  secret  of  matriculation." 

"  Come  along,  my  young  friend,"  said 
the  elder,  in  the  same  pompous  tone  he 
had  used  at  first,  "  let  us  teach  you  to  drink 
of  that  Pierian  spring  which  '  Lahitur  et 
lahetiir  in  omne  voluhiUes  tevum.'" 

I  believe  it  was  the  fluent  use  of  the  un- 
known tongue  which  at  once  allayed  any 
mistrust  I  might  have  felt  of  my  new 
acquaintances ;  however  that  may  be,  there 
was  something  so  imposing  in  the  high- 
sounding  s^dlables  that  I  yielded  at  once, 
and  followed  them  into  another  and  more 
remote  quadrangle. 

Here  they  stopped  under  a  window, 
while  one  gave  a  loud  whistle  with  his 
fingers  to  his  lips;  the  sash  Avas  imme- 
diately thrown  up,  and  a  handsome,  merry- 
looking  face  ])roti-udcd.  "  Eh  I — what  I — 
Tavlorand  \\'ard,"  cried  he,  "  what's  coing 
on>" 

"  Come  down,  Burton  ;  here's  a  youth 
for  matriculation,"  cried  the  younger. 

"All  right,"  cried  the  other.  "There 
are  eight  of  us  here  at  breakfast:"  and 
disappearing  from  the  window,  he  speedily 
descended  to  the  court,  followed  by  a 
number  of  others,  who  gravely  saluted  me 
with  a  deep  bow,  and  solemnly  welcomed 
me  within  the  'classic  precincts  of  old 
Trinity. 

"  Domine — what's  his  name  ?"  said  the 
young  gentleman  called  Burton. 

"'  Cregan,  sir,"  replied  I,  already  flattered 
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by  the  attentions  I    was  receiving,    ''Con 
Cregiin,  sir." 

"  Well,  Doniine  Cregan,  come  along 
with  ns,  r.nd  never  jiut  faitli  in  a  juni(n- 
sophistcr.  Yon  know  what  a  junior  sopli- 
ister  is,  I  trust." 

^^No,  sir." 

'-'Tell  him,  Ward." 

"  A  junior  sopliister,  Mr.  Cregan,  is  one 
who,  being  in  'Locke'  all  day,  is  very 
often  locked  out  all  night,  and  who  observes 
the  two  rubrics  of  the  statute  '  de  vigilan- 
tihis  et  lucentihus,'  by  extinguishing  both 
lamps  and  watchmen." 

"Confound  your  pedantry,"  broke  in 
Burton  :  ''a  junior  soph,  is  a  man  in  his 
ninth  examination." 

"The  terror  of  the  porters,"  cried  one. 

"  The  Dean's  milch  cow,"  added  anotlier. 

"A  credit  to  his  parents,  but  a  debtor 
to  his  tailor,"  broke  in  a  third.         .    • 

"  Seldom  at  Greek  lecture,  but  no  fellow- 
commoner  at  tiie  Currali,"  lisped  out 
Taylor  :  and  by  this  time  we  had  reached 
a  narrow  lane,  flanked  on  one  side  by  a  tall 
building  of  gloomy  exterior,  and  on  the 
other  by  an  angle  of  the  square. 

"  Here  we  are,  Mr.  Cregan  ;  as  the  poet 
says,  'this  is  the  place,  the  centre  of  the 
wood.'  " 

"  Gentlemen  sponsors,  to  your  func- 
tions;" scarce  were  the  words  out,  when  I 
was  seized  by  above  half  a  dozen  pair  of 
strong  hands  :  my  legs  were  suddenly  jerked 
upwards,  and,  notwithstanding  my  attempts 
to  resist,  I  was  borne  along  for  some  yards 
at  a  brisk  pace.  I  Avas  already  about  to 
forbear  my  struggles,  and  suffer  them  to 
play  their — as  I  deemed  it —  harmless  joke 
in  quiet,  when  straight  in  front  of  me  I 
saw  an  enormous  pump,  at  which,  and  by 
a  double  handle.  Burton  and  another  were 
working  away  like  sailors  on  a  wreck  ; 
throwing  forth,  above  a  yard  off,  a  jet  of 
Avater  almost  enough  to  turn  a  mill. 

The  whole  plot  now  revealed  itself  to  me 
at  once,  and  I  commenced  a  series  of  kick- 
ings  and  plungings  that  almost  left  me 
free.  My  enemies,  however,  Avere  too  many 
and  too  powerful  ;  on  they  bore  me,  and 
in  a  perfect  storm  of  blows,  lunges,  writh- 
ings,  and  boundings,  they  held  me  fast 
under  the  stream,  which  played  away  in  a 
frothy  current  OA'er  my  head,  face,  chest, 
and  legs, — for,  Avitli  a  most  laudable  im- 
partiality, they  moved  me  from  side  to 
side,  till  not  a  dry  spot  remained  on  my 
whole  body. 

I  shouted,  I  yelled,  I  swore,  and  screamed 
for  aid,  but  all  in  vain,  and  my  diabolical 
tormentors  seemed  to  feel  no  touch  of 
weariness  in  their  inhuman  pastime  ;  while 


I,  exliaistcd  by  my  struggles  and  the  con- 
tinual rush  of  the  falling  water,  almost 
ceased  to  resist  ;  when  suddenly  a  cry  of 
•'The  Dean  !  the  Dean  !"  was  heard:  my 
bearers  let  go  their  hold, — down  I  tumbled 
upon  the  flags,  Avith  barely  consciousness 
enough  to  see  the  scampering  crcAv  flying 
in  all  directions,  Avhile  a  host  of  j^orters 
followed  them  in  hot  pursuit. 

"'  Who  arc  you,  sir  ?  What  brought  you 
here  ?"  said  a  tall  old  gentleman,  I  at  once 
surmised  to  be  the  Dean. 

"The  devil  himself,  I  belicA^e  !"  replied 
I,  rising  Avith  difficulty  under  the  Aveight 
of  my  soaked  garments. 

"  Turn  him  outside  the  gates,HaAvkins!" 
said  the  Dean  to  a  porter  behind  him. 
"  Take  care,  too,  he  never  re-enters  them." 

'•'  1*11  take  good  care  of  it,  sir,"  said  the 
fellow,  as  Avith  one  strong  hand  on  my 
collar,  and  the  closed  fingers  of  the  other 
administering  gentle  admonitions  to  the 
back  of  my  head,  he  proceeded  to  march 
me  before  him  through  the  square  ;  re- 
volving as  I  went  thoughts,  which,  certes, 
evinced  not  one  sentiment  of  gj-atitude  to 
the  learned  uniA'ersity. 

My  college  career  was,  therefore,  more 
brief  than  b]-illiant;  fori  was  "  exjielled" 
on  the  very  same  day  that  I  '-'entered." 

With  the  "  Avorld  before  me  Avhere  to 
choose,"  I  stepped  out  into  the  classic 
precincts  of  College  Green,  fully  assured 
of  one  fact,  that  "  Toavu  "  could  scarcely 
treat  me  more  harshly  than  "  Gown."  I 
felt,  too,  that  I  had  passed  through  a  kind 
of  ordeal  ;  that  my  ducking,  like  the 
ceremonies  on  crossing  the  line,  Avas  a  kind 
of  masonic  ordinance,  indispensable  to  my 
opening  career ;  and  that  thus  I  had  got 
successfully  through  one  at  least  of  my 
"trials." 

A  species  of  filial  instinct  suggested  to 
me  the  propriety  of  seeing  NeAvgate,  Avhere 
my  fatlier  lay,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
convict  shij)  that  Avas  to  convey  him  to 
Van  Diemen's  Land  :  and  thither  I  accord- 
ingly repaired,  not  to  enter,  but  simply  to 
gaze,  Avith  a  very  aAvestruck  imagination, 
upon  that  double-barred  cage  of  human 
ferocity  and  crime. 

In  itself  the  circumstance  has  nothing 
Avorthy  of  record,  nor  should  I  mention  it, 
save  that  to  the  deep  impression  of  that 
morning  do  I  OAve  a  certain  shrinking 
liorror  of  all  great  crime  ;  that  impression 
has  been  of  incalculable  benefit  to  me 
I  through  life. 

I      I  strained  my  eyes  to  mark  if,  amid  the 

I  faces   closely   pressed   against   the    strong 

bars,  I  could  recognize  that  of  my  parent, 

1  but  in  vain;    there  Avas  a  temble  sameness 
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in  their  features,  as  if  tlie  individual  liad 
sunk  ill  tlie  criminal,  that  left  all  discrim- 
ination difficult ;  and  so  I  turned  away, 
satisfied  tliat  I  had  done  a  son's  part  most 
completely. 


CHAPTER  V, 

A  PEEP  AT  "  HIGH  AND  LOW  COMPANY." 

I  HAVE  often  heard  it  observed,  that  one 
has  as  little  to  do  with  the  choice  of  his 
mode  of  life  as  with  the  name  he  receives 
at  baptism.  I  rather  incliuc  to  the  opinion 
that  this  is  true.  My  own  very  varied,  and 
somewhat  dissimilar  occupations  were  cer- 
tainly far  less  the  result  of  any  precon- 
ceived plan  or  scheme  than  the  mere  "turn- 
up" of  the  rolling  die  of  Fortune. 

It  was  while  revolving  a  species  of  fatal- 
ism in  this  wise,  and  calmly  assuring  my- 
self that  I  was  not  born  to  be  starved,  that 
I  strolled  along  Merrion  Square  on  the 
same  afternoou  of  my  expulsion  from 
Trinity  and  visit  to  Newgate. 

There  were  brilliant  equipages,  cavaliers, 
and  ladies  on  horseback  ;  handsome  houses, 
with  balconies  often  thronged  by  attractive- 
looking  occupants  ;  and  vast  crowds  of 
gaily-dressed  persons  promenaded  within 
the  square  itself,  where  a  military  band 
performed  ;  in  fact,  there  v/as  more  than 
enough  to  interest  and  amuse  one  of  higher 
pretensions  in  the  scale  of  pleasure  than 
myself. 

While  1  was  thus  gazing  on  this  brilliant 
panorama  of  the  outdoor  life  of  a  great 
city,  and  wondering  and  guessing  what 
precise  object  thus  brought  people  together 
— for  no  feature  of  a  market,  or  a  fair,  or 
any  festive  occupation  solved  the  difficulty 
— I  was  struck  by  a  class  of  characters  who 
seemed  to  play  the  subordinate  parts  of 
the  drama — a  set  of  ragged,  ill-fed,  half- 
starved  boys,  who  followed  in  crowds  each 
new  arrival  on  horseback,  and  eagerly 
sought  permission  to  hold  his  horse  when 
he  dismounted ;  the  contrast  of  these 
mangy-looking  attendants  to  the  glossy- 
coated  and  handsomely-caparisoned  steeds 
they  led  about  being  too  remarkable  to 
escape  notice.  Although  a  very  fierce 
rivalry  prevailed  amongst  thetn,  they 
seemed  a  species  of  organized  guild,  who 
constituted  a  distinct  walk  in  life,  and 
indignantly  resented  the  attempt  of  some 
two  or  three  '"'  voluntaries  "  who  showed  a 
wish  to  join  the  fraternity. 

I  sat  against  the  rails  of  the  square, 
studying  with  some  curiosity  little  details 
cf  their  etiquette,  and  their  strange  con- 


ventionalities. A  regular  corps  of  them 
stood  in  front  of  me,  canvassing  with  all 
the  eager  volubility  of  their  craft  for  the 
possession  of  a  handsome  thorough-bred 
pony,  from  which  a  young  officer,  in  a 
cavalry  undress,  was  about  to  dismount. 

''I'm  your  own  boy,  captain  I  I'm  Tim, 
sir  !  "  cried  one,  with  a  leer  of  most  familiar 
intimacy. 

<"Tis  me  towld  ye  about  Miss  O'Grady, 
sir,"  shouted  another,  ])referring  another 
and  stronger  claim. 

"  I'm  the  boy  caught  your  mare  the  day 
ye  was  thrown,  captain!"  insinuated  a 
third,  exhibiting  a  want  of  tact  in  the 
reminiscence  that  drew  down  many  a  scoff 
upon  him  from  his  fellows  ;  for  these  rag- 
ged and  starving  curs  had  a  most  lively 
sense  of  the  use  of  flattery. 

''Off  with  you! — stand  off!"  said  the 
young  dragoon,  in  a  threatening  tone, 
"let  that  fellow  take  my  mare;"  and  he 
pointed  to  me,  as  I  sat,  a  patient  but  un- 
concerned spectator  of  the  scene.  Had  a 
medical  consultation  been  suddenly  set 
aside  on  the  eve  of  a  great  surgical  opera- 
tion, and  the  "knife"  committed  to  the 
unpractised  hand  of  a  new  bystander,  the 
breach  of  etiquette  and  the  surprise  could 
scarce  have  been  greater.  The  gang  stared 
at  me  with  most  undisguised  contempt, 
and  a  perfect  volley  of  abuse  and  irony 
followed  me  as  I  hastened  to  obey  the 
summons. 

It  has  been  very  often  my  fortune  in  life 
to  take  a  position  for  which  I  neither  had 
submitted  to  the  usual  probationary  study, 
nor  possessed  the  necessary  acquirement ; 
but  I  believe  this  my  first  step  in  the  very 
humble  walk  of  a  '•  horse-boy,"  gave  me 
more  pain  than  ever  did  any  subsequent 
one.  The  criticisms  on  my  dress,  my  walk, 
my  country  look,  my  very  shoes — my  critics 
wore  none — were  all  poignant  and  bitter; 
and  I  verily  believe,  such  is  the  force  of 
ridicule,  I  should  have  preferred  the  rags 
and  squalor  of  the  initiated,  at  that  mo- 
ment, to  the  warm  grey  frieze  and  blue 
worsted  stockings  of  my  country  costume. 

I  listened  attentively  to  the  young  offi- 
cer's directions  howl  was  to  walk  his  mare, 
and  where  ;  and  then  assuming  a  degree 
of  indifference  to  sarcasm  I  was  far  from 
feeling,  moved  away  from  the  s])ot  in 
sombre  dignity.  The  captain — the  title  is 
generic — was  absent  about  an  hour  ;  and 
when  he  returned  seemed  so  well  pleased 
with  my  strict  obedience  to  his  orders,  that 
he  gave  me  a  shilling,  and  desired  me  to  be 
punctually  at  the  same  hour  and  the  same 
place  on  the  day  following. 

It  was  now  dark  ;    the  lamplighter  had 
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begun  his  rounds,  and  I  was  just  congni- 
tultiting  myself  that  I  should  escape  my 
persecutors,  when  I  saw  theiu  approaching- 
in  a  body.  In  an  instant  I  was  sui'rounded, 
and  assailed  with  a  torrent  of  (piestions,  as 
to  who  I  was — where  1  came  from — what 
brought  me  there — and  lastly,  and  with 
more  eagerness  than  all  besides — what  did 
"the  cai)tain  "' give  mc  ?  As  I  answered 
this  query  first,  the  others  were  not  pressed; 
and  it  being  voted  that  I  should  expend  the 
money  on  the  fraternity,  by  way  of  entrance- 
fee,  or,  as  they  termed  it,  ''paying  my 
footing,"  away  we  set  in  a  body  to  a  distant 
part  of  the  town,  remote  from  all  its  better 
and  more  spacious  thoroughfares,  and 
among  a  chaos  of  lanes  and  alleys,  called 
the  '"Liberties."  If  the  title  were  con- 
ferred for  the  excessive  and  unlimited 
freedoms  permitted  to  the  inliabitants,  it 
was  no  misnomer.  On  my  very  entrance 
into  it  I  perceived  the  perfect  free  and  easy 
Avhich  prevailed. 

A  dense  tide  of  population  thronged  the 
close,  confined  passages  ;  mostly  of  hod- 
men, bricklayers'  labourers,  and  scavengers, 
with  old  clothesmen,  beggars,  and  others 
whose  rollicking  air  and  daring  look  be- 
spoke more  hazardous  modes  of  life. 

My  companions  wended  their  way 
through  the  dense  throng,  like  practised 
travellers,  often  cutting  off  an  angle  by  a 
dive  through  the  two  doors  of  a  whisky 
shop,  and  occasionally  making  a  great 
short-cut,  by  penetrating  through  a  house 
and  the  court  behind  it — little  exploits  in 
geography  expiated  by  a  volley  of  curses 
from  the  occupants,  and  sometimes  an  ad- 
monitory brickbat  in  addition. 

The  uniform  good  temper  they  exhibited; 
the  easy  freedom  with  which  they  submitted 
to  the  rather  rough  jocularities  of  the  pas- 
sers-by— the  usual  salute  being  a  smart  slap 
on  the  crown  of  the  head,  administered  by 
the  handicraft  tool  of  the  individual,  and 
this  sometimes  being  an  iron  trowel,  or  a 
slater's  hammer — could  not  but  exalt  them 
in  my  esteem  as  the  most  patient  set  of 
varlets  I  had  ever  sojourned  Avith.  To  my 
question  as  to  why  we  were  going  so  far.  and 
whither  our  journey  tended,  I  got  for  answer 
the  one  short  reply — '•'  AVc  must  go  to '  ould 
Betty's.'" 

Xow  as  I  would  willingly  sjoare  as  much 
of  this  period's  recital  to  my  reader  as  I 
can,  I  will  content  myself  with  stating  that 
"  ould  Betty,"  or  Betty  Cobbe,  was  an  old 
lady  Avho  kept  a  species  of  ordinary  for  the 
unclaimed,  youth  of  Dublin.  They  were 
fed  and  educated  at  her  seminary — the 
washing  cost  little,  and  they  were  certainly 
"done"  for  at  the  very  smallest  cost,  and 


in  the  most  remarkably  brief  space  of  time.' 
If  ever  these  faint  memorials  of  a  life 
should  be  read  in  a  certain  far-off  land, 
more  than  one  settler  in  the  distant  bush, 
more  than  one  angler  in  the  dull  stream  of 
Swan  River  will  confess  how  many  of  his 
first  siiar])  notions  of  life  and  manners  were 
imbilx'd  from  the  training  nurture  of  Mrs. 
Elizabeth  Cobbe. 

Betty's  proceedings,  for  some  years  before 
I  had  the  honour  and  felicity  of  her  acquain- 
tance, had  attracted  towards  her  the  atten- 
tion of  the  authorities. 

The  Colonial  Secretary  had  possibly 
grown  jealous  ;  for  she  had  been  pushing 
emigration  to  Norfolk  Island  on  a  far 
wider  scale  than  ever  a  Cabinet  dreamed  of  ; 
and  thus  had  she  acquired  what,  in  the  po- 
lite language  of  our  neighbours,  is  phrased 
the  ''  Surveillance  of  the  Police" — a  watch- 
ful superinteridence  and  anxious  protecto- 
rate, for  which,  I  grieve  to  say,  she  evinced 
the  very  reverse  of  gratitude.  Betty  had,  in 
consequence,  and  in  requirement  with  the 
spirit  of  the  times — the  most  capricious 
spirit  that  ever  vexed  plain  old-fashioned 
mortals — reformed  her  establishment ;  and 
from  having  opened  her  doors,  as  before, 
to  what,  in  the  language  of  East  Indian 
advertisements,  are  called  "  a  few  spirited 
young  meii,"  she  had  fallen  down  to  that 
small  fry  who,  in  various  disguises  of  va- 
grancy and  vagabondage,  infest  the  high- 
ways of  a  capital. 

By  these  discijiles  she  was  revered  and 
venerated — their  devotion  was  the  compen- 
sation for  the  world's  neglect,  and  so  she 
felt  it.  To  train  them  up  with  a  due 
regard  to  the  faults  and  follies  of  their 
better-endowed  neighbours  was  her  aim 
and  object,  and  to  such  teaching  her 
knowledge  of  Dublin  life  and  people  largely 
contributed. 

Her  original  walk  had  been  minstrelsy  ; 
she  was  the  famous  ballad-singer  of  Dro- 
gheda  Street,  in  the  year  of  the  rebellion  of 
'98.  She  had  been  half  a  dozen  times  im- 
prisoned— some  said  that  she  had  even 
visited  "  Beresford's  riding-school,"  where 
the  knout  was  in  daily  practice,  but  this  is 
not  so  clear — certain  it  is,  both  her  songs 
and  sympathy  had  always  been  on  the  pa- 
triotic side.  She  was  the  terror  of  Protes- 
tant ascendency  for  many  a  year  long. 

Like  Homer,  she  sung  her  own  verses  ; 
or,  if  they  were  made  for  her,  the  secret  of 
the  authorship  was  never  divulged.  For 
several  years  previous  to  the  time  I  now 
speak  of,  she  had  abandoned  the  Muses — 
save  on  some  special  and  striking  occasions, 
when  she  would  come  before  the  world 
with  some  lyric,  which,  however,  did  little 
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more  than  bear  the  name  of  its  once  famed 
composer. 

So  much  for  the  past.  Now  to  the 
present  history  of  Betty  Cobbe. 

In  a  hir<^e  unceilinged  room,  with  a  great 
fire  bhiziiig  on  tlie  liearth,  over  whicii  a 
huge  pot  of  potatoes  was  boiling,  sat  Betty 
in  a  straw  chair.  Siie  was  evidently  very 
old,  as  her  snow-white  hair  and  lustreless 
eye  bespoke  ;  but  the  fire  of  a  truculent, 
unyielding  spirit  still  warmed  her  blood, 
and  the  sharp  ringing  vbice  told  that  she 
was  decided  to  wrestle  for  existence  to  the 
last,  and  would  never  "give  in  "  until  fair- 
ly conquered. 

Betty's  chair  was  the  only  one  in  the 
chamber  :  the  rest  of  the  company  disposed 
themselves  classically  in  the  recumbent 
posture,  or  sat,  like  i)rimitive  Christians, 
crosslegged.  A  long  deal  table,  sparingly 
provided  witli  wooden  plates  and  a  few 
spoons,  occupied  the  middle  of  the  room, 
and  round  the  walls  were  several  small  bun- 
dles of  straw,  which  I  soon  learned  were 
the  property  of  private  individuals. 

"'  Come  along,  till  I  show  ye  to  ould  Betty," 
said  one  of  the  varlets  to  me,  as  he  pushed 
his  way  through  the  crowded  room  ;  for  al- 
ready several  other  gangs  had  arrived,  and 
were  exchanging  recognitions. 

"She's  in  a  sweet  temper,  this  evening," 
whispered  another,  as  we  passed.  "The 
Polls  was  here  a  while  ago,  and  took  up 
'Danny  White,'  and  threatened  to  break  up 
the  whole  establishment." 

"The  devil  a  thing  at  all  they'll  lave 
us  of  our  institushuns,"  said  a  bow-leg- 
ged little  blackguard,  with  the  Evening 
Freeman  written  round  his  hat,  for  he  was 
an  attache  of  that  journal. 

"  Ould  Betty  was  crying  all  the  evening," 
said  the  former  speaker  ;  by  this  time  we 
had  gained  the  side  of  the  fireplace,  where 
the  old  lady  sat. 

"Mother!  mother,  I  say!"  cried  my 
guide,  touching  her  elbow,  gently ;  then 
stooping  to  her  ear  he  added,  "  Mother 
Betty!'' 

"  Eh  !  Who's  callin'  me  ?  "  said  the  hag, 
with  her  hand  aloft.  ' '  I'm  here,  my  Lord, 
neither  ashamed  nor  afeard  to  say  my 
name. " 

"She's  Avanderin',"  cried  another  ;  "she 
thinks  she's  in  Coort." 

"  Betty  Cobbe !  I  say.  It's  me  ! "  said  my 
introducer,  once  more. 

The  old  woman  turned  fiercely  round, 
and  her  dimmed  and  glassy  eyes,  bloodshot 
from  excess  and  passion,  seemed  to  flare 
up  into  an  angry  gleam,  as  she  said,  "  You 
dirty  thief  !  is  it  you  that's  turnin'  infor- 
mer agin  me ;  you  that  I  took  up  out  of  yer 


mother's  arms,  in  Green  Street,  when  she 
fainted  at  the  cutting  down  of  yer  father  '^ 
Your  father,'"  added  she,  "that  murdered 
old  Meredith  !" 

The  boy,  a  hardened  and  bold-featured 
fellow,  became  lividly  pale,  but  never  spoke. 

"  Yes,  my  Lord,"  continued  she,  still 
following  the  theme  of  her  own  wild  fancies; 
"it's  James  Butterley's  boy!  Butterley 
that  was  hanged  ! "  and  she  shook  and 
rocked  with  a  fiendish  exultation  at  the  ex- 
posure. 

"  Many  of  us  doesn't  know  what  bekem 
of  our  fathers  ! "  said  a  sly-looking,  ojd- 
fashioned  creature,  whose  height  scarcely 
exceeded  two  feet,  although  evidently  near 
manhood  in  point  of  age. 

"Who  was  yours,  Mickey  ?"  cried  an- 
other. 

"Father  Glynn,  of  Luke  Street,"  growl- 
ed out  the  ini]),  with  a  leer. 

"And  yours?"  said  another,  dragging 
me  forward,  directly  in  front  of  Betty. 

"  Con  Cregan,  of  Kilbeggan,"  said  I, 
boldly.  "" 

"  Success  to  ye,  ma  bouchal  !  "  said  the 
old  hag  ;  "and  so  \ou']'e  a  son  of  Con,  the 
informer."  She  looked  sternly  at  me  for 
a  few  seconds,  and  then  in  a  slower  and 
more  deliberate  tone  added,  "I'm  forty 
years,  last  Lady  Day,  living  this  Avay,  and 
keeiDin'  company  with  all  sorts  of  thieves, 
and  rogues,  and  blaguards,  and  worse — 
ay,  far  worse  besides  ;  but  may  I  never  see 
Glory  if  an  informer,  or  his  brat,  was  under 
the  roof  afore  !  " 

The  steadfast  decision  of  look  and  voice 
as  she  spoke  seemed  to  impress  the  bystan- 
ders, Avho  fell  back  and  ga^ed  at  me  with 
that  kind  of  shrinking  terror  which  honest 
people  sometimes  exhibit  at  the  contact  of 
a  criminal. 

During  the  pause  of  some  seconds,  while 
this  endured,  my  sense  of  abject  debase- 
ment was  at  the  very  lowest.  To  be  the 
Pariah  of  such  a  society  Avas  indeed  a  most 
distinctive  infani}', 

"  Ai'e  ye  ashamed  of  5^er  father  ?  tell  me 
that  ! "  cried  the  hag,  shaking  me  roughly 
by  one  shoulder. 

"  It  is  not  here,  and  before  the  likes  of 
these,"  said  I,  looking  round  at  the  ragged, 
unwashed  assemblage,  "  that  I  should  feel 
shame!  or  if  I  did,  it  is  to  find  myself 
among  them  ! " 

"That's  my  boy!  that's  my  own  si)irited 
boy  !"  cried  the  old  woman,  dragging  me 
towards  her..  "Faix,  I  seen  the  time  we'd 
have  made  somethin'  out  of  you.  Howld 
yer  tongues,  ye  vagabonds  ;  the  child's 
right, — yer  a  dirty  mean  crew  !  Them  !  " 
said  she,  pointing  to  me  ;   "  them  was  the 
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kind  of  cliaps  I  used  to  liuve,  long  ago  ; 
that  wasn't  afeard  of  all  the  Beresfords, 
and  Major  Sirr,  and  the  rest  of  them. 
Singing  every  night  on  Carlisle  Bridge, 
'The  wearin'  of  the  Green,'  or  '  Tra-la-hi. 
the  French  is  coming;'  and  when  they 
wor  big  and  grown  men,  ready  and  willing 
to  turn  out  for  ould  Ireland,  Can  you  read, 
avick  ?  " 

''Yes,  and  write,"  answered  I,  prondly. 

"  To  be  sure  ye  can,"  muttered  she,  half 
to  herself  ;  "  is  it  an  informer's  child — not 
know  the  first  rules  of  his  trade  !" 

'/Tear  and  ages,  mother  ! "  cried  out  the 
decrepit  imp  called  Mickey ;  "we're  starvin' 
for  the  meat  !" 

''  Sarve  it  up  !  "  shouted  the  hag  with  a 
voice  of  command ;  and  she  gave  three 
knocks  with  her  crutch  on  the  corner  of 
the  table. 

Never  was  command  more  jiromptly  obev- 
ed.  A  savoury  mess  of 'that  smoking  com- 
pound, called  •'  Irish  stew,"  was  ladled  out 
on  the  trenchers,  and  sjieedily  disposed 
around  the  table,  which  at  once  was  sur- 
rounded by  the  guests — a  place  being  made 
for  myself  by  an  admonitory  stroke  of  Bet- 
ty's crutch  on  the  red  head  of  a  very  hun- 
gry juvenile,  who  had  jostled  me  in  his 
anxiety  to  get  near  the  table. 

Our  meal  had  scarcely  drawn  to  its  close, 
when  the  plates  were  removed,  and  prepara- 
tions made  for  a  new  party :  nor  had 
I  time  to  ask  the  reason,  when  a  noisy  buzz 
of  voices  without  announced  the  coming  of 
a  numerous  throng.  In  an  instant  they  en- 
tered ;  a  nnmljerof  girls,  of  every  age,  from 
mere  child  to  womanhood, — a  ragged,  tat- 
tered, reckless-looking  set  of  creatures, 
whose  wild  high  spirits  not  even  direst  pov- 
erty could  subdue.  While  some  exchanged 
greetings  with  their  friends  of  the  other  sex. 
others  advanced  to  talk  to  Betty,  or  stood 
to  warm  themselves  around  the  fire,  until 
their  supper,  a  similar  one  to  our  own,  was 
got  ready.  ]\Iy  curiosity  as  to  whence  they 
came  in  such  a  body  was  satisfied  by  learning 
that  they  were  employed  at  the  "  Mendicity 
Institution"  during  the  dav,  and  set  free 
at  nightfall  to  follow  the  bent  of  their  own, 
not  over  well-regulated,  tastes.  These  crea- 
tures were  the  balhid-singers  of  the  city  ; 
and  sometimes  alone,  sometimes  in  com- 
pany with  one  of  the  boys,  they  were  wont 
to  take  their  stand  in  some  public  thorough- 
fare ;  not  only  the  character  of  the  sing- 
er, but  the  poetry  itself  taking  the  tone  of 
the  street ;  so  that  while  some  daring  bit 
of  cown  scandal  caught  tlie  ears  of  College 
Green,  a  "bloody  murder,"  or  a  "dying 
speech,"  formed  the  attraction  of  Thomas 
Street  and  the  "Poddle." 


Many  years  afterwards,  in  the  chequered 
page  of  my  existence,  when  I  have  sat  at 
lordly  tables  and  listened  to  the  sharpenetl 
wit  and  polished  railk^ry  of  the  higli  born 
and  the  gifted,  my  mind  luis  often  reverted 
to  that  beggar-hoi-de,  and  tliought  how 
readily  the  cutting  jest  was  answered,  how 
soon  repartee  followed  attack. — whatquiiiiit 
fancies,  what  droll  conceits  passed  through 
those  brains,  where  one  would  have  deemed 
there  was  no  room  for  aught  save  brooding 
guilt  and  sad  repining  ! 

As  night  clos:  d  in,  the  assembly  broke 
up  ;  some  issued  fortli  to  their  stations  as 
ballad-singers ;  some  in  pure  vagabond 
spirit  to  stroll  about  the  streets ;  while 
others,  of  whom  I  was  one,  lay  down  u]ion 
the  straw  tosleep,  witlioutadrcam,  till  day- 
light. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

"VIEWS  OF  I.IFE." 

WiiEsr  I  woke  the  next  morning,  it  was 
a  few  minutes  before  I  could  thoroughly 
remember  where  I  was,  and  how  I  came 
there  ;  my  next  thought  was  the  grateful 
one,  that  if  the  calling  was  not  a  very  ex- 
alted one,  I  had  at  least  secured  a  mode  of 
living,  and  that  my  natural  acuteness,  and, 
better  still,  my  fixed  r^'solve  within  me  "  to 
get  forward  in  the  world,"  would  not  per- 
mit me  to  pass  my  days  in  the  ignoble  craft 
of  a  "'  horse-boy." 

I  found  that  the  ''  walk,"  like  every  other 
career,  had  certain  guiding  rules  and  prin- 
ciples by  which  it  was  regulated.  Not  only 
were  certain  parts  of  the  town  interdicted 
to  certain  gangs,  but  it  was  a  recognized 
rule  that  when  a  particular  boy  was  singled 
out,  habitually,  by  any  gentleman,  that  no 
other  should  endeavour  to  supplant  him. 
This  was  the  less  difficult,  as  a  pei-fect  com- 
munity of  property  was  the  rule  of  the 
order  ;  and  all  moneys  were  each  night 
committed  to  the  charge  of  "old' Betty," 
with  a  scrupulous  fidelity  that  would  have 
shamed  many  a  "joint-stock  company." 

The  regular  etiquette  required  that  each 
youth  should  begin  his  career  in  the  north 
side  of  the  city,  where  the  class  of  horsemen 
was  of  a  less  distinguished  order,  and  the 
fees  proportionably  lower.  Thence  he 
was  promoted  to  the  Four  Courts ;  from 
which,  as  the  highest  stage,  he  arrived  at 
Merrion  Square  and  its  neighbourhood. 
Here  the  visitors  were  either  the  young 
officers  of  the  garrison,  the  Castle  officials, 
or  a  wealthy  class  of  country  gentlemen, 
all  of  whom  gave  sixjaences ;  while,  in  the 
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cold  (luurter  of  iioiilicni  Dublin,  poniiy- 
niecps  wtM-e  the  only  currency.  If  the  pub- 
lic differed  in  these  three  places,  so  did 
the  claims  of  the  aspirant  :  a  grave,  (piiet, 
.ilmost  sombre  look,  being  the  grand  qua- 
lification in  the  one  ;  while  an  air  of  dar- 
ing effrontery  was  the  best  recommendation 
in  the  other.  For  while  the  master  in 
chancery  or  the  ''six  clerk  "  would  only 
commit'his  bob-tailed  pony  to  a  discreet- 
faced  varlet  of  grave  exterior,  the  dashing 
aide-de-camp  on  his  thoroughbred  singled 
out  the  wild  imp  vvith  roguish  eye  and 
llowing  hair,  that  kept  up  with  him  from 
the  barrack  in  a  sharp  canter,  and  actually 
divcdnndera  carriage-pole,  and  upset  an 
apple-stall,  to  be  *'  up  "  in  time  to  wait  on 
liim  ;  and  while  yet  breathless  and  blown, 
was  ready  with  voluble  tongue  to  give  him 
the  current  news  of  the  neighbourhood — 
who  was  in  the  Square,  or  out  dining  ;  who 
liad  arrived,  or  why  they  were  absent.  To 
do  this  task  with  dexterity  and  tact  was 
the  crowning  feature  of  the  craft,  and  in 
such  hasty  journalism  some  attained  a  high 
]ir()ficiency  ;  seasoning  their  scandal  with 
sly  bits  of  drollery,  or  quaint  allusions  to 
the  current  topics  of  the  day.  To  succeed 
in  this,  it  was  necessary  to  know  the  lead- 
ing chai'acters  of  the  town,  and  the  cir- 
cumstances of  their  private  history  ;  and 
these  I  set  myself  to  learn  with  the  assidui- 
ty of  a  study.  Never  did  a  Bath  Master  of 
the  Ceremonies  devote  himself  more  ardent- 
ly to  the  investigation  of  the  faults  and 
foibles  of  his  company — never  did  young 
lady,  before  coming  out,  more  patiently 
pore  over  Debrett,  than  did  I  i)ursne  my 
researches  into  Dublin  life  and  manners  ; 
until  at  la.=t,  what  between  oral  evidence 
and  shrewd  observation,  I  had  a  key  to  the 
secret  mysteries  of  nearly  every  well-known 
house  in  the  city. 

None  like  me  to  exi)lain  why  the  father 
of  the  dashing  family  in  Stephen's  Green 
only  appeared  of  a  Sunday  ;  how  the  blinds 
of  I\o.  18  were  always  drawn  down  at 
three  o'clock  ;  and  what  meant  the  hack- 
ney coach  at  tlio  eanal  bridge  every  Thurs- 
day afternoon.  From  the  gentlenum  that 
always  wore  a  geranium  leaf  in  his  coat,  to 
the  iady  who  droi)ped  her  glove  in  the 
Square,  I  knew  them  all.  Nor  was  it 
merely  that  I  possessed  the  knowledge,  but 
I  made  it  to  be  felt.  I  did  not  hoard  my 
wealth  like  a  miser,  but  I  came  forth  like 
agreateapitalist  to  stimulate  enterprise  and 
encourage  credit.  Had  I  been  a  malicious 
spirit,  tliere  is  no  saying  what  amount  of 
mischief  I  might  have  worked — what  dis- 
coveries anticipated — what  awkward  meet- 
ings effected.  I  was,  however,  what  the 
VOL.  iv. — 23. 


French  call  a  ''  bon  diablc,"  and  most 
generously  took  the  side  of  tlie  })oor  sinner 
against  the  strong  spirit  of  right.  How 
many  a  poor  subaltern  had  been  put  in 
arrest  for  wearing  *•  mufti,"  had  I  not  been 
there  to  apprise  him  the  town-nuijor  White 
was  coming.  How  often  have  I  saved  a 
poor  college-man  from  a  heavy  fine,  who, 
with  his  name  on  the  sick-list,  was  flirting 
in  the  **  Square."  How  have  I  hastened, 
at  the  risk  of  my  neck,  between  crashing 
carriages  and  prancing  horses,  to  announce 
to  a  fair  lady  lounging  in  her  britzska,  that 
the  **  Counsellor,"  her  husband,  was  unex- 
pectedly returning  from  court  an  hour 
earlier  than  his  wont.  I  have  rescued  sons 
from  fathers,  daughters  from  mothers  ; 
the  pupil  from  his  guardian,  the  debtor 
from  his  creditor  ;  in  a  word,  was  a  kind 
of  ragged  guardian  angel,  who  watched 
over  the  peccadilloes  of  the  capital.  *'My 
amour  propre," — if  such  an  expression  of 
such  a  quality  may  be  conceded  to  one  like 
me, — was  interested  in  the  cause  of  all  who 
did  Avrong.  I  was  the  Quixote  of  all 
deceivers. 

With  *' Con  on  the  look-out,"  none 
feared  surprise  ;  and  while  my  shrewdness 
was  known  to  be  first-rate,  my  honesty  was 
alike  unimpeachable.  It  may  readily  bo 
believed  how,  with  acquirements  and 
talents  like  these,  I  no  longer  pursued  the 
humble  walk  of  "  hor.se-h older  ;  "  indeed, 
I  rarely  touched  a  bridle,  or  if  I  did  so,  it 
was  only  to  account  for  my  presence  in 
such  localities  as  I  might  need  an  excuse 
to  loiter  in.  I  was  at  the  head  of  my  pro- 
fession ;  and  the  ordinary  salutation  of  the 
cavaliers,  "  Con,  get  me  a  fellow  to  hold 
this  mare."  showed  that  none  presumed  to 
expect  the  ignoble  service  at  my  own 
hands. 

'J'o  some  two  or  three  of  my  early  patrons, 
men  who  hnd  noticed  me  in  my  obscurity, 
I  would  still  condescend  to  yield  this  atten- 
tion ;  a  degree  of  gratelul  acknowledgment 
on  my  part  which  they  always  rewarded 
most  iuuulsomely.  Among  these  was  the 
young  officer  whose  ])ony  I  had  held  on  the 
first  night  of  my  arrival.  He  was  an  Hon- 
ourable Captain  I)e  Conrcy,  very  well- 
looking,  well-mannered,  and  very  ]ioor, — 
member  of  the  Comnuinder-in-Chief 's  Staff, 
who  eked  out  his  life  by  tiie  aid  of  his  noble 
birth  and  his  wits  together. 

At  the  time  I  speak  of,  his  visits  to 
Merrion  Square  were  devoted  to  the  cause 
of  a  certain  ]\Irs.  Mansergh,  the  young  a-nd 
l)eantifnl  wife  of  an  old,  red-faced,  loul- 
niouthed  Queen's  (^unsel,  at  least  forty 
years  her  senior.  The  scandal  was,  that 
iier  origin   had  been  of  the  ver}'  humblest. 
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iind  that,  seen  by  accident  on  circuit,  she 
had  caiicrht  tlie  fancy  of  tlio  old  lawyer,  a 
well-known  connoisseur  in  female  beauty. 
However  that  might  be,  she  was  now  about 
two  years  married,  and  already  recognized 
as  the  reigning  beauty  of  the  vicc-rcgal 
6ourt  and  the  capital. 

The  circumstances  of  her  history — her 
low  origin — lier  beauty,  and  the  bold  game 
she  played — all  invested  her  with  a  great 
interest  in  my  eyes.  I  used  to  flatter  my- 
self that  there  was  a  kind  of  similarity  in 
at  least  our  early  fortiinos  ;  and  I  enlisted 
myself  in  her  cause  with  an  ardour  that  I 
could  not  explain  to  myself.  How  often, 
as  she  passed  in  her  splendid  barouche, — 
the  best-appointed  and  handsomest  equi- 
page of  the  capital, — have  I  watched  her, 
as,  wrapped  in  her  Cachmere,  she  reclined 
i'n  all  "the  voluptuous  indolence  of  her 
queenly  state  ;  glorying  to  think  ih^t  she — 
slie,  whose  proud  glance  scarce  noticed  the 
obsequious  throng  that  bowed  witli  un- 
covered heads  around  her — that  she  was, 
perhaps,  not  better  nurtured  than  myself. 
Far  from  envious  jealousy  at  her  better 
fortune,  I  exulted  in  it ;  she  was  a  kind  of 
beacon  set  on  a  hill  to  guide  and  cheer  me. 
I  remember  well,  it  was  an  actual  triumph 
to  me  one  day,  as  the  Viceroy,  a  gay  and 
dashing  nobleman,  not  over-scrupiilous 
where  the  claim  of  beauty  was  present, 
stopped,  with  all  his  glittering  staff,  beside 
her  carriage,  and  in  playful  raillery  began 
to  chide  her  for  being  absent  from  the  last 
drawing-room.  "We  missed  you  sadly, 
Mrs.  Mansergh,"  said  he,  smiling  his  most 
seductive  smile.  ''  Pray  tell  my  friend, Man- 
feergh,  that  he  shows  himself  a  most  luke- 
warm supporter  of  the  Government,  who 
denies  us  the  fairest  smiles  of  the  capital." 

"In  truth,  my  lord,  he  would  not  give 
me  a  new  train,  and  I  refused  to  wear  the 
old  one,"  said  she,  laughing. 

'■Downright  disloyalty,  upon  my  hon- 
our," said  the  Viceroy,  with  well  got-up 
gravity. 

"  Don't  you  fchink  so, my  lord?"  rejoined 
she  ;  "  so  I  even  told  him  that  I'd  repre- 
sent the  case  to  your  Excellency,  who,  I'm 
sure,  would  not  refuse  a  velvet  robe  to  the 
wife,  while  you  gave  a  silk  gown  to  the 
husband." 

'•  It  will  be  the  very  proudest  of  my  poor 
prerogatives,"  said  he,  bowing,  while  a 
flash  of  crimson  lit  up  his  pleased  features. 
"  Your  favourite  colour  is -" 

"I  should  like  to  wear  your  lordship's," 
said  she,  with  a  look  the  most  finished 
coquette  might  envy,  so  admirably  blended 
were  trust  and  timid  b:i.-<hfulness. 

W  hat  he  replied  I  could  not  catch.  There 


was  a  flattering  courtesy,  however,  in  his 
smile,  and  in  the  familiar  motion  of  the 
hand  with  which  he  bade  "good-bye," 
that  were  enough  to  show  me  that  he,  the 
haughty  mirror  of  his  sovereign,  did  not 
think  it  beneath  him  to  bandy  c<)ni])liments 
and  exchange  soft  looks  with  the  once 
humble  beauty.  Fi'om  that  time  out,  my 
whole  thoughts  day  and  night  were  centred 
in  her  :  and  I  have  passed  hours  long, 
fancying  all  the  possible  fortunes  for  which 
destiny  might  intend  her.  It  seemed  to 
me  as  though  she  was  piloting  out  the 
course  for  me  in  life,  and  that  her  success 
was  the  earnest  of  my  own.  Often  when  a 
ball  or  a  great  reception  av;is  given  by  her, 
have  I  sat,  cold,  shivering,  and  hungry, 
opposite  the  house,  watching  with  thrilling 
interest  all  the  equipages  as  tlicycau-ie,  and 
hearing  the  high  and  titled  names  called 
aloud  by  the  servants,  and  thinking  to  my- 
self, "  Such  are  Z(er  associates  wo?<'.  These 
great  and  haughty  personages  are  here  to 
do  honour  to //er,  their  lovely  hostess;  and 
she,  but  a  few  years  back,  if  re])ort  spoke 
truly,  was  scarcely  better  off  than  I  was 
_I_myself." 

Only  they  who  have  a  sanguine,  hopeful 
temperament  will  be  able  to  understand 
how  the  j)oor,  houseless,  friendless  boy — 
the  very  outcast  of  the  world — the  convict's 
child — could  ever  dare  to  indulge  in  such 
day-dreams  of  future  greatness.  But  I 
had  set  the  goal  before  my  eyes — the  inter- 
mediate steps  to  it  I  left  to  fortune.  The 
noble  bearing  and  polished  gi-aces  of  the 
high  and  wealthy,  which  to  my  humble 
associates  seemed  the  actual  birthright  of 
the  great,  I  perceived  could  all  be  acquired. 
There  was  no  prescriptive  claim  in  any 
class  to  the  manners  of  high  breeding  ;  and 
why  should  not  I,  if  fortune  favoured,  be 
as  good  a  gentleman  as  the  best  ?  In  other 
particulars,  all  that  I  had  observed  showed 
me  no  wondrous  dissimilarity  of  true  feel- 
ing in  the  two  classes.  The  gentleman,  to 
be  sure,  did  not  swear,  like  the  common 
fellow ;  but  on  the  racecourse  or  the 
betting-ground  I  had  seen,  to  the  full,  as 
much  deceit  as  ever  I  witnessed  in  ray 
"own  order."  There  was  faithlessness 
beneath  Valenciennes  lace  and  velvet  as 
well  as  beneath  brown  stuff  and  check  ; 
and  a  spirit  of  backbiting,  that  we  ragged 
folk  knew  nothing  of,  seemed  a  current 
pastime  in  better  circles. 

What,  then,  should  debar  me  from  thai 
class  ?  Not  the  manners,  which  1  could 
feign,  nor  the  vices,  which  I  could  feel. 
To  be  like  them,  was  only  to  be  of  them — 
such,  at  least,  was  then  my  conviction  and 
my  theory. 
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Any  one  who  will  take  the  ]>:uns  to 
reflect  on  imd  analyze  the  mode  of  thinking 
1  have  here  mentioned,  will  see  how  neces- 
sarily it  tends  rather  to  depress  those  ahove, 
than  to  elevate  those  beneath.  I  did  not 
purpose  to  myself  any  education  in  high 
and  noble  sentiments,  but  simply  the  per- 
formance of  a  part  which  I  deemed  easy  to 
assume.  The  result  soon  began  to  tell.  I 
felt  a  degree  of  contemptuous  hatred  for 
the  very  persons  I  had  once  revered  as 
almost  demigods.  I  no  longer  looked  up 
to  the  "gentleman "  as  such  by  right 
divine,  but  by  accident ;  and  I  fostered  the 
feeling  by  the  writings  of  every  radical 
news])aper  I  could  come  at.  All  the  level- 
ling doctrines  of  socialism — all  the  plausi- 
bilities of  equality — became  as  great  trutlis 
to  me  ;  and  I  found  a  most  ready  a[)titudc 
in  my  mind  to  square  the  fruits  of  my  per- 
sonal observation  to  these  pleasant  theories. 
The  one  question  recurred  every  morning 
as  I  arose,  and  remained  unanswered  each 
night  as  I  lay  down,  "  Why  should  I  hold 
a  liorse,  and  why  should  another  man  ride 
one  ?  "  I  suppose  the  difficulty  has  puzzled 
wiser  heads  ;  indeed,  since  I  mooted  it  to 
myself,  it  has  caused  some  trouble  in  the 
world  ;  nor,  writing  now  as  I  do  in  the 
year  of  grace  '48,  do  I  suppose  the  question 
is  yet  answered. 

I  have  dwelt  perhaps  too  long  on  this 
exposition  of  my  feelings  ;  but  as  my  sub- 
sequent life  was  one  of  far  more  action 
than  reflection,  the  indulgent  reader  will 
pardon  the  prosiness,  not  simply  as  exjdain- 
ing  the  history  Avhicli  follows,  but  also  as 
aitording  a  small  breathing-space  in  a 
career  where  there  were  few  "halts." 

I  have  said  that  I  began  to  cnnceive  a 
great  grudge  against  all  who  were  well  off 
in  life,  and  against  none  did  I  indulge  this 
aversion  more  strongly  than  "the  Captain," 
my  first  patron — almost  my  only  one. 
Though  he  had  always  employed  me — and 
none  ever  approached  him  save  myself — he 
had  never  condescended'  to  the  slightest 
act  of  recognition  beyond  the  tap  on  my 
head  with  his  gold-mounted  whip,  and  a 
significant  nod  where  to  lead  his  pony.  No 
sign  of  his,  no  look,  no  gesture,  ever  con- 
fessed to  the  fact  that  I  was  a  creature  of 
his  own  species,  that  I  had  had  a  share  in 
the  great  firm  which,  under  the  name  of 
Adam  and  Co.,  has  traded  so  long  and 
industriously. 

If  I  were  sick,  or  cold,  or  hungry,  it 
mattered  not — my  check  might  be  sunk 
with  want  or  care — my  rags  might  drip 
with  rain,  or  freeze  with  sleet — he  never 
noticed  them  ;  yet,  if  the  wind  played  too 
roughly  with  his  Arab's  mane,  or  the  silky 


tasselled  tail,  he  saw  it  at  once.  If  her 
coat  stirred  with  the  chill  breeze,  he  would 
pat  and  pet  her.  It  was  evident  enough 
which  had  the  better  existence. 

If  these  thoughts  chafed  and  angered  me 
at  first,  at  least  they  served  to  animate  and 
rouse  my  spirit,  lie  who  wants  to  rise  in 
life  must  feel  the  sharp  spur  of  a  wrong — 
there  is  nothing  like  it  to  give  vigour  and 
energy  to  his  motions.  When  I  came  tp 
this  conclusion,  I  did  not  wait  long  to  put 
the  feeling  into  action  ;  and  it  was  thus — 
but  a  new  chapter  of  my  life  deserves  a  new 
chapter  of  my  history. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A   BOLD   STROIiE  FOR  AX  OPKNING  IN   THE   WORLD. 

!      As  regular  as  the  day  itself  did  I  wait  at 

!  the   corner  of    ]Merrion    Sriuare,   at   three 

o'clock,  the  arrival  of  Captain  De  Courcy, 

who  came  punctual  to  the  instant  ;  indeed, 

the  clatter  of  the  pony's  hoofs,  as    he  can- 

"  tered  along,  always  announced  the  striking 

I  of  the  Post-office  clock.     To  dismount,  and 

I  fling  me  the  bridle,  with  a  short  nod  of  the 

[head,  in    the    direction  he   wished  me  to 

I  walk  the  animal,  was  the  extent  of  recogni- 

j  tion  ever  vouchsafed  me  ;    and  as   I  never 

ventured  upon  even  a  word  with  him,  our 

'intercourse    was   of  the   simplest  possible 

i  kind.     There   was  an   impassive  quietude 

about  his  pale  cold  features  that  awed  me., 

I  never   saw  him  smile  but  once  ;    it  was 

when  the  mare  seized  me   by  the  shoulder, 

i  and  tore  Avith  her  teeth  a  great  piece  of  my 

ragged  coat  away.     Then,   indeed,  he  did 

vouchsafe  to  give  a  faint,   listless  smile,  as 

he    said  to  his  pampered  nag,  "Fie,  fie  I 

What  a  dirty  feeder  you  are  !  " 

Very  little  notice  on  his  part — the  merest 
act  of  recognition,  a  look,  a  monosyllable, 
'  would  have  been  enough  to  satisfy  me — 
anything,  in  shoi'l,  whicli  might  acknowl- 
edge that  we  were  ])art  of  the  same  ffreat 
chain,  no  matter  how  many  links  might  lie 
between  us. 

'      I  do  not  wish  it  to  be  inferred  that  I  had 

'any   distinct  right   to  such    an    acknowl-. 

edgment,    nor    that     any   real    advantage 

would  have  accrued  to  me  from  obtaining 

i  i,t — far  from  that ;  very  little  consideration 

I  might   have   induced   me  to  be  contented 

I  with   my   station  ;    and,  if  so,  instead  of. 

I  writing  these   notes  in  a  boudoir  with  silk 

hangings,   and — but    this   is    anticipating 

with  a  vengeance  !     And  now  to  go  back. 

I      After  three  hours  of  a  cold  wait,  on  a 

'  rainy  and  dreary  afternoon,  the  only  solace 
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to  my  luingor  being  tlio  imaginative  one  of 
ix'flecting  on  the  ])lo;i.snre  of  tliose  hapjjy 
mortals  who  were  sitting  down  to  dinner 
in  the  various  honscs  along  the  Sqnare,  and 
fancying  to  niyseli'  the  blessed  state  of  tran- 
quillity it  must  impart  to  a  man's  nature  to 
see  a  meal  of  appetizing  excellence,  from 
which  no  call  of  business.,  no  demand  of 
any  kiiul  could  withdraw  hiin.  And  what 
speculations  did  I  indulge  in  as  to  the  ge- 
nial pleasantry  that  must  abound  :  the  hap- 
py wit,  the  joyous  ease  of  such  gatherings 
Avhen  three  or  four  carriages  at  a  door 
would  bespeak  the  company  at  such  a  din- 
ner ])arty. 

At  last,  out  came  my  ca})tain,  with  a 
haste  and  flurry  of  manner  quite  unusual. 
He  did  not,  as  was  his  constant  custom,  pass 
his  hand  along  the  mare's  neck,  to  feel  her 
coat;  nor  did  he  mutter  a  single  word  of 
coaxing  to  lier  as  he  mounted.  He  flung 
himself  with  a  Jerk  into  the  saddle,  and,  ra])- 
ping  my  knuckles  sharply  with  the  gold 
knob  of  his  whip,  pettishly  cried,  '-Let  her 
go,  sirrah  !"  and  cantered  away.  I  stood 
for  some  moments  motionless,  my  mind  in 
that  strange  state  when  the  first  thought  of 
rebellion  has  entered,  and  the  idea  of  re- 
prisal has  occurred.  I  was  about  togoaway. 
when  the  drawing-room  window,  straight 
above  me,  Avas  opened,  and  a  lady  stepped 
out  upon  the  balcony.  It  Avas  too  djii-k  to 
discern  either  her  features  or  her  dress  ; 
but  a  certain  instinct  told  me  it  was  Mrs. 
Mausergh.  "  Are  you  Captain  De  Courcy's 
boy?"  said  she,  in  a  sweet  and  subdued 
voice.  I  replied  in  the  affirmative,  and  she 
went  on,  "  You  know  his  quarters  at  the 
Royal  Hospital  ?  Well,  go  there  at  once, 
as  speedily  as  you  can,  and  give  him  this 
note."  She  hesitated  for  a  second,  as  if 
imcertain  what  to  say,  and  then  added, 
'*  It  is  a  note  he  dropped  from  his  pocket 
by  accident." 

"I'll  do  it,  nni'am,"  said  I,  catching  the 
letter  and  the  half-crown,  which  she  had 
half  inserted  in  the  envelope  to  give  it 
weight.  *' You  may  trust  me  perfectly." 
Before  the  words  wene  well  uttered,  she  had 
retired  ;  the  window  was  closed ;  the  curtain 
drawn,  and,  except  the  letter  and  the  coin 
in  my  fingers,  nothing  remained  to  show 
that  the  wliole  had  not  been  a  ti'ick  of  my 
foolish  brain. 

My  immediate  impulse  Avas  to  fulfil  my 
mission.  I  even  started  off  at  full  speed  to 
do  so ;  but  as  I  turned  the  corner  of  the 
Square,  the  glare  of  a  bright  gas-lamp  sug- 
gested the  temi)tation  of,  at  least,  a  look  at 
my  despatches  ;  and  what  was  my  astonish- 
ment to  find  that  on  this  note,  which  had 
been  dropped  by  "  accident  "  from  the  cap- 


tain's pocket,  the  superscription  was  scarce- 
ly dry — in  the  very  act  of  catching  I  had 
blotted  the  words  !  This,  of  course,  was 
no  affair  of  mine  ;  but  it  evinced  deception 
— and  deception  at  certain  moments  be- 
comes a  dangerous  injury.  There  are  times 
when  the  mind  feels  deceit  to  be  an  outrage. 
The  stormy  passions  of  the  fury-driven 
mob — reckless  and  headstrong — shoAV  this  ; 
and  the  most  terrible  moment  in  all  politi- 
cal conviilsions  is,  when  the  ])eople  feel,  or 
even  suspect,  that  they  have  been  tricked. 
My  frame  of  mind  was  exactly  in  that  criti- 
cal stage.  A  minute  before,  I  was  ready  to 
yield  any  obedience — tender  any  service; 
and  now,  of  a  sudden — without  the  slightest 
real  cause,  or  from  anything  which  could 
in  the  remotest  way  affect  me — I  had  become 
a  rebel.  Let  the  reader  foi'give  the  some- 
what tedious  analysis  of  a  motive,  since  it 
comes  from  one  who  has  long  studied  the 
science  of  moral  chemistry,  and  made 
most  of  his  ex})eriments — as  the  rule  directs 
— in  "  ignoble  bodies." 

My  whole  resolve  was  changed.  I  would 
not  deliver  the  note.  Not  that  I  had  any 
precise  idea  wherefore,  or  that  I  had  the 
least  conception  Avhat  other  course  I  should 
adopt.  I  was  a  true  disciple  of  revolt — I 
rebelled  for  very  rel)ellion  sake. 

Betty  Cobbc's  was  more  than  usually 
brilliant  on  that  evening.  A  race,  which 
was  to  come  off  at  Kingstown  the  next  day, 
had  attracted  a  numerous  company — in 
the  various  walks  of  horse-boys,  bill-car- 
riers, and  pickpockets — all  of  Avhom  hoped 
to  find  a  ready  harvest  on  the  morrow. 
The  conversation  was,  therefore,  entirely 
of  a  sporting  character.  Anecdotes  of  the 
turf  and  the  ring  went  round,  and  in  the 
many  curious  devices  of  roguery  and  fraud 
might  be  read  the  prevailing  taste  of  that 
select  company.  Com,binations  were  also 
formed  to  raise  the  rate  of  payment,  and 
many  ingenious  suggestions  thrown  out 
about  turning  cattle  loose,  slacking  girths, 
stealing  curb  chains,  and  so  on,  from  that 
antagonistic  part  of  the  public  who  pre- 
ferred holding  their  horses  themselves,  than 
entrusting  them  to  the  profession. 

The  race  itself,  too,  engrossed  a  great 
share  of  interest ;  and  a  certain  Fergusson 
was  talked  of  with  all  the  devotedness  and 
affection  of  a  dear  friend.  Nor,  as  I  after- 
wards learned,  was  the  admiration  a  mere- 
ly blind  one,  as  he  was  a  most  cunning 
adept  in  all  the  wily  stratagems  by  which 
such  men  correct  the  wilful  ways  of  For- 
tune. 

How  my  companions  chuckled  over  stories 
of  ''  rotten  ditches,"  that  were  left  pur- 
posely   to   betray    the   unwary :    swinging 
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gates,  that  would  open  at  tlic  least  touch, 
and  inevitably  catch  the  horse  that  at- 
tempted to  clear — if  the  hoof  but  grazed 
them ;  bog  holes,  to  swamp  ;  and  stone 
fences,  to  smash — had  their  share  of  api)ro- 
val ;  but  a  drain  dug  eight  feet  deep,  and 
that  must  certainly  break  the  back  of  the 
liorse,  if  not  of  the  rider  also,  who  made  a 
"  mistake  "  over  it,  seemed  the;  trium])h, 
which  carried  away  the  suffrages  of  tiie 
whole  assoml)ly. 

Now,  although  I  had  seen  far  m6re  of 
real  sport  and  horsemanship  than  the 
others,  these  narratives  Avere,  for  the  most 
part,  new  to  me ;  and  I  listened  with  a 
high  interest  to  every  scheme  and  trick  by 
Avliich  cunning  can  overreach  and  out- 
manauivre  simi>licity.  The  admiration  of 
adroit  knavery  is  the  first  stop  on  the  road  to 
fraud,  and  he  who  laughs  heartily  at  a  clever 
trick,  seldom  suspects  how  he  is  ''  booking 
himself"  for  the  same  road.  For  my  OAvn 
part,  neither  were  my  principles  so  fixed, 
nor  my  education  so  careful,  that  I  did  not 
conceive  a  very  high  respect  for  the  rogue, 
and  a  'very  contemptuous  disdain  for  his 
victim. 

Morning  came,  and  a  bright  sunny  one 
it  was  ;  with  a  keen  frost,  and  that  kind  of 
sharp  air  that  invigorates  and  braces  both 
mind  and  body.  The  crisp  clear  outline  of 
every  tree  and  building  seen  against  the  deep 
blue  sky  ;  the  sparkling  river,  with  its  clean 
bed  of  bright  gravel ;  and  the  ruddy  fjices 
one  meets,  are  all  of  a  nature  to  suggest 
pleasant  and  cheerful  thoughts.  Even  we — 
we,  with  our  frail  fragments  and  chapped 
hands — felt  it,  and  there  Avas  an  alacrity  of 
movement,  and  a  bounding  step;  a  gay 
laugh,  and  a  men-y  voice  everywhere.  All 
set  out  for  Kingstown,  in  the  neighbor- 
liood  of  which  tiie  race  was  to  come  off. 
I  alone  remainefl  beliind,  resisting  every 
ontrcat3''of  my  companions  to  join  them, — 
I  cannot  yet  say  why  I  did  so.  It  was  j^artly 
that  long  habit  had  made  my  attendance 
upon  "  the  Captain"  a  duty  ;  parti}',  per- 
haps, that  some  vague  notion  tliat  the  letter, 
of  which  I  still  kept  possession,  should  be 
delivered  by  me  at  last. 

The  town  was  quite  empty  on  that  day  : 
not  a  carriage,  nor  a  horseman  to  be  seen. 
Tliere  were  very  few  on'foot,  and  the  square 
was  deserted  of  all  save  its  nursery  popula- 
tion. I  never  felt  a  more  tedious  morn- 
ing. I  had  full  time,  as  I  loitered  along 
all  alone,  to  contrast  my  solitude  with  the 
enjoyment  my  companions  were  at  that 
same  moment  pui'suing. 

True  to  the  instant,  Captain  de  Courcy 
cantered  up.  his  face  a  thought  graver,  and 
more  stern  than  I  had  ever  seen  it  before. 


As  he  dismounted,  my  hand,  in  holding  his 
stirrup,  soiled  the  brilliant  polish  of  his 
lacquered  boot ;  he  ])erceived  it,  and  re- 
warded my  awkwardness  with  a  smart  cut 
of  his  whip.  A  minute  before,  I  liad  made 
up  my  mind  to  give  him  the  note  :  now, 
torture  itself  would  not  have  torn  it  from 
me. 

I  followed  him  with  my  eyes  till  he  en- 
tered the  house — not  over  distinctly,  it  is 
true,  for  they  were  somewhat  blinded  by 
tears,  that  would,  in  spite  of  me,  come 
forth.  The  sensation  was  a  most  painful 
one  ;  and  I  am  heartily  glad  to  confess 
I  have  seldom  experienced  a  recurrence  of 
it.  Scarcely  was  the  hall-door  closed  on 
him,  when  I  remembered  that  he  would 
soon  hear  of  the  note,  which  I  had  failed  to 
deliver,  and  that,  in  all  likelihood,  a  heavy 
punishment  awaited  me.  My  offence  was 
a  grave  one  :  what  was  to  be  done  ?  turn 
the  mare  loose  and  fly,  or  patiently  await 
my  fate  ?  Either  were  bad  enough  ;  the  lat- 
ter certainly  the  less  advisable  of  the  two. 
A  third  course  soon  suggested  itself,  doubt- 
less inspired  by  that  most  mischief-working 
adage,  which  says,  that  one  may  be  "as 
well  hanged  for  tlie  sheep  as  the  lamb." 

I  therefore  voted  for  the  "  larger  animal," 
and  to  satisfy  myself  that  I  was  honest  to 
my  own  convictions,  I  immediately  proceed- 
ed to  act  upon  them.  I  led  the  mare  quietly 
along  to  the  angle  of  the  S(piare,  and  then 
turning  into  the  next  street,  I  shortened 
the  stirrups,  mounted,  and  rode  off. 

"Set  a  beggar  on  horseback "says 

the  proverb  ;  and  although  the  consequeiice 
is  only  meant  figurativeh",  I  have  a  sus})iciou 
that  it  might  bear  a  literal  I'cading.  I  rode 
away,  at  first,  at  a  trot,  and  then,  striking 
into  a  brisk  canter,  I  took  the  road  to  Kings- 
town, whither,  even  yet,  some  horsemen 
were  hastening. 

Every  stride  of  the  bounding  animal 
elevjitcd  my  spirits  and  nerved  my  courage. 
The  foot  pussengers,  that  ])lodded  wearily 
along,  I  looked  down  ujion  as  inferior. — 
with  the  horsemen  on  cither  side  I  felt  a 
kind  of  equality.  IIow  differently  does  one 
view  life  from  the  saddle  and  from  the 
ground  !  The  road  became  more  thronged 
as  I  advanced,  thicker  crowds  pressed 
eagerly  forwaril,  and  numerous  carriages 
obstructeel  the  way.  At  another  moment, 
perhaps,  I  should  liave  attracted  attention, 
ijut  stranger  sights  were  ]i;issing  at  every 
instant,  and  none  troubled  their  heads 
about  the  "ragged  urchin  on  the  thorough- 
bred." 

The  crowd  at  last  became  so  dense,  that 
horsemen  were  fain  to  desert  the  high  road, 
and  take  short  cuts  wherever  an  open  gate^ 
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or  an  easily-crossed  fence,  opened  the  way. 
Following  a  group  of  well-mounted  gentle- 
men, I  cleared  a  low  wall  into  a  spacious 
grass  field,  over  which  we  cantered  ;  and 
beyond  this,  by  lcai)ing  an  easy  ditch,  into 
another  of  the  same  kind,  till  at  length  we 
saw  the  vast  crowds  that  blackened  a  liill 
in  front,  and,  beneath  them,  could  dis- 
tinguish the  ilnttering  flags  that  marked 
the  course,  and  the  large  floating  standard 
of  the  Avinning-post. 

What  a  grand  sight  was  that  !  For  what 
is  so  imposing  a  spectacle  as  vase  myriads 
of  people  stirred  by  one  interest,  and  ani- 
mated by  one  absorbing  passion  ?  Every 
one  has  now-a-days  seen  something  of  the 
kind,  therefore  I  shall  not  linger  to  tell  of 
the  impression  it  made  upon  my  youthful 
senses.  The  first  race  had  already  come 
off  ;  but  the  second,  and  the  great  event  of 
the  day,  was  yet  to  take  place. 

It  was  a  steeple-chase  by  "gentlemen 
riders,"  over  a  very  severe  line  of  country  ; 
several  fences  of  most  break-neck  character 
having  been  added  to  the  natural  difficulties 
of  the  ground. 

Mounted  on  my  splendid  barb,  I  rode 
boldly  forward  till  I  reached  the  field 
through  which  the  first  ditch  ran, — a  deep 
and  wide  trench,  backed  by  a  low  rail, — a 
very  formidable  leap,  and  requiring  both 
stride  and  strength  to  clear  it. 

"  Some  of  'em  will  tail  off,  when  they 
sees  that  ! "  said  an  English  groom,  with  a 
knowing  wink  ;  and  the  words  were  only 
out  when,  at  a  "slapping  canter,"  the 
riders  were  seen  coming  down  the  gently 
sloping  hill.  Three  rode  nearly  abreast, 
then  came  a  single  horseman,  and,  after 
liim,  an  indiscriminate  mass,  whose  bi'ight 
and  party-colored  jackets  glowed  like  a 
rainbow. 

I  watched  them  with  a  breathless  in- 
terest :  as  they  came  nearer  thoy  widened 
the  space  between  them,  and  each  cast  a 
rapid  but  stealthy  glance  at  his  neighbor. 
One — he  rode  a  powerful  black  horse — took 
the  lead,  and,  dashing  at  the  leap,  his  horse 
rose  too  soon,  and  fell,  chested  against  the 
opposite  bank,  the  rider  under  him  ;  the 
next  swerved  suddenly  round  and  balked  ; 
the  third  did  the  same  ;  so  that  the  leading 
horseman  was  now  he  who  rode  alone  at 
first.  Quickening  his  speed  as  he  came 
on,  he  seemed  actually  to  fly  ;  and  when 
he  did  take  the  fence,  it  was  like  the  bound 
of  a  cannon  shot — up,  and  over  at  once  ! 
Of  the  rest,  some  two  or  three  followed 
well ;  others,  pulled  short  up  ;  Avhile  the 
larger  share,  in  various  forms  of  accident 
and  misfortune,  might  be  seen  either  strug- 
gling in  the  brook,  or  endeavoring  to  rescue 


their  horses  from  the  danger  of  broken  legs 
and  backs. 

I  did  not  wait  to  watch  them,  my  interest 
was  in  those  who  gallantly  led  onward,  and 
who  now,  some  four  in  number,  rode  almost 
abreast.  Among  these,  my  favoi'ite  was 
the  sky  blue  jacket,  who  had  led  tlie  way 
over  the  dyke,  and  him  did  I  follow  with 
straining  eyes  ;ind  palpitating  heart.  They 
were  at  this  moment  advancing  towards 
a  wall, — a  high  and  strong  one,  and  I 
thought,  in  the  slackened  pace,  and  more 
gathered  up  stride,  I  could  read  the  caution 
a  difficult  leap  enforced. 

A  brown  jacket  with  white  sleeves  was 
the  first  to  charge  it ;  and,  after  a  tre- 
mendous scramble,  in  which  the  wall, 
the  horse,  and  the  rider  were  all  tumbling 
together,  he  got  over  ;  but  the  animal  went 
dead  lame,  and  the  rider,  dismounting,  led 
him  off  the  ground. 

Next  came  blue  jacket,  and  just  at  the 
very  rise  his  mare  balked,  and,  at  the  top 
of  her  speed,  ran  away  along  the  side  of  the 
wall.  A  perfect  roar  of  angi-y  disappoint- 
ment arose  from  the  multitude,  for  she  Avas 
the  favorite  of  the  country  people,  Avho 
were  loudly  indignant  at  this  mischance. 

"  The  race  is  sold  !  "  cried  one. 

" Beatagh  " — this  was  the  ridei* — -"pulled 
her  round  himself  !  the  mare  never  was 
known  to  refuse  a  fence  ! " 


say   you  re 
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I " 
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third,  whose  excited  manner  showed  ho  was 
no  indifferent  spectator  of  the  scene.  "  She 
never  will  take  her  first  wall  fairly  ;  after 
that  she  goes  like  a  bird  ! " 

"What  a  confounded  nuisance  to  think 
that  no  one  will  lead  her  over  the  fence  ! 
Is  there  not  one  here  will  show  her  the 
way?  "  said  he,  looking  around. 

"There's  the  only  fellow  I  see  whose 
neck  can  afford  it  I  "  said  another,  pointing 
to  me.  "  He,  evidently,  was  never  born 
to  be  killed  in  a  steeple-chase." 

"Devilish  well  mounted  he  is,  too!" 
remarked  some  one  else. 

"Hallo,  my  smart  boy!"  said  he  who 
before  alluded  to  the  mare  as  a  bolter, 
"  try  your  nag  over  that  wall  yonder, — go 
boldly.  Let  her  have  her  head,  and  give 
her  a  sharp  cut  as  she  rises.  Make  way 
there,  gentlemen  !  'Let  the  boy  have  fair 
play,  and  I'll  wager  a  five-pound  note  he 
does  it!  You  shall  have  half  the  stakes, 
too,  if  you  win  !  "  added  he.  These  Avere 
the  last  Avords  I  heard,  for  the  crowd  clear- 
ing in  front,  opened  for  me  to  advance, 
and  Avithout  a  moment's  hesitation  of  any 
kind,  I  dashed  my  heels  to  the  mare's 
flanks,  and  galloped  forward.  A  loud  shout, 
and  a  perfect  shoAverof  Avhips  on  the  mare's 
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quarter  from  tlio  by-standcr.-,  ])ul  all 
question  of  pulling  up  beyond  the  reach  of 
possibility.  In  a  minute  more  I  was  at  the 
wall,  and,  ere  I  well  knew,  over  it.  A  few 
seconds  after  the  blue  jacket  was  beside  me. 
"  Well  done,  my  lad  I  You've  earned 
twenty  guineas  if  I  win  the  race  !  Lead 
the  way  a  bit,  and  let  your  mare  choo.se 
her  ground  wiien  she  leaps."  This  was  all 
he  said,  but  sueii  words  of  encouragement 
never  fell  on  my  ears  before. 

Before  us  were  the  others,  now  reduced 
to  three  in  number,  and  evidently  holding 
their  stride  aiul  watchingcaeh  other,  never 
for  a  moment  suspecting  that  the  most  fear- 
ed competitor  was  fast  creejjing  up  behind 
them.  One  fence  separated  us,  and  over 
this  I  led  again,  sitting  my  mare  with  all 
the  composure  of  an  old  steeple-chaser. 
''Out  of  the  way,  now!"  cried  my  com- 
panion, "  and  let  me  at  them  ! "  and  he 
tore  past  me  at  a  tremendous  pace,  shout- 
ing out,  as  he  went  by  the  rest,  "Come 
along,  my  lads  I  1*11  show  the  way  ! " 

And  so  he  did  !  "With  all  their  efforts, 
and  they  were  bold  one's,  they  never  over- 
took him  afterwards.  His  mare  took  each 
fence  flyingj  and  as  lier  speed  was  much 
greater  than  the  others,  she  came  in  full 
half  a  minute  in  advance.  The  others  ar- 
rived altogether,  crestfallen  and  disap- 
pointed, and,  like  all  beaten  men,  receiving 
the  most  insulting  comments  from  the  mob, 
who  are  somewhat  keen  critics  on  misfor- 
tune. I  came  last,  for  I  had  dropped  be- 
hind when  I  was  ordered,  but,  unable  to 
extricate  my  mare  from  the  crowd,  was 
compelled  to  ride  the  whole  distance  with 
the  rest.  If  the  losing  horsemen  Avere  hoot- 
ed and  laughed  atjUii/  'd]^\)voiich  was  a  kind 
of  triumphal  entry.  *'*  There's  the  chap 
that  led  over  the  wall  !  That  little  fellon' 
rode  the  best  of  them  all ! "  "  See  that  rag- 
ged boy  on  the  small  nuire  ;  he  could  beat 
the  field  this  minute  !  " 

''  'Tis  fifty  guineas  in  goold  ye  ought  to 
have,  my  chap  !  "  said  another  ;  a  senti- 
ment the  unwashed  on  all  sides  seemed  most 
heartily  to  subscribe  to. 

"  Be  my  soul,  I'd  rather  be  lookin' at 
hiui  than  the  gentlemen  !  "  said  a  very  tat- 
tered individual,  with  a  coat  like  a  transpa- 
rency. These,  and  a  hundred  similar  com- 
ments, fell  like  hail-drops  around  ;  and  I 
believe,  that  in  my  momentary  triumph,  I 
actually  forgot  all  the  dangers  and  perils  of 
my  offence. 

It  is  a  great  occasion  for  rejoicing  among 
the  men  of  rags  and  wretchedness,  when 
a  member  of  their  own  order  has  achieved 
anything  like  fame.  The  assertion  of  (heir 
ability  to  cuter  the  lists  with  ''their  bet- 


ters," is  the  very  pleasantest  of  all  flatteries. 
It  is,  so  to  say,  a  kind  of  skirmish,  before 
that  great  battle,  which,  one  day  or  other, 
remains  to  be  fought  between  the  two 
classes  which  divide  mankind — those  who 
have,  and  those  who  have  not. 

I  little  suspected  that  I  was,  to  use  the 
cant  so  popular  at  present,"  the  represen- 
tative of  a  GREAT  PRixciPLE  "  in  my  late 
success.  I  took  uU  the  ])raises  bestowed, 
most  literally,  to  myself,  and  sliook  hands 
with  all  the  dirty  and  tattered  mob,  fully 
convinced  that  I  was  a  very  fine  fellow. 

"Mister  Beatagh  wants  to  see  the  boy 
that  led  him  over  the  ditch,"  shouted  out  a 
huge,  wide-shonldered,  red-faced  ruffian,  as 
he  shoved  the  crowd  right  and  left,  to  make 
way  for  the  approach  of  tlie  gentleman  who 
had  just  won  the  race. 

"  Stand  up  bowld,  avic  I  "  whis|)ered  one 
in  my  ear  ;  "  and  don't  be  ashamed  to  ax 
for  your  reward." 

"  Say  ten  guineas  I  "  muttered  another. 

•'  No  ;  but  twenty  ! "  growled  out  a  third. 

"  And  lashings  of  drink  besides,  for  the 
present  company  ! "  suggested  a  big-headed 
cripple  about  two  feet  iiigh. 

"  Are  you  the  lad  that  took  the  fence 
before  me  ?  "  cried  out  a  smart-looking,  red- 
whiskered  young  man,  with  a  white  sur- 
tout  loosely  thrown  over  iiis  riding  cos- 
tume. 

"Yes,  sir,"  I  replied,  half  modestly  and 
half  assured. 

"Who  are  you,  my  boy  ?  and  Avhere  do 
you  come  from  ?  "        ' 

"  He's  one  of  Betty  Cobbe's  chickens  !  " 
shouted  out  an  old  savage-faced  beggar- 
man,  who  was  terribly  indignant  at  the 
great  misdirection  of  public  sympathy, 
"  and  a  nice  clutch  they  are  ! " 

"  What  is  it  to  you,  Dan,  where  the 
crayture  gets  his  bread  !  "  rejoined  an  old 
newsvender,  who.  in  all  likelihood,  had 
once  been  a  parlor  boarder  in  the  same 
seminary. 

"  Never  mind  fJiein,  but  answer  )iie,  my 
lad  !'' said  the  gentleman.  '"If  you  ai-e 
willing  to  take  service,  and  can  find  any 
one  to  recommend  you " 

"Sure  we'll  all  go  bail  for  liiiu — to  any 
amount  I  "  shouted  out  the  little  crippled 
fellow,  from  his  "  bowl,'' and  certainly  a 
most  joyous  burst  of  laughter  ran  through 
the  crowd  at  the  sentiment. 

"  Maybe  ye  think  I'm  not  a  householder," 
rejoined  the  fellow,  with  a  grin  of  assumed 
anger  ;  "  but  haven't  I  my  own  sugar  hogs- 
head to  live  in,  and  devil  receave  the  lodger 
in  the  same  premises  !  " 

"I  see  there's  no  chance  of  our  being 
able  to  settle  anything  here,"  said  the  gen- 
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tleman.  "  Those  good  people  think  the 
matter  more  their  own  than  ours  ;  so  meet 
to-morrow,  my  hid,  at  Dycer's,  at  twelve 
o'clock,  and  bring  me  anything  that  can 
speak  for  your  character."  As  he  said 
these  few  words  he  brushed  the  crowd  to 
one  side  with  his  whij),  and  forcing  his 
way,  Avith  the  air  of  a  man  wlio  would  not 
be  denied,  left  the  place. 

''And  he's  laving  the  crayture  without 
givin'  him  a  farden  !"  cried  one  of  the 
mob,  who  suddenly  saw  all  the  glorious 
fabric  of  a  carouse  and  a  drunken  bout  dis- 
appear like  a  mirage. 

"  Oh  the'tiirnal  vagabone  !  "  shouted  an- 
other, more  indignantly-;  "to  desart  the 
child  that  a-way ;  and  he  that  won  the 
race  for  him  !  " 

''  Will  yez  see  the  little  craN^ture  wrong- 
ed ? "  said  another,  who  appeared  by  his 
pretentious  manner  to  be  a  practised  street 
orator.  '' Will  yez  lave  the  dissolute  or- 
phan"— he  meant  desolate — "  to  be  chayted 
out  of  his  pater  money  ?  Are  yez  men  at 
all  ?  or  are  yez  dirty  slaves  of  the  bloody 
'stokessy  '  that's  murderin'  ould  Ireland.'  " 

'*  We'll  take  charge  of  the  orphan,  and 
of  you  too,  my  smart  fellow,  if  you  don't 
brush  off  pretty  lively  !  "  said  a  policeman, 
as,  followed  by  two  others,  he  pushed 
through  the  crowd  Avith  that  cool  deter- 
mination that  seems  to  be  actually  an  in- 
stinct with  them.  Then  laying  a  strong 
hand  on  my  collar,  he  went  on  :  ''  How  did 
you  come  by  that  mare,  my  lad  ?  " 

"  She  belongs  to  Captain  de  Courcy,  of 
the  Eoyal  Hospital,"  said  T,  doing  my  ut- 
most to  seem  calm  and  collected. 

"  We  know  that  already  ;  what  we  want 
to  hear  is,  what  brought  you  here  with 
(ler  ?  It  wasn't  Captain  de  Courcv's  or- 
ders ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  I  was  told  to  hold  her  for 
him,  and — and " 

"And  so  you  rode  off  with  her — oat 
with  it,  it  saves  time,  my  lad.  Now,  let 
me  ask  you  another  question  : — have  you 
any  notion  of  the  crime  you  have  just  com- 
mitted ?  do  you  know  that  it  amounts  to] 
horse-stealing  ?  and  do  you  know  what  the  i 
penalty  is  for  that  offence  ?" 

"No,  sir;  I  know  neither  one  nor  the  I 
other,"  said  I,  resolutely  ;  "and  if  I  did, 
it  doesn't  matter  much.     As  well    to  live 
upon  prison  diet  as  to  starve  in  the  streets  ! " 

'■  He's  a  bad  'un  ;  I  told  ye  that  ! "  re- 
marked another  of  the  policemen.  *'  Take 
him  off,  Grimes  !"and  so,  amid  a  very  gen- 
eral but  subdued  murmur  of  pity  and  con- 
dolence from  the  crowd,  I  was  dragged 
away  on  one  side,  while  the  mare  was  led 
off  on  another. 


It  Avas  a  terrible  tumble  down,  from 
being  a  hero  to  an  embryo  felon  !  Fi'om 
being  cheered  by  the  populace,  to  being 
collared  by  a  ])ol iceman!  As  Ave  Avenfc 
along  toAvards  Dublin,  on  a  jaunting-car, 
I  Avas  regaled  by  interesting  narratives  of 
others  Avho  had  begun  life  like  myself,  and 
took  an  abrupt  leave  of  it  in  a  manner  by 
no  means  too  decorous.  The  loeculiarity 
of  anecdote  which  pertains  to  each  profes- 
sion Avas  strongly  marked  in  these  officers 
of  the  law  ;  and  they  appeared  to  have 
studied  the  dark  side  of  human  nature 
Avith  eyes  the  keenest  and  most  scrutiniz- 
ing. 

I  Avish  I  could  even  now  forget  the  long 
and  dreary  hours  of  the  night  that  ensued, 
as  I  lay,  with  some  fifty  others,  in  the  gaol 
of  the  station-house.  The  company  Avas 
assuredly  not  select,  nor  their  manners  at 
all  improved  by  the  near  approach  of  pun.- 
ishment.  It  seemed  as  if  all  the  disguises 
of  vice  were  thrown  off  at  once,  and  that 
iniquity  stood  forth  in  its  OAvn  true  and 
glaring  livery.  I  do  not  believe  that  the 
heart  can  CA-^er  experience  a  ruder  shock 
than  Avhen  an  unfledged  criminal  first  hears 
himself  Avelcomed  into  the  "  Masonry"  of 
guilt ;  to  be  claimed  by  such  associates  as 
a  felloAv-laborer ;  to  be  received  as  one  of 
the  brethren  into  the  guild  of  vice,  is 
really  an  aAvful  bloAV  to  one's  self-esteem 
and  respect  :  to  feel  yourself  inoculated 
with  a  disease  Avhose  fatal  marks  are  to 
stamp  you  like  this  one  or  that,  sends  a 
shuddering  terror  through  the  heart,  Avhosc 
cold  thrill  is  never,  in  a  life-long  after- 
wards, thoroughly  eradicated! 

There  should  be  a  quarantine  for  sus- 
pected guilt,  as  for  susi)ected  disease  ;  and 
the  mere  doubt  of  rectitude  should  not  ex- 
pose any  unfortunate  creature  to  the 
chances  of  a  terrible  contagion  !  I  do  not 
affect  by  this  to  say  that  I  was  guiltless — 
not  in  the  least  ;  but  my  crime  should 
scarcely  have  classified  me  Avith  the  asso- 
ciates by  Avhom  I  Avas  surrounded.  Nor 
Avas  a  night  in  such  company  the  Avisest 
mode  of  restoring  to  the  path  of  duty  one 
who  might  possibly  have  only  slightly  de- 
viated from  the  straigiit  line. 

When  morning  came  I  Avas  marched  off, 
Avith  a  strong  phalanx  of  other  misdoers, 
to  the  College  Street  office,  Avhere  a  magis- 
trate presided  Avhose  bitterest  calumniators 
could  never  accuse  of  any  undue  leanings 
towards  mercy.  By  him  I  had  the  satis- 
faction of  hearing  a  great  variety  of  small 
offences  decided  with  a  railroad  rapidity, 
only  interrupted  now  and  then  by  a  Avhin- 
ing  lamentation  over  the  "lenity  of  the 
legislature,"  that  never  awarded  one  tithe 
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01  the  suitable  penally,  and  bewailing  his 
(»\vn  inability  to  do  more  for  the  criminal 
than  send  him  to  prison  for  two  months, 
with  hard  labor,  and  harder  diet  to  sweeten 
it. 

At  last  came  my  name,  and  a.-<  I  heard  it 
shonted  alond  it  almost  choked  me  with  a 
nervons  fulness  in  the  throat.  I  felt  as 
though  I  was  the  greatest  criminal  in  the 
universe,  and  that  the  whole  vast  assem- 
blage had  no  other  object  or  aim  there  than 
to  sec  me  arraigned  for  my  offence. 

I  was  scarcely  ordered  to  advance  before 
T  was  desired  to  stand  back  again,  the 
prosecutor,  Cajitain  de  Courcy,  not  being 
in  court.  While  a  policema!i  was,  there- 
fore, despatched  by  the  magistrate  to  re- 
quest that  he  would  have  the  kindness  to 
aj)[)ear,  for  the  captain  was  an  honorable 
and  an  aide-de-camp,  titles  which  the  sit- 
ting justice  knew  well  how  to  res])ect, 
other  cases  were  called  and  disposed  of. 
It  was  nigh  three  o'clock,  when  a  great 
bustle  in  the  outer  court,  and  a  tremen- 
dous falling  back  of  the  dense  crowd,  ac- 
companied by  an  ostentatious  disjday  of 
police  zeal,  heralded  a  group  of  officers, 
who,  Avith  jingling  spurs  and  banging 
sabretashes,  made  their  way  to  the  bench, 
and  took  their  seats  beside  the  justice. 
Many  were  the  courtesies  interchanged  be- 
tween the  magistrate  and  the  captain  ;  one, 
averring  that  the  delay  Avas  not  in  the 
slightest  degree  inconvenient  ;  the  other, 
jn-ofessing  the  greatest  deference  for  the 
rules  of  court  ;  neither  bestowing  a 
thought  upon  him  most  deeply  concerned 
of  ali. 

A  very  brief  narrative,  delivered  by  the 
ca|)tain  with  a  most  military  abruptness, 
detailed  my  offence  ;  and,  although  not  ex- 
aggerated in  the  slightest  degree,  the  oc- 
casional interruptions  of  the  magistrate 
served  very  considerably  to  inagnity  its 
guilt — such  as  "  Dear  me!  a  favorite  mare 
— a  pure  Arab — a  present  from  your  noble 
father,  Lord  Littlemore — infamous  treat- 
ment— abominable  case — abandoned  young 
scoundrel  !"  and  so  on  ;  closing  with  the 
accustomed  peroration  of  regret  that,  as 
hanging  was  now  done  away  with,  he  fear- 
ed that  the  recorder  could  only  award  mc 
a  transportation  for  life! 

"  Have  you  anything  to  say,  sirrah  ?  "' 
said  he  at  last,  turning  towards  me  ;  *'  or 
would  you  rather  reserve  your  observations 
for  another  time  ?  as  I  shall  certainly  com- 
mit you  for  trial  at  the  commission.'* 

"  I  have  only  to  suggest,"  said  I,  with 
anair-ofmost  insolent  composure,  '*  that 
vou  arc  })robably  mistaken  in  your  law. 
The  offence  with   which  I    stand  charged 


[amounts,  at    most,   to    the    minor    one    of 
I  breach  of  trust." 

I      '*  What  !    have  we  got  a    lawyer   in    the 
!dock?"  said    the    magistrate,    reddening 
with  feai"  and  anger  together. 
I      "I   have    enjoyed  some  ojiijoi-tiinitics  of 
legal  study,    your   worshi[>,"  said  I,  "and 
!  am  iiap{)y  to  state  that  my  opinion,  in  the 
jpi-esent  instance,  will  not  disci'cdit  the  as- 
isertion.    The  case  stands  thus  : — I  am  em- 
ployed by  the  Honorable  (.'ai)tain  de  Cour- 
cy to  perform   a   jtarticulifr  duty,  which  is 
of  the    distinct    natuieof   u    trust;    that 
trust,  whose  importance  I   do  not  seek  to 
extenuate  in  the  slightest,  I  fail  in.     I  will 
not  ])lead  the  strong  temptation  of   a  race 
and  a  great  spectacle.     I  will  not  allege,  as 
perhaps  I  might,  the  exami)le  of   my  com- 
panions, then  revelling  m  all  the  ideasures 
of  the  day.     I  will  simi)ly  say  that  no  one 
fitct  can   be  adduced  to  favor  the  suspicion 
of  a  meditated  robbery;  and   that  my  con- 
duct, so  palpably  open  and  public,  rejects 
the  least  assumption  of   the  kind,  and   at 
the  utmost  can  establish   nothing  beyond 
what  I  am    willing  to   plead   guilty  to — a 
breach  of  trust." 

'•  Listen  to  the  Attorney-General!  By  the 
hokey,  it's  himself  they've  in  the  dock  !"' 
said  one. 

"  That's  the  chap  can  give  them  chapter 
and  varse  !  "  cried  another. 

"  Silence  there  !  Keep  silence  in  the 
court !"  said  the  justice,  now  really  warm 
with  passion.  I'd  have  you  to  know,  sir- 
rah," said  he,  addressing  me,  ''that  your 
pettifogging  shrewdness  is  anything  but 
lavorable  to  you  in  the  unfortunate  posi- 
tion in  which  you  stand.  I  shall  commit 
you  for  trial,  and  would  advise  you — it  is 
the  only  ])iece  of  advice  I'll  trouble  you 
with — tocliarge  some  more  skilful  advocate 
with  your  defence,  and  not  entrust  it  to 
the  knavish  flippancy  of  conceit  and  chi- 
canery." 

"1  mean  to  haveeounsel,  your  worship," 
said  I,  resolutely  ;  for  my  blood  was  up, 
and  I  would  have  argued  Avith  the  tAvelvo 
judges.  "I  mean  to  have  one  of  the  first 
and  most  eminent  at  the  bar  for  my  defence. 
Mr.  ^lansergh,  of  Merrion  Square,  will  not 
refuse  my  brief  when  he  sees  the  fee  I  can 
offer  him." 

A  regular  roar  of  laughter  filled  the  court; 
the  impudence  of  my  speech,  and  my  thus 
introducing  the  name  of  one  of  the  very 
first  men  at  the  bar,  as  likely  to  concern 
himself  for  such  a  miserable  case  and  ob- 
ject, Avas  too  much  for  aiiy  gravity:  and 
when  the  magistrate  turned  to  comment 
ui)ou  my  nujiaralleled  assurance  and  imper- 
tinence to  Captain  de  Courcy,  he  discovered 
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that  tlic  honorable  captain  liad  h>ft  liis 
])lacc. 

Such  was  the  fact !  'J'he  dasliing  aide- 
de-camp  was,  at 'that  moment,  stanciitig  in 
earnest  converse  witli  myself,  l)esiile  the 
dock. 

"May  I  s]K'ak  with  this  boy  in  another 
room,  your  worship  ?"  said  he,  addi'cssing 
the  court. 

"  Certainly,  Cajitain  de  Courcy  !  Ser- 
geant Biles,  show  Captain  de  Cou]-cy  into 
my  robing-roonf." 

The  honorable  captain  did  not  regain 
liis  composure  immediately  on  finding  him- 
self alone  with  me  ;  on  the  contrary,  his 
agitation  was  such,  that  he  made  two  or 
three  efforts  before  he  could  utter  tiic  few 
words  with  which  he  first  addi'essed  me. 

"What  did  you  mean  by  saying  that 
Mr.  Mansergh  would  defend  you  ?  and 
^vh'at  was  the  fee  you  alluded  to  ?"  were 
tlic  words. 

"Just  what  I  said,  sir  !*'  said  I,  with 
the  steady  assurance  a  fconfidence  of  victory 
gives.  "I  thought  it  was  better  to  have 
able  counsel,  and  as  I  know  I  have  the 
means  of  recompensing  him,  the  oppor- 
tunity was  lucky." 

"  You  don't  pretend  that  you  could  af- 
ford to  engage  one  like  him,  my  lad  ?  "  said 
lie,  affecting,  but  very  poorly,  an  air  of 
easy  composure.  '"What  could  you  give 
liim  ?  " 

"A  note,  sir  ;  and  although  it  never  is- 
sued from  the  Bank,  one  not  without 
yalue  ! " 

The  captain  became  deadly  pale ;  ho 
made  one  step  towards  the  door,  and  in  a 
low  voice  of  ill-restrained  anger  said,  "  I'll 
have  you  searched,  sirrah  !  If  anything 
belonging  to  me  is  found  upon  you " 

"No  fear,  sir,"  said  I,  composedly;  "I 
have  taken  precautions  against  that;  the 
note  is  safe  I " 

He  threw  himself  upon  a  chair,  and 
stared  at  me  steadily  for  some  minutes 
without  a  word.  There  wo  were,  each 
scanning  the  other,  and  inwardly  calcuhit- 
ing  how  to  win  the  game  we  were  playing. 

"  Well  !"  said  he,  at  last;  "what  are 
your  terms  ?     You  see  I  give  in." 

'^  And  so  best,"  said  I;  "it  saves  time. 
I  ask  very  little  from  your  honor  ;  nothing 
more,  in  fact,  than  to  have  this  charge  dis- 
missed. I  don't  mean  to  wear  rags  all  my 
life,  and  consort  with  vagabonds,  and  so  I 
dislike  to  have  it  said  hereafter  tliat  I  was 
ever  arraigned  or  committed  for  an  offence 
like  this.  You  must  tell  the  justice  that 
it  was  some  blunder  or  mistake  of  your  or- 
ders to  me  ;  some  accidental  circumstance 
.or  other  :  I  don't  much  care  wluit,  or  how. 


noi-  will  he,  if  the  explanation  comes  from 
yo2i !  This  done,  I'll  ])lace  the  note  in 
your  hand  within  half  an  hour,  iind  we  need 
never  see  much  more  of  each  other." 

'•  l)Ut  who  is  to  secure  me  that  you  keep 
your  promise  ?  " 

"You  must  trust  to  me,"  said  T,  care- 
lessly ;  -'I  have  no  bail  to  give." 

"Why  not  return  now  with  the  police- 
man, for  the  note,  before  I  speak  to  the 
justice  ?" 

"  Then  who  is  to  go  bail  for  you  V  said 
I,  smiling. 

"  You  are  a  cool  fellow,  by  Jove  ! "  cried 
he,  at  the  steady  impudence  which  I  main- 
tained in  the  discussion. 

"I  had  need  be,"  replied  I,  in  a  voice, 
very  different  from  the  feigned  hardihood 
of  my  assumed  part.  "The  boy,  who  has 
neither  a  home,  nor  a  friend  i7i  the  world, 
has  little  else  to  rely  on  save  the  cold  reck- 
lessness of  what  may  befall  him  !  " 

I  saw  a  curl  of  contempt  upon  the  cap- 
tain's lip  at  the  energy  of  this  speech  ; 
for  now,  when,  for  the  first  time  between 
us,  a  single  genuine  sentiment  broke  from 
me,  he  deemed  it  "cant." 

"Well  !"  cried  he,  "as  you  wish  ;  I'll 
speak  to  the  justice,  and  you  shall  be  free." 

Ho  left  the  room  as  he  spoke,  but  in  a 
few  moments  re-entered  it,  saying,  "All 
is  right!  Y^ou  are  discharged  !  Now  for 
your  share  of  the  bargain." 

"'  Where  will  your  honor  be  in  half  an 
hour?" 

"At  the  Club,  Foster  Place." 

"Then  I'll  b6  there  with  the  note,"  said 
I. 

He  nodded,  and  walked  out.  I  watched 
him  as  he  went ;  but  he  neither  spoke  to  a 
policeman,  nor  did  he  turn  his  head  round 
to  see  what  became  of  me.  There  was 
something  in  this  that  actually  awed  me. 
It  was  a  trait  so  unlike  anything  I  had  ever 
seen  in  others,  that  I  at  once  perceived  it 
was  "  the  gentleman's  "  spirit  enabling  him 
to  feel  confidence  even  in  a  poor  ragged 
street  wanderer  as  I  was.  The  lesson  was 
not  lost  on  me.  My  life  has  been  mainly 
an  imitative  one,  and  I  have  more  than 
once  seen  the  inestimable  value  of  "  trust- 
ing." 

No  sooner  was  I  at  large  than  I  speeded  to 
Betty's,  and  Avas  back  again  long  before  the 
half-hour  expired.  I  had  to  wait  till  near 
five,  however,  before  he  ajipeared  ;  so  sure 
was  he  of  my  keeping  my  word,  that  he 
never  troubled  himself  aI)ou  t  me  !  *'  Ha  ! " 
said  he,  as  he  saw  me,  "  long  here  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  about  an  hour  ;  "and  I-handed 
him  the  note  as  I  spoke. 

He  thrust  it  carelessly  into  his  sabre- 
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tasli,  iind  jmlling  out  a  crown  i)iecc',  cliiick- 
od  it  towards  mo,  sayin<^,  ** Good-bye, 
friend  ;  if  tliey  don't  lumg  you,  you'll  make 
some  noise  in  the  world  yet." 

"I  mean  it,  sir,"  said  I,  with  a  familiar 
nod  ;  and  so  gentcely  touching  my  cap  in 
salute,  I  walked  away. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  A  QiriET  CHOP  "  AT  "  KILI-EEN'S,"  AND  A  GLANCE 
AT   A   ^^EW    CUARACTEE. 

I  LOOKED  very  wistfully  at  my  broad 
crowu  piece,  as  it  lay  Avith  its  honest 
platter  face  in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  and 
felt  by  the  stirring  sensations  it  excited 
within  me,  some  inklings  of  his  feelings 
who  possesses  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
them.  Then  there  arose  in  my  mind  the 
grave  question  how  it  was  to  be  spent; 
and  such  a  strange  connection  is  there 
between  what  economists  call  supply  and 
demand,  that,  in  place  of  being,  as  I 
esteemed  myself  a  few  minutes  back, 
"  passing  rich,"  I  at  once  perceived  that  I 
was  exceeding  i^oor,  since  to  effect  any  im- 
portant change  in  my  condition,  five  shil- 
lings was  a  most  inadequate  sum.  It  Avould 
not  buy  me  more  than  a  pair  of  shoes  ; 
and  what  use  in  repairing  tlie  foundation 
of  the  edifiee  when  the  roof  Avas  in  ruin  ! 
not  to  speak  of  my  other  garments,  to  get 
into  which,  each  morning,  by  the  same 
apertures  as  before,  Avas  a  feat  that  might 
have  puzzled  a  harlequin. 

I  next  bethought  me  of  giving  an  enter- 
tainment to  my  brethren  at  Betty's  ;  but, 
after  all,  they  had  shown  little  sympathy 
Avith  me  in  my  late  misfortune,  and  seemed 
rather  pleased  to  bo  rid  of  a  dangerous 
l)rofessional  rival.  This,  and  a  lurking 
desire  to  leave  the  fraternity,  decided  me 
against  this  plan. 

Then  came  the  thought  of  entertaining 
myself,  giving  myself  a  species  of  con- 
gratulatory dinner  on  my  escape;  and,  in 
fact,  commemorating  the  event  by  anti- 
cipating the  most  fashionable  mode  now  in 
use. 

I  canvassed  the  notion,  Avith  all  the  skill 
and  fairness  I  could  summon,  starting  the 
various  objections  against  it,  and  answering 
them  w'ith  Avhat  seemed  to  myself  a  most 
judicial  impartiality. 

"  Who  does  a  man  usually  entertain," 
B-.iid  I,  *'  but  his  intimate  friends  ?  "  Those 
Avliose  agreeability  is  pleasing  to  him,  or 
■whose  acquaintance  is  valuable  from  their 
station  and  influence.     Xoav,  Avith  Avhom 


hacT  I  such  an  unrestrained  and  cordial 
intercourse  as  myself  ?  Wliose  society 
never  Avearicd  ? — whose  companionship 
always  interested  me  ? — my  own  I  and  Avho, 
of  all  the  persons  I  had  ever  met  with, con- 
ceived a  sincere  and  heartfelt  desire  for  my, 
welfare,  })referring  it  to  all  others  ?  *'  Con 
Cregan,  it  is  you,"  said  I,  enthusiastically. 
"  In  you  my  confidence  is  complete.  I  be- 
lieve you  incapable  of  ever  forgetting  me  ; 
come,  then,  and  let  us  jiledge  our  friend- 
ship over  a  flowing  bowl." 

Where,  too,  was  the  next  doubt  ?  With 
a  crown  to  spend,  I  Avas  not  going  to 
descend  to  some  subterranean  den  among 
coal-heavers,  newsvenders,  and  umbrella 
hawkers  ;  but  how  Avas  I  to  gain  access  to 
a  better-class  ordinary — that  Avas  the  diffi- 
culty— who  Avould  admit  the  street-runner 
in  his  rags,  into  even  a  brief  intimacy  Avitli 
his  silver  forks  and  spoons  ;  and  it  Avas 
precisely  to  an  entertainment  on  such  a 
scale  as  a  good  tavern  could  supply  that  I 
asjiired.  It  Avas  to  test  my  own  feelings 
under  a  new  stimulant.  Just  as  I  have 
often  since  seen  grave  people  experiment 
upon  themselves  A\'ith  laughing  gas,  and 
magnetism,  and  the  fumes  of  ether. 

"It  may  be  too  much  for  you.  Con,'* 
said  I,  as  I  Avent  along  ;  "  there's  no  know- 
ing Avhat  effect  it  may  have  on  your  nerves." 

'•Ecmember  that  your  system  is  not 
attu)K'd  to  such  variations.  Your  vagaries 
may  prove  extravagant,  and  the  too  sudden 
elevation  may  disturb  your  naturally  cor- 
rect judgment.''  Against  these  doubts  I 
l^leadt'd  the  necessity  of  not  being  ungrate- 
ful to  myself — not  refusing  a  very  jiroper 
acknowledgment  of  my  OAvn  skill  and  as- 
tuteness; and,  lastly,  I  suggested  a  glan- 
cing kind  of  hope,  that,  like  those  famed 
heroes  Avho  dated  their  great  fortune  to 
having  gone  to  sleep  beneath  the  shadow 
of  some  charmed  tree,  or  near  the  lipple  of 
a  magic  fountain,  that  I,  too.  shoukl  arise 
from  this  banquet  with  some  brilliant  view 
of  life,  and  see  the  i)ath  to  success,  bright 
and  clear  before  me,  through  the  hazy  mists 
of  fancy. 

As  I  reasoned  thus,  I  passed  various 
ordinaries,  stopping  Avith  a  kind  of  instinct 
at  each,  to  gaze  at  the  luscious  rounds  of 
beef,  so  daintily  tricked  out  Avith  sprigs  of 
parsley — the  appetizing  cold  sirloins,  so 
beautifully  stratified  Avith  fat  and  lean — 
Avith  hams  that  might  tempt  a  rabbi — not 
to  speak  of  certain  j)rovocative  little  para- 
grai)hs,  about  "Ox-tail  and  Gravy  ready  at 
all  hours."  "Queer  Avorld  it  is,"  said  I  ; 
"and  there  are  passing  at  every  instant,  by 
tens  and  twenties,  men,  and  Avonien,  and 
children,  famishing  and   hungry,  Avho  see 
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;tll  these  tilings  separated  from  tliem  by  a 
l)anc  of  window  glass;  and  yet,  they  only 
gather  their  rags  more  closely  together — 
clench  their  thin  lijxs  tighter,  and  move  on. 
Not  that  alone  ;  but  here  am  I,  with  means 
to  buy  what  I  want,  and  yet,  I  must  not 
venture  to  cross  that  tiireshold,  as  though 
my  rags  should  be  an  insuk  to  their  broatl- 
clotli.'"  "Move  on.  youngster,"' quoth  a 
jioliceman  at  this  moment,  and  thus  put  an 
end  to  my  soliloquy. 

Wearied  with  rambling,  and  almost  de- 
spairing of  myself,  I  was  about  to  cross 
Carlisle  Bridge,  when  the  blazing  effulgence 
of  a  great  ruby-colored  lamplight  attract- 
ed my  attention,  over  which,  in  bright  let- 
ters, ran  the  words;  •''  Killeen's  'J'avern  and 
Chop  House,"  and  beneath, — "Steak,  pota- 
toes, and  a  pint  of  stout,  one  shilling  and 
fourpence."  Armed  with  a  bold  thought, 
1  tu'-ned  and  approached  the  house.  Two 
or  three  waiters,  in  white  aprons,  were 
standing  at  the  door,  and  showed  little  in- 
clination to  make  way  for  me  as  I  ad- 
vanced. 


who 


arc    von ,'' 


"  Well  !  "    cried    one, 
Nobody  sent  for  you," 

''  Tramp,  my  smart  fellow,"  said  the 
other,  '*thi3  an't  your  shop." 

"  Isn't  this  Killeen's  ?"  said  T,  stoutly, 

"Just  so,"  said  the  first,  a  little  snrjiris- 
ed  at  my  coolness. 

"Well,  then,  a  young  gentleman  from 
the  college  sent  me  to  order  a  dinner  for 
him  at  once,  and  pay  for  it  at  the  same 
time." 

"What  will  behave  ?" 

"  Soup,  and  a  steak,  with  apint  of  port," 
said  I;  just  the  kind  of  dinner  I  had  often 
heard  the  old  half-pay  officers  talking  of  at 
the  door  of  the  Club  in  Foster  Place. 

"What  hour  did  he  say  ?" 

"  This  instant.  lie's  coming  down  ; 
and,  as  he  starts  by  the  mail  at  seven,  he 
told  me  to  have  it  on  the  table  when  he 
came." 

"All  right;  four-and-six,"  said  the 
waiter,  holding  out  his  hand  for  the  money. 

I  gave  him  my  crown  })iece,  and  as  he 
fumbled  for  the  sixpence  I  insinuated  my- 
self quietly  into  the  hall. 

"There's  your  change,  boy,"  said  the 
waiter  ;  "you  needn't  stoj)." 

"  Will  you  be  so  good,  sii-,"  .'^aid  T,  "  to 
write  '  paid  '  on  a  slip  of  paper  ibr  me,  just 
to  show  the  gentleman  ?'' 

"Of  course,"  said  he,  taken  possibly  by 
the  flattering  civility  of  my  address,  and 
he  stepped  into  the  bar,  and  soon  reappear- 
ed with  a  small  scrap  of  paper,  with  these 
words  :  "  Dinner  and  a  pint  of  port,  45. 
6d— paid." 


"I'm  to  wait  for  him  here,  sir,"  said  I, 
most  obsequiously. 

"  Very  well,  so  you  can,"  replied  he, 
passing  on  to  the  coffee-room. 

1  peeped  through  the  glass  door,  and  saw 
that  in  one  of  the  little  boxes  into  which 
the  place  was  divided,  a  table  was  just 
spread,  and  a  soup-tureen  and  a  decanter 
placed  on  it.  "This,"  thought  I,  "is 
for  me  ;  "  for,  all  the  other  boxes  were  al- 
ready occupied,  and  a  great  buzz  of  voices 
and  clashing  of  plates  and  knives  going  on 
together. 

"  Serve  the  steak,  sir,"  said  I,  stepping 
into  the  room  iind  addressing  the  head- 
Avaiter,  who,  with  a  curse  to  me  to  "get 
out  of  that,"  passed  on  to  order  the  dish  ; 
while  I,  with  an  adroit  flank  movement, 
dived  into  the  box.  and,"  imitating  some 
of  the  company,  spread  my  napkin  like  a 
breastplate  across  me.  By  a  great  pitce  of 
fortune,  the  stall  Avas  the  darkest  in  the 
room,  so  that  when  seated  in  a  corner,  with 
an  open  newspaper  before  me,  I  could,  for  a 
time  at  least,  hope  to  escape  detection. 

"Anything  else,  sir  ?"  cried  a  waiter,  as 
ne  nncovered  the  soup,  and  deposited  the 
dish  of  smoking  beefsteak. 

"Nothing,"  responded  I,  with  a  voice  of 
most  imposing  sternness,  and  manfully 
holding  np  the  newspaper  between  us. 

The  first  three  or  four  mouthfuls  I  ate 
with  a  faint  heart ;  the  fear  of  discovery, 
exposure,  and  expulsion,  almost  choked 
me.  A  glass  of  port  rallied,  a  second  one 
cheered,  and  a  third  emboldened  me,  and  I 
proceeded  to  my  steak  in  a  spirit  of  true 
ease  and  enjoyment.  The  port  was  most 
insidious  ;  place  it  wherever  I  would  on  tlic 
table,  it  invariably  stole  over  beside  me, 
and  in  spite  of  me,  as  it  were,  the  decanter 
would  stand  at  my  elbow.  I  suppose  it 
must  be  in  reality  a  very  gentlemanlike  tip- 
ple ;  the  tone  of  sturdy  self-reliance,  the 
vigorous  air  of  command,  the  sense  of  ab- 
solutism it  inspires,  smack  of  Toryism;  and 
as  I  sipped,  I  felt  myself  rising  above  the 
low  prejudices  I  once  indulged  in  against 
rank  and  Avealth,  and  insensibly  con)pre- 
hending  the  beauty  of  that  system  which 
divides  and  classifies  mankind. 

1'he  very  air  of  the  place,  the  loud,  over- 
bearing talk,  the  haughty  summons  to  the 
waiter,  the  imperious  demand  for  this  or 
that  requisite  of  the  table,  all  conspired  to 
impress  irie  with  the  pleasant  sensation  im- 
parted to  him  who  possesses  money. 
Among  the  various  things  called  for  on 
every  side  I  remarked  that  mustard  seemed 
in  the  very  highest  request.  Every  one  ate 
of  it ;  none  seemed  to  have  enough  of  it. 
There  was  a  perpetual  cry, — "  Mustard  !  I 
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Bay,  waiter,  bring  me  the  mustard  ;  "  while 
one  very  choleric  old  gentleman,  in  a  di-ah 
.snrtout  and  a  red  nose,  absolutely  seemed 
I)ursting  with  indignation,  as  he  said,  "  You 
don't  e.\[)ect  me  to  eat  a  steak  without 
mustard,  sir?" — a  rebuke  at  which  the 
waiter  grew  actually  pui'plc 

Now  this  was  the  veiT  thing  I  had  my- 
self l)een  doing,  actually  eating  "a  steak 
witiiout  mustiird  !  "  what  a  mistake,  and 
for  one  who  believed  himself  to  be  in 
every  respect  conforming  to  the  choicest 
usages  of  high  life  !  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  the  steak  had  disappeared:  no  mat- 
ter, it  was  never  too  bite  to  learn,  and  so  I 
cried  out,  "  Waiter  !  the  mustard  here  !  " 
in  a  voice  that  almost  electrified  the  whole 
room. 

I  had  scarcolv  concealed  myself  beneatli 
my  curtain — TIlg  Times, — wiicn  the  mus- 
tard was  set  down  before  me,  with  a  hum- 
ble a|)()l()gy  for  forgetfulness.  I  waited  till 
he  withdrew,  and  then  helping  myself  to 
the  unknown  delicacy,  ])roceeded  to  eat  it, 
as  the  phrase  is,  "  neat."  In  my  eagerness 
I  swallowed  two  or  three  mouthfuls  before 
I  felt  its  effects,  and  then,  a  sensation  of 
burning  and  choking  seized  upon  me.  My 
tongue  seemed  to  swell  to  thrice  its  size  ; 
my  eyes  felt  as  if  tliey  would  drop  out  of 
my  head  ;  while  a  tingling  sensation,  like 
"frying,"  in  my  nostrils,  almost  drove  me 
mad  ;  so  that  after  three  or  four  seconds  of 
silent  agony,  during  which  I  experienced 
about  ten  years  of  torture  ;  unable  to  cn- 
<Iure  nn)re,  I  screamed  out  that  "I.  was 
])oisoned,"  and  with  wide-open  mouth,  and 
staring  eyes,  ran  down  the  coffee-room. 

Never  was  seen  such  an  uproar  !  had  an 
animal  from  a  wild-beast  menagerie  ap- 
peared among  the  company,  the  consterna- 
tion could  scarce  be  greater;  and  in  the 
mingled  laughter  and  execrations,  might 
bo  traced  the  different  moods  of  those  who 
resented  my  intrusion.  "  Who  is  this  fel- 
low ?  how  did  he  get  in  ?  what  broitght 
him  here  ?  what's  th.c  matter  with  him  ? '' 
poured  in  on  all  sides  ;  difficulties  the  head 
waiter  thought  it  better  to  deal  with  by  a, 
speedy  expulsion  than  by  any  k'Ugthi'iied 
explanation. 

"  Get  a  policeman,  Bob  !"  said  lie  to  the 
next  in  command  :  and  the  order  was  given 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  me. 

'•  What^  the  devil  threw  him 
us  ?"  saiil  a  testy-looking  man 
spectacles. 

*'  I  came  to  dine,  sir,''  said  I  ; 
my  steak  aiul  my  })int  of  wine,  as  1  hopeil, 
in  comfort,  and  as  one  might  have  it  in  a 
respectable  tavern." 

A  jolly  burst  of  laughter  stop])ed  me,  and 
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I  was  obliged  to  v/ait  for  its  sub.<)idencc  to 
continue. 

"  Well,  sir  !  I  i)aid  for  my  dinner " 

*' Is  that  true,  Sam?"  said  a  shrewd- 
looking  num  lo  the  waiter. 

'H^uite  true,  sir!  he  paid  four-and-six- 
pence,  saying  that  the  dinner  was  for  a 
College  gentlenuin." 

'^  1  have  been  in  College,"  said  I,  coolly  ; 
"but  no  matter,  the  thing  is  simple 
enough  ;  I  :im  here,  in  a  house  of  ])ubliG 
entertainment,  the  proprietors  of  which 
have  accepted  my  money  for  a  specific 
purpose;  and  putting  aside  the  question 
whether  they  can  refuse  admission  to  any 
well-conducted  individual  (sec  Barnes  ver- 
sus MacTivell.  in  the  8th  volume  Term 
Eeports  ;  and  llobbes  against  Blinkerton, 
Soaker,  and  otiiers,  in  the  A])])endix),  I 
contend  that  my  ])resence  here  is  founded 
ui^on  contract." 

Another  and  still  louder  roar  of  mirth 
again  stopped  me,  and  before  I  could  re- 
sume, the  company  had  gathered  round 
mo  in  evident  delight  at  my  legal  knowl- 
edge ;  and  in  particular,  he  of  the  spec- 
tacles, who  was  a  well-known  attorney  of 
the  Court  of  Conscience. 

"_  That  fellow's  a  gem  ! "  said  he.  "  Hang 
me  if  he's  not  equal  to  Bleatem  !  Sam,  take 
care  what  you  do;  he's  the  chap  to  liavc 
his  action  against  you!  I  say,  my  man, 
come  and  sit  down  here,  and  let  ns  have  a 
.little  chat  together." 

"  ]\Iost  Avillingly,  sir,"  responded  L 
"  Waiter,  bring  my  wine  over  to  this  table.  " 
This  was  the  signal  for  another  shout,  of 
which  I  did  not  deign  to  take  the  slightest 
notice. 

"  I'll  wager  a  hundred  oysters,"  exclaim- 
ed one  of  the  party  among  whom  I  no\y 
seated  myself,  "  th-at  I  have  seen  him  be- 
fore !  Tell  me,  my  lad,  didn't  you  ride 
over  the  course  yesterday,  and  cut  out  the 
work  for  ]\Ir.  Beatagh  ?  "' 

I  bowed  an  assent.  "  Wh.o  the  devil  is 
he  ?"  cried  two  or  three  together:  and  mv 
appearance  and  manner  did  not  cln  ek  the 
audible  exi)ression  of  tiiis  sentiment. 

"A  few  words  will  suf^ce,  gentlemen," 
said  1,  "on  that  head.  My  father  was  an 
estated  gentleman,  of  small,  but  unincum- 
l>ered  fortune,  which  he  lost  by  an  unfor- 
tunate speculation  ;  he  accordingly  went 
abroail " 

"To  Norfolk  Island  I"  suggested  one, 
with  a  wink. 

"  FA'actly,"  res))onded  I:  "a  Colonial 
ap]>ointment  ;  leaving  me,  like  Norval,  not 
exactly  on  the  Grampian  Hills,  but  in  a 
wor.>^e  place,  in  the  middle  of  the  bog  of 
Allen  ;  my  sole  dependence  being  in  cer- 
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tiiin  legal  stuclics  I  had  oiico  maclo,  and  a 
natural  taste  for  getting  forward  in  life; 
wliicli,  witli  a  moj^t  cutliusiastic  ai)prccia- 
tiou  of  good  conipany" — liere  I  bowed  ]>()- 
litcly  all  round — •'  are,  I  flatter  myself,  my 
chief  cliaracteristics." 

After  a  little,  but  most  good-humored, 
quizzing  about  my  present  occupation  and 
future  prospects,  tliey,  with  far  more  po- 
liteness than  might  be  expected,  turned 
the  conversation  upon  other  matters,  and 
kindly  permitted  me  to  throw  in  from 
time  to  time  my  observations  ;  remarks 
which  I  could  see,  from  their  novelty  at 
least,  seemed  often  to  surprise  them. 

■Al:  length  the  hour  of  separating  arrived, 
and  I  arose  to  bid  the  company  good  night, 
which  I  performed  with  a  very  fair  imita- 
tion of  that  quiet  ease  I  had  often  studied 
in- the  young  guardsmen  about  town. 

"What  do  you  bet  that  he  has  neither 
home  to  shelter  him,  nor  bed  to  sleep  on 
this  night  ?  "  whispered  one  to  his  neigh- 
bor. 

"What  are  you  writing  there,  Cox?" 
said  another,  to  the  keen-eyed  man,  who 
was  pencilling  something  on  a  card. 

"  There  ;  tliat's  my  address,  my  boy ; 
12,  Stafford  Street  :  Jeremiah  Cox.  Come 
to  me  about  ten  to-morrow." 

Auotlier,  while  he  was  speaking,  made 
an  effort  to  slip  a  half-crown  into  my  hand; 
a  measure  I  felt  it  becoming  to  decline  with 
a  prompt,  but  courteous  refusal.  Indeed, 
I  had  so  identitied  myself  with  the  part  I 
was  performing,  that  I  flung  down  my  only 
sixpence  on  the  table  for  the  waiter,  and 
Avith  a  last  salutation  to  the  honorable 
company,  walked  out.  I  have  a  perfect 
memory  of  every  circumstance  of  the  even- 
ing, a;id  I  recollect  that  my  swaggering 
exit  was  as  free  from  any  semblance  of  con- 
ciu'n  or  care  as  tiiough  a  carriage  Avaited 
for  me  outside  to  convey  me  to  a  luxurious 
home  ! 

Ic  has  often  been  a  fancy  of  mine  through 
life,  to  pass  the  entire  of  a  summer  night 
out  of  door  ;  to  Avander  either  through  the 
moonlit  roads  of  some  picturesque  country, 
f>r  in  the  still  more  solitary  streets  of  a 
great  city.  I  haA'e  ahvays  felt  on  these 
occasions  as  though  one  were  '•'stealing  a 
riiarcli  "  upon  the  sleeping  Avorld — gaining 
•so  many  more  hours  of  thought  and  reflec- 
tion, which  the  busy  conflict  of  life  renders 
80  often  difficult. 

The  hours  of  the  night  seem  to  typify  so 
many  stages  of  existence, — only  reversing 
tlie  natural  order  of  age,  and  making  the 
period  of  deep  reflection  precede  the  era  of 
sanguine  hope;  for  if  the  solemn  closing 
in  of  the  darkness  suggests  musing,  so  do 


the  rosy  tints  and  fresh  air  of  breaking  day 
inspire  the  warm  hopefulness  of  youth.  If 
"  the  daylight  sinking"  invites  the  secret 
communing  of  the  heart,  "  the  dawning  of 
morn  "  glows  Avith  energetic  jiurpose  and 
bold  endeavor. 

To  come  back  to  myself.  I  left  the 
tavern  Avithout  a  thought  whither^I  should 
turn  my  steps.  It  was  a  calm  night,  Avitli 
a  starry  sky,  and  a  mild  genial  air,  so  that 
to  pass  the  hours  until  morning  Avithout 
shelter,  Avas  no  great  privation.  One  only 
resolve  I  had  formed — never  to  go  back  to 
Betty's.  I  felt  that  I  had  sojourned  over 
long  in  such  companionship  ;  it  Avas  now 
time  some  other,  and  more  upward  path 
should  open  before  me. 

Following  the  course  of  the  Liffey,  I 
soon  reached  the  Quay  called  the  North 
Wall,  and  at  last  arrived  at  the  bluff  extre- 
mity Avhich  looks  out  upon  the  opening  of 
the  riA'cr  into  the  Bay  of  Dublin.  '  The 
great  expanse  was  in  deep  shadow,  but  so 
calm  the  Sea,  that  the  two  lighthouses  Avere 
reflected  in  long  columns  of  light  in  the 
tranquil  water.  The  only  sound  audible 
Avas  the  low  monotonous  ])lash  of  the  sea 
against  the  wall,  or  the  grating  noise  of  a 
chain  cable,  as  the  vessel  it  held  surged 
slowly  Avith  the  tide.  The  sounds  had 
something  plaintive  in  them,  that  soon 
imparted  a  tone  of  sadness  to  my  mind  : 
but  it  Avas  a  melancholy  not  unpleasing  ; 
and  I  satdoAvn  upon  a  rude  block  of  Stone, 
Aveaving  strange  fancies  of  mvself  and  my 
future. 

As  I  sat  thus,  my  car,  grown  more  acute 
by  habit,  detected  the  light  clank  of  a 
chain,  and  something  like  a  low  thumping 
sound  in  the  water  beneath  me,  and  on 
peering  down,  I  discovered  the  form  of  a 
small  boat,  fastened  to  a  ring  in  the  Avail, 
and  which,  from  time  to  time,  grated 
against  the  strong  masonry.  There  it  lay, 
Avith  a  pair  of  light  oars  run  under  the 
thwarts,  and  its  helm  flapping  to  and  fro. 
inert  and  purposeless,  like  myself  !  so  at 
least  i  fancied  it ;  and  soon  began  con- 
ceiving a  strange  parallel  between  it  and 
me.  I  Avas  suddenly  startled  from  these 
musings  by  the  sound  of  feet  rapidly 
approaching. 

I  listened,  and  could  hear  a  man  coming 
towards  me  at  full  speed.  I  sat  down 
beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Avail,  and  he 
passed  me  unnoticed,  and  then  s})ringing 
up  on  the  parapet,  he  gave  a  loud  shrill 
whistle,  waiting  a  fcAv  seconds  as  if  for  the 
reply,  he  Avas  silent,  and  then  repeated  it  : 
but  still  in  vain — no  answer  came.  "  Blast 
them  !  "  muttered  he,  "  the  scoundrels  Avill 
not  show  a  light  !  "     A  third  time  did   he 


THE   COXFESSIONS   OF  CON  CREGAN. 


367 


wliistle,  but  tliou^rh  the  sounds  mi;:,dit  be 
lieurd  a  mile  off,  uoitlier  sii^lit  nor  sound 
ever  respondt.'d  to  them.  "^  And  that  rascal, 
too,  to  Juive  left  the  boat  at  such  a  mo- 
ment." Just  as  he  uttered  these  words,  he 
si)ranpf  down  from  tlio  wiill,  and  caufrht 
siii;ht  of  me,  as  I  hsy,  affecting  sleep,  coiled 
uj)  beneath  it. 

Witli,a  rude  kick  of  his  foot  on  7Tiy  side, 
he  aroused  me,  sayinf,',  ''D — n  the  fellow, 
is  tliis  a  ritne  for  sieepiui^  ?  I  told' you  to 
keep  a  sharj)  look-out  for  me  here  I  What! 
who  are  you  ?"'  cried  he,  as  I  stood  upright 
before  hi  hi. 

"K  poor  boy,  sir,  that  lias  no  roof  to 
shelter  him,"  said  I,  plaintively. 

He  bent  his  head  and  listened ;  and  then, 
with  a  horrible  curse,  exclaimed,  "Here 
they  are!  here  they  come!  Can  you  pull 
an  oar,  my  lad  ?  " 

*'  I  can,  sir,"  answered  I. 

"  Well,  jump  down  into  the  punt  there, 
and  row  her  round  the  point  to  the  stairs. 
JJe  quick!  down  with  you!  I  have  cut  my 
hand,  and  cannot  help  you.  There,  that's 
it,  my  lad!  catch  the  ring:  swing  yourself 
a  little  more  to  the  right ;  her  gunwale  is 
just  beneath  your  foot;  all  right  now! 
well  done!  Be  alive  now!  give  way,  give 
way!"  and  thus  encouraging  me,  he  walked 
along  the  parapet  above  me,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  stood  fast,  calling  out,  but  in  a 
lower  and  more  cautious  voice,  "There! 
close  in,  now  a  strong  pull — that's  it!  *'  and 
then  hastily  descending  a  narrow  flight  of 
steps,  ho  sprang  into  the  boat,  and  seated 
himself  in  the  stern.  "Hush!  be  still!" 
cried  he,  "  do  not  stii"!  they'll  never  see  us 
under  the  shadow  of  the  wall!  " 

As  he  spoke,  two  dark  figures  mounted 
the  wall,  straight  above  our  heads,  and 
stood  for  some  seconds,  as  it  were,  peering 
into  the  distance. 

"I'll  swear  I  saw  him  take  this  way," 
cried  one,  in  a  deep  low  voice. 

"If  he  were  the  Devil  himself,  he  could 
not  escape  us  here,"  said  the  other,  with  an 
accent  of  vindictive  passion. 

"  And  he  is  the  Devil,"  said  the  former 
speaker. 

"Pooh,  nonsense,  man!  any  tVllow  who 
can  win  at  dice,  or  has  a  steady  linger  with 
a  pistol,  is  a  marvel  for  you.  Curses  on 
him  !  he  has  given  us  the  slip  somehow." 

'Td  not  wonder,  Harry,  if  he  has  taken 
the  water  ;  he  swims  like  a  duck!" 

"  He  could  not  have  sprung  from  a 
height  like  that  without  a  plash,  and  we 
were  close  enough"  upon  his  heels  to  hear 
it  ;  flash  off  some  ]iowder  in  a  piece  of 
paper;  it  is  dark  as  })itch  here." 

While   the   men   above   were   preparing 


their  light,  I  heard  a  slight  stir  in  tljc 
stern  of  the  boat.  I  turned  my  head  and 
saw  my  companion  coolly  fitting  a  cap  on 
his  pistol  ;  he  was  doing  it  with  difficulty, 
as  he  was  obliged  to  hold  the  })istol  between 
his  knees,  while  he  adjusted  tlie  caj)  with 
his  left  hand  ;  the  right  hand  he  carried  in 
the  breast  of  his  coat.  Nothing  could  be 
more  calm  and  collected  than  his  ev(;ry 
movement,  up  to  the  instant  when,  having 
cocked  the  weapon,  he  lay  back  in  the 
bout,  so  as  to  have  a  full  stare  at  the  two 
dark  figures  above  us. 

At  last,  the  fuze  was  ready,  and  being 
lighted,  it  was  held  for  a  few  seconds  in 
the  hand,  and  then  thrown  into  the  air. 
The  red  and  lurid  glare  flashed  full  upon 
two  savage-looking  faces,  straight  above 
our  heads,  and  for  an  instant  showed  their 
figures  with  all  the  distinctness  of  noon- 
da}'.  I  saw  them  both,  as  if  by  a  common 
impulse,  lean  over  the  parapet  and  peer 
down  into  the  dark  water  below  ;  and  I 
could  have  almost  sworn  that  we  were  dis- 
covered ;  my  companion  evidently  thought 
so  too,  for  he  raised  his  pistol  steadily,  and 
took  a  long  and  careful  aim.  What  a  mo- 
ment was  that  for  me,  expecting  at  every 
instant  to  hear  the  report,  and  then  the 
heavy  fall  of  the  dead  man  into  the  water,! 
my  throat  was  full  to  bursting.  The  bit  of 
burning  paper  of  the  fuze  had  fallen  on  my 
companion's  pistol  hand,  but  though  i.t 
must  havH  scorched  him,  he  never  stirred, 
nor  even  brushed  it  off.  1  thought  that  by 
its  faint  flicker,  also,  we  might  have  been 
seen  ;  but  no,  it  was  plain  they  had  not 
perceived  us;  and  it  was  with  a  delight  I 
cannot  describe,  that  I  saw  one  and  then 
the  other  descend  from  the  wall,  Avhilc  I 
heard  the  words,  "  There's  the  second  time 
above  five  hundred  yiounds  h:is  slijiped 
from  us.  D — n  the  fellow  !  but  if  I  Jiang 
for  him,  I'll  do  it  yet!" 

"  ^Vell,  you've  spoiled  his  hand  for  Iniz- 
ard  for  a  while,  anyhow,  Harry!  "  said  the 
other.  "  I  think  you  must  have  taken  his 
fingers  clean  oft"! '' 

'•The  knife  was  like  a  razor,"  iei>lied  the 
other,  with  a  laugh  ;  "but  he  struck  it  out 
of  my  hand  with  a  blow  above  the  wrist;; 
and,  I  can  tell  you,  I'd  as  soon  get  the  kick 
of  a  horse  as  a  short  stroke  of  the  same 
closed  fist." 

They  continued  to  converse  as  they 
moved  away,  but  their  words  only  reached 
me  in  broken  unconnected  sentences. 
From  all  I  could  glean,  however,  1  was  in 
company  with  one  of  enormous  personal 
strength,  and  a  most  reckless  intrepidity. 
At  last,  all  was  still  ;  not  a  sound  to  be 
heard   on  any  side  ;    and   my  companion, 
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leaning  foi'\v:u<l,  said,  "  Come,  my  Itul, 
pull  me  out  a  short  distance  into  the  offing  ; 
we  shall  soon  see  a  light  to  guide  us!" 

In  calm  still  water  I  could  row  well.  I 
had  been  boat-boy  to  the  priest  at  all  his 
autumn  fishing  excursions  on  the  West- 
meath  Lakes,  so  that  I  acquitted  myself 
creditably,  urged  on,  I  am  free  to  confess, 
by  a  very  profound  fear  of  the  large  figure 
who  loomed  so  mysteriously  in  the  stern. 
For  a  time  we  proceeded  in  deep  silence, 
when  at  last  he  said,  "  What  vessel  do  you 
belong  to,  boy  ?" 

'•  I  was  never  at  sea,  sir,"  replied  I. 

'*  Not  a  sailor  !  how  comes  it,  then,  you 
can  row  so  well  ?  " 

"I  learned  to  row  in  fresh  w^ater,  sir." 

"What  are  you?  How  came  you  to  be 
here  to-night  ?" 

*' By  merest  chance,  sir.  I  had  no  money 
to  pay  for  a  bed.  I  have  neither  home  nor 
friends.  I  have  lived  by  holding  horses, 
and  running  errands,  in  the  streets."  . 

"  Picking  pockets  occasionally,  I  suppose, 
too,  when  regular  business  was  dull  !" 

"Never  !"  said  I,  indignantly. 

''Don't  be  shocked,  my  fine  fellow  ! " 
said  he.  jceringly  ;  "b.ttermen  than  ever 
you'll  be,  have  done  a  little  that  way.  I 
have  made  some  lighter  tiiis  evening  myself, 
for  the  matter  of  that !" 

This  confession,  if  very  frank,  was  not 
very  reassuring,  and  so  1  made  no  answer, 
but  rowed  awav  with  all  my  might. 

"Well!"  said  he,  after  a  pause,  "luck 
has  befriended  me  twice  to  night,  and  send- 
ing you  to  sleep  under  that  wall  Avas  not 
the  worst  turn  of  the  two.  Ship  your  oars, 
there,  bo}',  and  let  us  see  if  you  are  as 
handy  a  surgeon  as  you  are  a  sailor  !  Try 
and  bind  up  these  wounded  fingers  of  mine, 
for  they  begin  to  smart  with  tlic  cold  night 
air." 

"  Wait  an  instant,"  cried  he  ;  "  Ave  are 
safe  now,  so  yon  may  light  this  lantern  ;" 
and  he  took  from  his  pocket  a  small  and 
most  elegantly  fashioned  lantern,  which  he 
immediately  lighted. 

I  own  it  was  with  a  most  intense  curiosi- 
ty I  waited  for  the  light  to  scan  the  fea- 
tures of  my  singular  companion  ;  nor  Avas 
my  satisfaction  inconsiderable  when,  in- 
stead of  the  terrific-looking  fellow — lialf 
bravo,  half  pirate,  I  expected — I  perceived 
hefore  me  a  man  of  apparently  thirty-one 
or  two,  with  large  but  handsome  features 
and  gentlemanly  appearance.  He  had  an 
immense  beard  and  moustache,  Avhich  unit- 
ed at  either  side  of  the  mouth  ;  but  this, 
ferocious  enough  to  one  unaccustomed  to  it, 
could  not  take  off  the  quiet  regularity  and 
good    humor  of  his  manly  features.     He 


Avore  a  large-brimmed  slouched  felt-hat, 
that  shaded  his  brows  ;  and  he  seemed  to  be 
dressed  Avith  some  care,  beneath  the  rough 
exterior  of  a  common  })ilot  coat  ;  at  least 
he  wore  silk  stockings  and  shoes,  as  if  in 
evening  dress.  These  particulars  I  had 
time  to  note,  Avhile  he  unwound  from  his 
crippled  hand  the  strips  of  a  silk  handker- 
chief, Avhich,  stiffened  and  c]ott<:'d  Avith 
blood,. bespoke  a  deep  and  severe  Avound. 

If  the  operation  Avere  often  painful,  even 
to  torture,  ho  never  Avinced,  or  permitted  the 
slightest  expression  of  suffering  to  escape 
him.  At  last  the  undressing  Avas  completed, 
and  a  fearful  gash  appeared,  separating  the 
four  fingers  almost  entirely  from  the  hand. 
The  keenness  of  the  cut  showed  that  the 
weapon  must  have  been,  as  the  felloAV 
averred,  sharp  as  a  razor.  Perhaps  the  co- 
pious loss  of  blood  had  exhausted  the  ves- 
sels, or  the  tension  of  the  bandage  had  clos- 
ed them,  for  there  Avas  little  bleeding,  and 
I  soon  succeeded,  with  the  aid  of  his  cravat, 
in  making  a  tolerable  dressing  of  the 
wound,  and  by  filling  up  the  palm  of  the 
hand,  as  I  had  once  seen  done  by  a  country 
surgeon  in  a  somcAvhat  similar  case.  The 
pain  Avas  relieved  by  the  gentle  support  af- 
forded. 

"Why,  you  are  a  most  accomplished  va- 
grant ! "  said  he,  laughing,  as  he  Avatched 
the  artistic  steps  of  my  proceeding. 
"  What's  your  name  ? — 1  mean,  Avhat  do  you 
go  by  at  present  ?  for  of  course  a  fellow  like 
you  has  a  score  of  aliases." 

"  I  have  had  only  one  name  up  to  this," 
said  I,  ''Con  Cregan." 

"  Con  Cregan !  sharp  and  shrewd  enough 
it  sounds,  too  !"  said  he;  "  and  what  line 
of  life  do  you  mean  to  follow,  Master  Con? 
for  I  suspect  you  have  not  been  without 
some  speculations  on  the  subject." 

"I  have  thought  of  various  things,  sir; 
but  how  is  a  poor  boy  like  me  to  get  a 
chance  ?  I  feel  as  if  I  could  pick  up  a  little 
of  most  trades,  but  I  have  no  money,  nor 
any  friends." 

"Money — friends!"  exclaimed  he,  with 
a  burst  of  bitterness,  quite  unlike  his  pre- 
vious careless  humor.  "A\''ell,  my  good 
felloAv  !  I  had  both  one  and  the  other — 
moi-e  than  most  people  are  supposed  to 
have  of  either — and  Avhat  have  they  brought 
me  to  ?  "  he  held  up  his  maimed  and  blood- 
clotted  hand,  as  ho  spoke  this  Avith  a 
withering  scorn  in  every  accent. 

"^'No,  my  boy!  trust  one  who  knows 
something  of  life — the  lighter  yon  start  the 
easier  your  journey!  He  that  sets  his 
heart  on  it,  can  ahvays  make  money  ;  and 
friends,  as  they  are  cfilled  by  courtesy,  are 
still  more  easily  acquired." 
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This  Avas  tlie  firat  time  I  luid  ever  heard 
any  one  speak  of  the  game  of  life,  as  such; 
and  I  cannot  say  what  intense  pleasure  the 
theme  afforded  me.  I  am  certain  I  never 
stopped  to  consider  whether  his  views  were 
right  or  not,  whether  the  slirewd  results  of 
a  keen  observer,  or  the  prejudices  of  a 
disappointed  man.  It  Avas  the  subject,  the 
matter  discussed,  delighted  me. 

My  companion  appeared  to  feel  that  he 
had  a  willing  listener,  and  went  freely  on 
canvassing  the  various  roads  to  success, 
and  with  a  certain  air  of  confidence  in  all 
he  said,  that  to  me  seemed  quite  oracular. 
"  What  a  fellow  am  I,"  said  he  at  last,  "to 
discourse  in  this  strain  to  a  street  urchin, 
whose  highest  ambition  is  to  outrun  his 
ragged  competitors,  and  be  first  'in,'  for 
the  six})ence  of  some  cantering  cornet. 
Pull  ahead,  lad,  there's  the  light  at  last ; 
and  hang  me  if  they're  not  two  mih-s  out." 

The  contemptuous  tone  of  the  last  few 
words  effectually  repressed  any  desire  I 
might  have  Inid  "for  further  colloquy  ;  and 
I  rowed  away  in  silen(;e,  i)utting  forth  all 
my  strength  and  skill,  so  that  the  light 
skiff  darted  rapidly  and  steadily  through  the 
M'ater. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Sm   DUDLEY   BROUGIITON. 

Steadily,  and  with  all  the  vigor  I  could 
command,  I  ])ulled  towards  the  light.  My 
companion  sat  quietly  watching  the  stars, 
and  a[)parently  following  out  some  chain 
of  thought  to  himself;  at  last  he  said, 
"  There,  boy,  breathe  a  bit,  there's  no  need 
to  blow  youself,  we're  all  safe  long  since  ; 
the  Firefiii  is  right  ahead  of  us,  and  not 
far  off  either.  Have  you  never  heard  of 
the  yacht  ?" 

''"Never,  sir." 

*'Nor  of  its  owner.  Sir  Dudley  Brough- 
ton  ?" 

"  No.  sir,  I  never  heard  the  name." 

"  Well,  come,"  cried  he,  laughing,  "  that 
is  consolatory.  I'm  not  half  so  great  a 
reprobate  as  I  thought  myself  !  I  did  not 
believe  till  now  that  there  was  an  urchin  of 
your  stamp  living  Avho  could  not  have 
furnished  at  least  some  anecdotes  for  a 
memoir  of  me  !  Well,  my  lad,  yonder, 
where  you  see  the  blue  light  at  the  peak,  is 
the  Firefly,  and  here,  where  I  sit,  is  Sir 
Dudley  Broughton.  Ten  minutes  more 
will  put  us  alongside,  so,  if  you're  not  tired, 
pull  away." 

''  Xo,'Sir  Dudley,"  said  I,  for  I  was  well 
versed  in  the  popular  tact  of  catching  up  a 
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•  name  quickly.  "I  am  uljle  to  row  twice 
as  far." 

I  **  And  now,  Master  Con,"  said  lie,  "  we 
are  going  to  part;  are  you  too  young  a 
disciple  of-  your  craft  for  a  glass  of  grog  ? 
or  are  you  a  follower  of  that   new-fanglid 

notion  of  pale-faced  politicians,  who  like 

I  bad    coffee  and  reason  better  than  whisky 

'  and  fun  ?" 

"I'll  take  nothing  to  drink.  Sir  Dudley," 
said  I.  "1  have  dined,  and  diiiiik  well 
to-day,  and  Til  not  venture  further." 

"  As  you  please  ;  only  I  say  you'i-e  Avrong 
not  to  victual  the  ship  whenever  you  stand 

I  in-shore.     No  matter,  put  your  hand  into 

I  this  vest  pocket, — you'll  find  some  shillings 
there,  take  them,  whatever  they  be. 
You'll  row  the  boat  back  with  one  of  my 
people  ;  and  all  I  have  to  say  is,  if  you  do 
speak  of  me,  as  no  doubt  you  Avill  and 
must,    don't    say    anything    about    th(^se 

I  smashed  fingers  ;  I  suppose  they'll  get  right 
one  of  these  days,  and  I'd  rather  there  was 
no  gossip  about  them." 

'•  I'll  never  speak  of  it — I " 

"  TlH're  now,  that's  enough,  no  swear- 
ing, or  I  know  you'll  break  your  promise. 
Back  water  a  little, — pull  the  starboard 
oar  :  so,  here  we  are  alongside." 

Sir  Dudley  had  scarce  done  speaking, 
when  a  hoarse  voice  from  the  yacht  cluu- 
lenged  us.  This  was  rei)lied  to  by  a  ter- 
rific volley  of  im])recations  on  the  stupidity 
of  not  sooner  showing  the  light,  amid 
which  Sir  Dudley  ascended  the  side,  and 
stood  upon  the  deck.  '•  Where's  Ilalkett  ?" 
cried  he,  imperiously.  "Here,  sir,"  replied 
a  short  thick-set  man,  with  a  sailor-like 
shuffle  in  his  walk.  "  Send  one  of  the 
men  back  with  tne  gig,  and  land  that  boy. 
Tell  the  fellow,  too,  he's  not  to  fetch 
Waters  aboard,  if  he  meets  him  ;  the 
scoundrel  went  off  and  left  me  to  my  fate 
this  evening,  and  it  might  have  been  no 
pleasant  one,  if  I  had  not  found  that  lad 
yonder." 

"  We  have  all  Sam  "Waters'  kit  on  board. 
Sir  Dudley,"  said  llalkeit,  "shall  we  send 
it  ashore  ?  " 

"  Xo.  Tell  him  I'll  leave  it  at  Demcrara 
for  him,  and  he  may  catch  the  yellow  fever 
in  looking  after  it,"  said  he,  laughing. 

AVhile  listening  to  this  short  dialogue  I 
had  contrived  to  approach  a  light  which 
gleamed  from  the  cabin  window,  and  the:: 
took  the  opportunity  to  count  over  my 
wealth,  amounting,  as  I  supposed,  to  some 
seven  or  eight  shillings.  Guess  my  surprise, 
to  see  that  the  pieces  were  all  bright  yellow 
gold, — eight  shining  sovereigns  !  " 

I  had  but  that  instant  made  the  discov- 
ery, when  the  sailor  who  was  to  put  me  on 
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sliore  jinn}ie<-I  into  the  botii  iiiul  sciitod  ])im- 
sclf. 

"  Wait  one  instant,"  cried  I.  ''  Sir  Dud- 
ley— Sir  Dudley  Bronghton!  " 

"Well,  Avliat's  the  matter?''  said  he, 
leanin^r  over  the  side. 

"  This  money  you  <;avo  me " 

**  Not  enough,  of  course  !  I  ouglit  to 
have  known  that,"  said  he,  scornfully. 
"Give  tlic  wlicip  a  couple  of  half-crowns, 
Halkctt,  and  send  him  adrift." 

''You're  wi-ong,  sir,"  cried  I,  with  pas- 
sionate eagerness  ;  "  they  arc  gold  pieces 
— sovereigns." 

"The  devil  they  are  !"  cried  he,  laugh- 
ing ;  *'  the  better  luck  yours.  Why  didn't 
you  hold  your  tongue  about  it  ?  " 

"  You  bid  me  take  some  shillings,  sir,'" 
answered  I. 

"  How  d- — d  lionest  you  must  he!  do 
you  hear  that,-  Halkctt  ?  the  fellow  had 
scruples  about  taking  his  prize-money. 
Never  mind,  hoy,  I  must  pay  for  my  blun- 
der,— you  may  keep  them  now." 

"I  have  pride,  too,"  cried  I,  "  and  hang 
me  if  I  touch  them. 

He  stared  at  me,  without  speaking,  for  a 
few  minutes,  and  then  said  in  a  low  flat 
v^ice,  "Come  on  deck,  lad."  I  obeyed; 
and  lie  took  a  lighted  lantern  from  the 
binnacle,  and  held  it  up  close  to  my  face, 
and  then  moved  it,  so  that  he  made  a  care- 
ful examination  of  my  whole  figure, 

"  l"d  give  a  crown  to  know  who  was  your 
father,"  said  he,  dryly. 

"Con  Cregan,  of  Kilbeggan,  sir." 

"  Oh,  of  course,  I  know  all  that.  Come, 
now,  what  say  you  to  try  a  bit  of  life 
afloat  ?     Will  you  stay  here  ?" 

"Will  you  take  me,  sir?"  cried  I  in 
ecstasy. 

"Halkett,  rig  him  out,"  said  he,  shortly. 
*' Nip  the  ancho'r  with  the  ebb,  and  keep 
your  course  down  chatinel."  With  this 
lie  descended  the  cabin  stairs  and  dis- 
appeared, while  I,  at  a  signal  from  Hal- 
kctt, stepped  down  the  ladder  into  the 
steerage.  In  the  meanwhile,  it  will  not  be 
deemed  digressionary  if  I  devote  a  few 
words  to  the  singular  character  into  whose 
society  I  was  now  thrown,  inasmuch  as  to 
convey  any  candid  narrative  of  my  own 
career,  I  must  speak  of  those  who,  without 
influencing  the  main  current  of  my  life,  yet 
certainly  gave  some  impulse  and  direction 
to  its  fir,>t  meanderings. 

Sir  Dudley  Broughton  was  the  only  son 
of  a  wealthy  baronet,  who,  not  from  affec- 
tion or  ovcrkindness,  but  out  of  downright 
indolent  indifference,  permitted  him,  first 
as  an  Eton  boy,  and  afterwards  as  a  gentle- 
man commoiK?r   of  Christ  Churchj,  to  in- 


dulge in  every  dissipation  that  suited  his 
fancy.  An  unlimited  indulgence,  a  free 
conimand  of  whatever  money  he  asked  for, 
added  to  a  temper  constitutionally  head- 
strong and  impetuous,  soon  developed 
what  might  have  been  o.\])ected  from  the 
combination.  ,  He  led  a  life  of  wild  insub- 
ordination at  school,  and  was  expelled 
from  Oxford.  With  faculties  above  rather 
than  beneath  mediocrity,  and  a  cer- 
tain aptitude  for  acquiring  the  knowl- 
edge most  in  request  in  society,  he  had 
the  reputation  of  being  one  who,  if  he 
had  not  unhappily  so  addicted  himself 
to  dissipation,  would  have  made  a  favor- 
able figure  in  the  world.  x\fter  trying 
in  vain  to  interest  himself  in  the  pur- 
suits of  a  country  life,  of  which  the  sport- 
ing was  the  only  thing  he  found  attractive, 
he  joined  a  well-known  light  cavalry  regi- 
ment, celebrated  for  numbering  jimong  its 
officers  more  fast  men  than  any  other  corps 
in  the  service.  His  father  dying  about  the 
same  time,  left  him  in  ])osscssion  of  a  large 
fortune,  which,  with  all  his  extravagance, 
was  but  slightly  encumbered.  This  fact, 
coupled  with  his  well-known  reputation, 
made  him  popular  with  his  brother  cfficers, 
most  of  whom  having  run  through  nearly 
all  they  possessed,  saw  with  pleasure  anew 
Crcesus  arrive  in  the  regiment.  Such  a 
man  as  Eroughton  Avas  just  wanted.  One 
had  a  charger  to  get  off  ;  another  wanted  a 
purchaser  for  liis  four-in-hand  dr^ig.  Tlie 
senior  captain  was  skilful  at  billiards  ;  and 
everyone  played  "Lansquenet "  and  hazard. 

Besides  various  schemes  jsgainst  his 
purse,  the  colonel  had  a  still  more  serious 
one  against  his  person.  He  had  a  daugh- 
ter, a  handsome,  fashionable-looking  girl, 
with  all  the  manners  of  society,  and  a  great 
deal  of  that  tact  only  to  be  acquired  in  the 
very  best  foreign  society.  That  she  was  no 
longer  in  the  fresh  bloom  of  youth,  nor 
with  a  reputation  quite  spotless,  were  mat- 
ters well  known  in  the  regiment ;  but  as 
she  was  still  eminently  handsome,  and 
"the  Count  Radchoffsky  "  had  been  re- 
called by  the  emperor  from  the  embassy  of 
which  he  was  secretary,  Lydia  Delmar  was 
likely,  in  the  opinions  of  keen-judging  par- 
ties, to  make  a  good  hit  with  "  some  young 
fellow  who  didn't  know  town."  Eroughton 
was  exactly  the  man  Colonel  Delmar  want- 
ed.— good  family,  a  fine  fortune,  and  the 
very  temi)er  a  clever  woman  usually  con- 
trives to  rule  with  absolute  swiiy. 

There  would  be,  unfortunately,  no  novel- 
tyin  recording thestepsby  which  such  aman 
is  ruined.  He  did  everything  that  men  do 
who  are  bent  upon  testing  fortune  to  the 
utmost.     He    lent    large     sums     to     his 
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"friends;"  lie  lost  larger  ones  to  them. 
When  he  did  win,  none  ever  ])!iid  hini,  ex- 
cept by  a  good-humored  jest  upon  his 
credit  at  Coutts'.  ''  What  the  (Jevil  do  you 
want  with  money,  Sir  Dudley?"  was  an  ap- 
])eal  he  could  never  reply  to.  lie  ran  horses 
at  Ascot,  and  got  "squeezed  !" — he  played 
at  *''Crocky',s,"  and  fared  no  better;  but, 
he  was  tlie  favorite  of  the  corps.  *•  We 
could  never  get  on  without  Dudley,"  was  a 
common  remark,  and  it  satisfied  him,  that, 
with  all  his  extravagance,  he  had  made  an 
investment  in  the  hearts  at  least  of  his 
comrades.  A  few  months  longer  of  this 
"fast"  career  would,  in  all  likelihood,  have 
ruined  him.  He  broke  his  leg  by  a  fall  in 
a  steeple-chase,  and  was  thus  driven,  by 
sheer  necessity,  to  lay  up,  and  keep  quiet 
for  a  season.  Xow  came  Colonel  Delmar's 
opportunity  ;  the  moment  the  news  reached 
Coventry,  he  set  off  with  his  daughter  to 
Leamington.  With  'the  steeple-chasing, 
hazard  playing,  betting,  drinking,  yachting, 
driving  Sir  Dudley,  there  was  no  chance  of 
even  time  for  their  ])lans  ;  but  with  a  sick 
man  on  the  sofa,  bored  by  his  inactivity, 
hijjped  for  want  of  his  usual  resources,  the 
game  was  open.  The  Colonel's  visit,  too, 
had  such  an  air  of  true  kindness  ! 

Broughton  had  left  quarters  without 
leave  ;  but,  instead  of  reprimands,  arrests, 
and  heaven  knows  what  besides,  there  was 
Colonel  Delmar — the  fine  old  fellow,  shak- 
ing his  finger  in  mock  rebuke,  and  saying, 
"Ah,  Dudley,  my  boy,  I  came  down  to 
give  you  a  rare  scolding,  but  this  sad  busi- 
ness has  saved  you  !  "  And  Lydia  also, 
against  whom  he  had  ever  felt  a  dislike — 
tliat  prejudice  your  boisterous  and  noisy 
kind  of  men  ever  feel  to  clever  women, 
whose  sarcasms  they  know  themselves  ex- 
posed to — why,  she  was  gentle  good-natui-e 
and  easy  sisterlike  kindness  itself  !  She 
did  not,  as  the  jihrase  goes,  "  nurse  him;" 
but  she  seldom  left  the  room  where  he  lay. 
She  read  aloud,  selecting  with  a  marvellous 
instinct  the  very  kind  of  books  he  fancied. 
Novels,  tales  of  cvery-day  life,  things  of 
w^hose  trutlifulness  he  could  form  some 
judgment;  and  sketches  Avherein  the 
authoi''s  views  were  about  on  a  level  with 
his  own.  She  would  sit  at  the  window,  too. 
and  aiuuse  him  with  descriptions  of  the 
people  passing  in  the  street ;  such  smart 
shrewd  pictures  were  they  of  watering-place 
folks  and  habits,  Dudley  never  tired  of 
them!  She  was  unsurpassed  for  the  style 
with  which  she  could  dress  up  an  anecdote 
or  a  bit  of  gossip;  and  if  it  verged  upon 
the  free,  her  French  education. taught  her 
the  nice  perception  of  the  nari'ow  line  that 
separates  "  libertinage''  from  indelicacy. 


So  far  from  feeling  impatient  at  his  con- 
finement to  a  sofa,  therefore,  liroughton 
affected  distrust  in  his  renovated  limb  for 
a  full  fortnight  after  the  doctor  had  pro- 
nounced him  cured.  At  last  he  was  able 
to  drive  out,  and  soon  afterwards  to  take 
exercise  on  horseback,  Lydia  Delmar  and 
her  father  occasionally  accom])ai)ying  him. 
People  will  talk  at  Leamington,  as  they 
do  at  other  jjlaces  ;  and  so  the  gossi])S  said 
that  the  rich — for  he  was  still  so  re])utcd  in 
the  world — the  "rich  "  Sir  Dudley  Brough- 
ton was  going  to  marry  ^fiss  Delmar. 

Gossip  is  half-brother  to  that  all-power- 
ful director  called  ''Public  O])inion;"so 
that  when  Sir  Dudley  heard,  some  half- 
dozen  times  every  day,  what  it  was  reputed 
he  would  do,  he  began  to  feel  that  he  ought 
to  do  it. 

Accordingly  they  were  married  ;  the 
world — at  least  the  Leamington  section  of 
that  large  body — criticizing  the  match  pre- 
cisely as  it  struck  the  interests  and  preju- 
dices of  the  class  th^y  belonged  to. 

Fathers  and  mothers  agreed  in  thinking 
that  Colonel  Delmar  was  a  shrewd  old  sol- 
dier,   and   had  made  an  "excellent  hit." 
Young   ladies    pronounced    Liddy — for   a 
girl  who  had  been  out  eight  years — decided- 
ly lucky.      Lounging  men  at  club  doors 
t  looked    knowingly   at  each  other  as  they 
joked  together  in  half  sentences,  "  Xo  af- 
j  fair  of  mine  ;  but  I  did  not  think  Brongh- 
j  ton    would   have  been    caught  so  easily." 
"Yes,    by  Jove!"  cried   another,  with  a 
jockey-like  style  of  dress,  "he'd  not  have 
made  so  great  a  mistake  on  the  'Oaks'  as 
^  to  rtm  an  aged  nag  for  a  two-year-old  ! " 
j      "I  wonder  he  never  heard  of   that  IJus- 
i  sian  fellow  !"  said  a  third. 

"  Oh,  yes  I "  sighed  out  a  dandy,  with  an 
'  affected  drawl ;  "poor  dear  Liddv  did,  in- 
deed, catch  a  '  Tartar  ! '  " 
j      Eemarks  such  as  these  were  the  jjleasant 
I  sallies  the  event  provoked  ;  but  so  it  is  in 
!  higher  and  greater  things  in  life  !     At  the 
j  launch  of  a  line-of-battle  ship,  the  veriest 
I  vagrant  in  rags  fancirs  he  can   predict  for 
1  her  defeat  and  shipwreck  I 
I      The  Broughtons    were    now    the   great 
I  jieople  of  the  London  season,  at  least  to  a 
I  certain  "  fast "  set,   who  loved  dinners  at 
j  the  Clarendon,  high   play,  and  other  con- 
j  comitant  ])lea,surts.     Her  e<piipages  were 
the  most  perfect  ;  licr  diamonds   the  most 
splendid  :  wU*le  hU  dinners  were  as  much 
reputed    by    one    class,    as   her   toilet   by 
another. 

j      Loans    at    ruinous    interest ; — sales    of 
i  property  for  a  tithe  of  its  value  ; — bills  re- 
newed at  a  rate  that  would  have  swamped 
i  Rothschild  ; — purchases    made    at    prices 
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proportiou;i,te  to  tlie  risk  of  non-payment ; 
reckless  waste  everywhere  ; — robl)ing  so- 
licit.ors,  cheating  tradesmen,  and  dishonest 
servants  !  But  why  swell  the  list,  or  take 
trouble  to  show  how  the  ruin  came  ?  If 
oue  bad  leak  will  cause  a  shipwreck,  how 
is  the  craft  to  mount  the  waves  with  every 
plank  riven  asunder  ? 

If,  atnon::^  the  patriarchs  who  lend  at 
usury,  Broughton's  credit  was  beginning 
to  ebb,  in  tlie  clubs  at  the  west  end,  in  the 
betting-ring,  at  Crockfoi'd's,  and  at  Tatter- 
sail's,  lie  was  in  all  tlie  splendor  of  his  for- 
mer fame.  Anderson  would  trust  liim 
with  half  his  stable.  Howell  and  James 
Avould  send  him  the  epergne  they  had  de- 
signed for  a  czar.  And  so  ho  lived.  With 
rocks  and  breakers  ahead,  he  only  "  carried 
ou  "  the  faster  and  the  freer. 

Not  that  he  knew,  indeed,  the  extent,  or 
anything  approaching  the  extent,  to  which 
his  fortune  was  wrecked.  All  that  he  could 
surmise  on  the. subject  was  founded  on  the 
increased  difficulty  he  found  in  raising 
money — a  circumstance  his  pliant  solicitor 
invariably  explained  by  that  happy  phrase, 
the  "tightness  of  the  money  market." 
This  completely  satisfied  Sir  Dudley,  who, 
far  from  attributing  it  to  his  own  almost 
exhausted  resources,  laid  all  the  blame 
upon  some  trickery  of  foreign  statesmen, 
some  confounded  disturbance  in  Ireland, 
something  that  the  Foreign  Secretary  had 
done,  or  would  not  do  ;  and  that  thus  the 
money  folk  would  not  trust  a  guinea  out 
of  their  fingers.  In  fact,  it  was  quite  clear 
that  to  political  intrigue  and  cabinet 
scheming  all  Sir  Dudley's  difRculties  might 
fairly  be  traced  ! 

It  was  just  at  this  time  that  the  Count 
Eadchoffsky  arrived  once  more  in  London 
in  charge  of  a  special  mission.  No  longer 
the  mere  secretary  of  embassy,  driving 
about  in  his  quiet  cab,  but  an  envoy  extra- 
ordinary, with  cordons  and  crosses  innu- 
merable. He  was  exactly  the  kind  of  man 
for  Broughton's  "set,"  so  that  he  soon 
made  his  acquaintance,  and  was  presented 
by  him  to  Lady  Broughton  as  a  most  agree- 
at)le  fellow,  and  something  very  distin- 
guished in  his  own  country. 

She  received  him  admirably — remem- 
bered to  have  met  him,  she  thought,  at 
Lord  Edenbury's  ;  but  he  corrected  her  by 
saying  it  was  at  the  Duke  of  Clifton's — a 
difference  of  testimony  at  which  Broughton 
laughed  heartily,  saying,  in  his  usual  rough 
way,  ''Well,  it  is  pretty  clear  you  didn't 
make  much  impression  on  each  other." 

The  Russian  noble  was  a  stranger  to  the 
turf.  In  the  details  of  arranging  the 
approaching    race,    in    apportioning    the 


weights,  and  ages,  and  distances,  Brough- 
ton passed  his  whole  mornings  for  a  month, 
sorely  puzzled  at  times  by  the  apathy  of 
his  northern  fi-iend,  who  actually  never, 
obtruded  an  oi)inion,  or  expressed  a  wish 
for  information  on  the  subject. 

Sir  Dudley's  book  was  a  very  heavy  one, 
too.  What  "  he  stood  to  win  "  was  a  pro- 
found secret ;  but  knowing  men  said  that 
if  he  lost,  it  would  be  such  a  "squeeze" 
as  had  not  been  known  at  Newmarket 
since  the  Duke  of  York's  day, 

Snch  an  event,  however,  seemed  not  to 
enter  into  his  own  calculations  ;  and  so 
confident  was  he  of  snceess,  that  he  could 
not  help  sharing  his  good  fortune  with  his 
friend  liadchoffsky,  and  giving  him  some- 
thing in  his  own  book.  The  count  pro- 
fessed himself  everlastingly  grateful,  but 
confessed  that  he  knew  nothing  of  i-acing 
matters  ;  and  that,  above  all,  his  Majecty 
the  Emperor  would  be  excessively  annoyed 
if  a  rejiresentative  of  his  in  any  way  inter- 
fered with  the  race  ;  in  fact,  the  honor  of 
the  Czar  would  be  tarnished  by  such  a  pro- 
ceeding. Against  such  reasonings  there 
could  be  no  opposition  ;  and  Broughton 
only  took  to  himself  all  the  benefits  he  had 
destined  for  his  friend. 

At  last  the  eventful  day  came  ;  and  al- 
though Sir  Dudley  had  arranged  that  Lady 
Broughton  should  accompany  him  to  the 
course,  she  was  taken  with  some  kind  of 
nervous  attack,  that  prevented  her  leaving 
her  bed.  Her  husband  was  provoked  at 
this  ill-timed  illness,  for  he  was  still  vain 
of  her  appearance  in  puldic  ;  but  knowing 
that  he  could  do  nothing  for  hysterics,  lie 
sent  for  Doctor  Barliam  ;  and  then  with  all 
speed  he  started  for  the  race. 

Among  the  friends  who  were  to  go  along 
with  him,  the  count  had  promised  to  make 
one  ;  but  dispatches — that  admirable  ex- 
cuse of  diplomatists,  from  the  great  secre- 
tary to  the  humblest  unpaid  attache — dis- 
patches had  just  arrived  ;  and  if  he  could 
manage  to  get  through  his  business  early 
enough,   "  he'd  certainly  follow." 

Scarcely  had  Sir  Dudley  reached  the 
ground,  when  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the 
stand,  and  a  gentleman  descended  in  all 
haste.  It  was  Mr.  Taperton,  his  solicitor 
— his  trusty  man  of  loans  and  discounts 
for  many  a  day.  "Eh,  Tappy!"  cried 
Broughton,  "come  to  sport  a  fiftv  on  the 
fillv?" 

"  Walk  a  little  this  way.  Sir  Dudley," 
said  lie,  gravely  ;  and  his  voice  soon  con- 
vinced the  hearer  that  something  serious 
Avas  in  the.  wind. 

"AVhat's  the  matter,  man  ?  You  look 
as  if  '  Cardinal'  was  dead  lame." 
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**Sir  Diidlev,  you  must  start  fi'oin  tliis 
ill  once.  Iloldsworth  lias  taken  prtjcc-ed- 
iugs  on  the  bills  ;  Lord  Cortlieni  has  fore- 
closed ;  the  whole  body  of  the  creditors 
are  up,  and  you'll  be  arrested  before  you 
leave  the  field  !  " 

If  the  threat  had  convoyed  the  i<^- 
iiomiuious  jienalty  of  felony,  Broughton 
couhi  not  have  looked  more  indignaiit. 
"  Ai'rested  !  You  don't  mean  that  wo  can- 
not raise  enough  to  pay  those  rascals  ?  " 

**  Your  outstanding  bills  are  above 
twenty  thousand,  sir." 

"And  if  they  be  :  do  you  tell  me  that 
with  my  estate " 

"My  dear  Sir  Dudley,  how  much  of  it  is 
unencumbered  ?  what  single  portion,  save 
the  few  hundreds  a  year  of  Lady  Brough- 
ton's  jointui-o,  is  not  sunk  under  mortgage  ? 
but  tliis  is  no  time  for  discussion  :  get  into 
the  chaise  with  mo  ;  we'll  reach  London  in 
time  for  the  mail  ;  to-morrow  you  can  be  in 
Boulogne,  and  thou  we  shall  have  time  at 
least  for  an  arrangement." 

"  Tlie  race  is  just  coming  off  I  how  can 
I  leave  ?  I'm  a  steward  :  besides,  I  have 
a  tremendous  book.  Do  you  know  how 
many  thousands  I  stand  to  win  here  ?  " 

"  To  lose,  you  mean,"  said  the  solicitor. 
"  You're  sold !  "  The  words  were  whisper- 
ed so  low  as  to  be  almost  inaudible,  but 
Broughton  actually  staggered  as  he  heard 
them. 

"Sold!  how?  wliat  ?  impossible,  man! 
who  could  sell  me  ?"' 

"  Only  one  man,  perhaps  ;  but  ho  has 
done  it!  Is  it  true  vou  have  backed  Cal- 
liope ?" 

"Yes!"  said  he,  staring  Avildly. 

"  She  was  found  hamstrung  this  morn- 
ing  in    the    stable,  then,"  said  Taperton  ;  | 
"  if  you  want   to  hear  further  ])articula)-s 
you    must    ask    your    friend    the    Count 
Radchoffsky ! " 

"The  scoundrel!  the  black-hearted  vil- 
lain! I  see  it  all!"  cried  Broughton. 
"Come,  Taperton,  let  us  start!  I'll  go 
with  you  ;  by  Jove,  you  have  found  a  way 
to  make  me  eager  for  the  road  !  " 

The  lawyer  read  in  the  bloodshot  eye, 
and  flushed  face,  the  passion  for  vengeance 
that  was  boiling  within  him  ;  but  he  never 
spoke  as  they  moved  on  an<l  entered  the 
carriage. 

It  was  full  three  hours  bi'fore  the  cx- 
jiected  time  of  his  return,  Avhen  the  chaise 
in  which  they  travelled  drew  uji  at  the 
Clarendon,  and  Broughton,  half  wild  with 
rage,  dashed  up  stairs  to  the  suite  of  splen- 
did rooms  he  occu])ied. 

"  Oh  dear.  Sir  Dudley!  "  cried  the  mnid, 
lis  she  saw  him  hastening  along  the  corri- 


dor ;  "oh,  I'm  sure,  sir,  how  you'll  alarm 
my  lady  if  she  sees  you  so  llnrried  !  " 

"  Staiid  out  of  the  way,  woman  !"  said 
he,  roughly,  endeavoring  to  ])n=h  her  to 
one  side,  for  she  had  actually  j)lacod  herself 
l^etween  him  and  the  door  of  the  drawing- 
room. 

"  Surelv,  sir,  you'll  not  terrify  mvladv  ! 
Surely,  SiV  Dud  ley " 

Despite  her  cries,  for  they  had  now  be- 
come such,  Broughton  ])uslied  her  rudely 
from  the  spot,  and  entei'od  the  room. 

Great  was  his  astonishment  to  find  Lady 
Broughton,  whom  he  had  left  so  ill,  not 
only  up,  but  dressed  as  if  for  the  prome- 
nade ;  her  face  was  flushed,  and  her  eye 
restless  and  feverish  ;  and  her  whole  man- 
ner exhibited  the  high<;3t  degree  of  excite- 
ment. 

Broughton  threw  down  his  hat  upon  the 
tal)le,  and  then  returning  to  the  door, 
locked  and  bolted  it. 

"Good  heavens,  Dudley!"  exclaimed 
she,  in  a  voice  of  terror.'  "  AVhat  has 
happened  ?" 

"Everything!"  said  ho;  "utter  ruin! 
the  whole  crew  of  creditors  are  in  full 
chase  after  me,  and  in  a  few  hours  we  shall 
be  stripped  of  all  we  possess." 

She  drew  a  long  full  breath  as  she 
listened  ;  and  had  her  husband  been  in  a 
mood  to  mark  it, -he  might  have  seen  how 
lightly  his  terrible  tidings  affected  her. 

"I  must  fly!  Taperton,  he's  in  the 
carriage  below,  says  France,  at  least  for 
some  weeks,  till  we  can  make  some  com- 
promise or  other ;  but  I  have  one  debt 
that  must  be  acquitted  before  I  leave." 

There  was  a  ton-ible  signifiounce  in  the 
words,  and  she  was  siek  to  the  heart  as  she 
asked,  "  What,  ami  to  whom  ?" 

"  Kadcholfsky  ! "  cried  he,  savagely; 
"  that  scoundrel  whom  I  trusted  like  a 
brother! " 

Lady  Broughton  fell  back,  and  for  a  mo- 
ment her  motionless  limbs,  and  pallid 
features,  seemed  like  fainting;  but  wiiii  a 
tremendous  effort  rallying  herself,  she  said, 
"Goon!" 

"  lie  betrayed  me  !  told  every  circum- 
stance of  my  book!  and  the  mare  I  had 
backed  for  more  than  thirty  thousand  is 
dying  this  instant!  so  that  I  am  not  only 
ruined,  but  dishonored  !" 

She  sat  with  wide  staring  eyes,  and  half 
open  lips,  while  he  spoke,  nor  did  she 
seem,  in  the  fearful  confusion  of  her  fear, 
to  understand  fully  all  he  said. 

"Have  I  not  spoken  ])lainly  ?"  said  he, 
angrily  ;  '*  don't  you  comi>rel)end  me,  when 
I  say  that  to-morrow  I  shall  be  branded  as 
a   defaulter  at  the  settling  ?    but  enough 
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of  tliis.  Tell  Millar  to  get  a  portman- 
teau ready  for  me.  I'll  start  this  even- 
ing;  the  interval  is  short  enough  for  all  I 
have  to  do."  As  he  spoke,  he  hastened  to 
his  bedroom,  and  providing  himself  with  a 
case  containing  his  duelling  ])istols,  he  hui'- 
ried  downstairs  ;  ordei'ing  the  postilion  to 
drive  to  the  liussian  Embassy. 

The  carriage  was  scarce  driven  from  the 
door,  when  Lady  Broughton,  taking  a  key 
from  her  pocket,  opened  a  small  door  which 
led  fi"om  the  drawing-room  into  her  dress- 
ing-room, from  which  the  t'ount  walked 
forth  ; — his  calm  features  unrufHcd  and  easy 
as  though  no  emotion  had  ever  stirred 
them. 

''You  heard  what  Broughton  said?" 
whispered  she,  in  an  accent  o&  faltering 
agitation. 

"  Qui.  parbleu,  every  word  of  it !  "replied 
he,  laughing  gently.  "The  people  of  the 
house  might  almost  have  heard  him. 

"And  is  it  true? "asked  she,  while  a 
cold  sickness  crept  over  her,  and  her  mouth 
was  shaken  convulsively. 

"I  believe  so,"  said  he,  calmly. 

"Oil,  Alexis,  do  not  say  so  !"  cried  she, 
in  an  agony  of  grief  ;  "or  least  of  all,  in 
such  a  voice  as  that." 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  then, 
after  a  moment's  pause,  said,  "I  confess 
myself  quite  unprepared  for  this  show  of 
affection,  Madame " 

"  Not  so,  Alexis.  It  is  for  yon  I  am  con- 
cerned ;  for  your  honor  as  a  gentleman  ;  for 
your  fair  fame  among  men " 

"  Pardon,  Madame,  if  I  interrupt  you  ; 
but  the  defence  of  my  honor  must  bo  left  to 
myself " 

"  If  I  had  but  thought  this  of  you " 

"  It  is  never  to  late  for  repentance, 
Madame.  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  I  could 
deceive  you." 

*'  Oh,  it  is  too  late  !  far  too  late  !"  cried 
she,  bursting  into  tears.  "  Let  us  go  !  I 
must  never  see  him  again  !  I  would  not 
live  over  that  last  half-hour  again  to  save 
me  from  a  death  of  torture  I " 

*■  Allow  me,  then,"  said  he,  taking  her 
shawl,  and  draping  it  on  her  shoulders. 
'•The  carriage  is  ready;"  and  with  these 
words,  spoken  with  perfect  calm,  he  pre- 
sented his  arm  and  led  her  from  the  room. 

To  return  to  Sir  Dudley.  On  arriving 
at  the  Russian  Embassy,  he  could  learn 
nothing  of  the  whereabouts  of  him  he 
sought  ;  a  young  secretary,  however,  with 
whom  he  had  some  intimacy,  drawing  him 
to  one  side,  whispered,  '•  Wait  hero  a  mo- 
ment, I  have  a  strange  revelation  to  make 
you,  but  in  confidence,  remember,  for  it 
must  not  get  abroad."     Tiie  story  was  this: 


—Count  lladchoffsky  had  been,  on  his  recall 
from  the  Embassy,  detected  in  some  Polish 
intrigue,  and  ordered  to  absent  himself  from 
the  capital,  and  preserve  a  life  of  strict  re- 
tirement, under  police  "surveillance;" 
from  this,  he  had  managed  to  escape  and 
reach  England,  with  forged  credentials  of 
Envoy  Extraordinary;  the  mission  being  an 
invention  of  his  own,  to  gain  currency  in 
the  world,  and  (jbtain  for  him  loans  of  large 
sums  from  various  houses  in  the  "City." 
"As  he  knows,"  continued  Broughton's in- 
formant, "from  his  former  experience,  the 
day  of  our  courier's  expected  arrival,  he  has 
up  to  this  lived  fearlessly  and  openly  ;  but 
the  despatch  having  reached  us  through  the 
French  cabinet  sooner  than  he  expected,  his 
plot  is  revealed.  The  great  difficulty  is  to 
avoid  all  publicity ;  for  we  must  have  no 
magisterial  interference,  no  newspaper  or 
police  notoriety  ;  all  must  be  done  quietly, 
and  he  must  be  shipped  off  to  Kussia  with- 
out a  rumor  of  the  affair  getting  abroad." 

Broughton  heard  all  this  with  the  dogged 
satisfaction  of  a  man  who  did  not  well  know 
whether  to  be  pleased  or  otherwise,  that  an 
object  of  personal  vengeance  had  been  with- 
drawn from  him. 

But  not  accustomed  to  dwell  long  on 
any  subject  where  the  main  interest  of  his 
own  line  of  action  was  wanting,  he  di-ove 
home  to  his  hote'  to  hasten  the  preparations 
for  his  departure.  On  his  arrival  at  the 
Clarendon,  a  certain  bustle  and  movement 
in  the  hall  and  on  the  stairs  attracted  his 
attention,  and  before  he  could  inquire  the 
cause,  a  half  whisper,  "  There  he  is  ;  that's 
Sir  Dudley?  "  made  him  turn  round  ;  the 
same  instant  a  heavy  liand  was  laid  on  his 
shoulder,  and  a  man  said,  "I  arrest  you. 
Sir  Dudley  Broughton,  at  the  suit  of 
Messrs.  Worrit  and  Sneare,  Lombard 
Street." 

"  Be  calm  ;  don't  make  any  resistance," 
whispered  Taperton  in  his  ear  ;  "  come  up- 
staii's. "  They  passed  on,  and  entered  the 
drawing-room,  where  everything  appeared 
in  disorder.  As  for  Bi-oughton,  he  was 
bewildered  and  stupefied  by  all  he  had  gone 
through,  and  sat  in  a  chair  staring  vacantly 
at  thegrouiis  around  him.  evidently  unable, 
through  the  haze  of  hisdisordered  faculties, 
to  see  clearly  how,  and  in  what,  he  was  in- 
terested in  the  affair. 

"  Where's  my  lady  ?  **  whispered  Ta])er- 
ton  to  the  valet,  who  stood  almost  iw«  spell- 
bound as  his  master. 

"Gone,  sir  ;  she's  gone,"  said  the  man, 
in  a  faint  voice. 

"  Gone  where  ?  scoundrel  !  "  said  Sir 
Dudley,  jumping  up  and  seizing  )iim  by 
the  tiiroat  with  both  hands,  while  he  roared 
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out  the  words  with  a  siiviigc  vchoincMice 
that  startled  all  the  room. 

"  Gone  away,  Sir  Dudley,"  said  the  half- 
choking  man  ;  I  sa%'  her  drive  off  in  a 
chaise  and  i)air  with  Count  KadchotT.sky." 

r>i'ougiitoii  let  go  his  hold,  and  fell 
heavily  upon  his  face  to  the  ground.  A 
surgeon  was  called  in,  who  at  once  ])er- 
ceived  that  the  attack  was  one  of  ajjop- 
lexy.  For  that  night,  and  i)art  of  the  next 
day,  his  recovery  was  almost  hopeless  ;  for, 
though  repeatedly  bled,  he  gave  no  signs 
of  returning  animation,  but  lay  heaving, 
at  intervals,  long  heavy  sighs,  and  respir- 
ing with  an  effort  that  seemed  to  shake  the 
strong  frame  in  convulsions. 

Youth  and  bold  remedies,  liowever, 
favored  him,  and  on  the  third  morning  he 
awoke,  weak  and  weary,  like  one  who  had 
just  reached  convalescence  after  a  long  and 
terrible  fever.  His  features,  his  gestures, 
his  very  voice,  were  all  altered  ;  there  was 
a  debility  about  him — mental  and  physical 
— that  seemed  like  premature  decay  ;  and 
they  who  knew  the  bold  high-spirited  man 
of  a  few  days  before,  could  never  have  re- 
cognized him  in  the  simple-looking,  vacant, 
and  purposeless  invalid,  who  sat  there,  to 
all  seeming,  neither  noticing  nor  caring 
what  happened  around  him.  It  is  true, 
indeed,  few  essayed  the  comparison.  Of 
those  who  visited  him  the  greater  number 
were  creditors,  curious  to  sjieculate  on  his 
recovery  ;  there  Avere  a  couple  of  reporters, 
too,  for  gossiping  newspapers,  desirous  of 
coining  a  paragraph  to  amuse  the  town  ; 
but  no  friends — not  a  man  of  those  who 
dined,  and  drank,  and  drove,  and  ])layed 
with  him.  In  fact,  his  fate  was  soon  for- 
gotten even  in  the  very  circles  of  which  he 
had  been  the  centre  ;  nor  did  his  name 
ever  meet  mention,  save  in  some  stale  re- 
l)ort  of  a  bankruptcy  examination,  or  a 
meeting  of  creditors  to  arrange  for  the  li- 
([uidaLion  of  his  debts. 

The  Avasteful,  heedless  extravagance  of 
his  mode  of  living,  was  urged  even  to  vin- 
dictiveness  by  his  creditors  ;  so  that  for 
three  years  he  remained  a  prisoner  in  the 
Meet  ;  and  it  was  only  when  they  saw  he 
had  no  feeling  of  either  shame  or  regret  at 
his  imprisonment,  that  an  arrangement 
was  at  last  agreed  to,  and  he  was  liberated  ; 
set  free  to  mix  in  a  world  in  which  he  had 
not  one  tie  to  bind,  or  one  interest  to  at- 
tach him  I 

Froni  that  hour  forth  none  ever  knew 
how  far  his  memory  retained  the  circum- 
stances of  his  past  life  ;  he  never  certainly 
mentioned  them  to  any  of  those  with  whom 
he  formed  comiianionship  ;  nor  did  he  re- 
new acquaintance  with  one  among  his  for- 


mer fi-iends.  By  great  exertions  on  the 
part  of  his.  lawyer^s,  almost  a  thousand  a 
year  was  secured  to  him  from  the  wreck  of 
his  great  fortune,  the  ])roce('ds  of  a  small 
estate  that  had  belonged  to  liis  mother. 

On  this  income  he  lived  some  time  in 
total  seclusion,  when,  to  the  astoni.-hment 
of  all,  he  was  again  seen  jibout  town,  in 
com])any  with  men  of  the  most  equivocal 
chai-aCter  :  noted  gamblers  at  hells,  "Legs 
of  Xewmarket,"  jind  others,  to  whom  re- 
port attributed  bolder  and  moi'c  dai'ing 
feats  of  iniqnity.  While  it  was  a  debated 
point  among  certain  fushionables  of  the 
clubs,  how  far  he  was  to  be  recognized  by 
them,  he  saved  them  all  the  diflliculty,  by 
passing  his  most  intimate  friends  without 
a  bow,  or  the  slightest  sign  of  recognition. 
A  stern  repulsive  frown  never  left  his  fea- 
tures ;  and  he  whose  frank  light-hearted 
buoyancy  had  been  a  proverb,  was  grave 
and  silent,  rarely  admitting  anything  like 
an  intimacy,  and  avoiding  whatever  could 
be  called  a  friendshij). 

After  a  while  he  was  missed  fi-om  his  ac- 
customed haunts,  and  it  was  said  that  lie 
had  purchased  a  yacht,  and  amused  him- 
self b}''  sea  excursions.  Then  thej-e  came  a 
rumor  of  his  being  in  the  Carlist  insurrec- 
tion in  Spain,  some  said  with  a  high  com- 
mand ;  and  afterwards  he  was  seen  in  a 
French  voltigeur  regiment  serving  in  Afri- 
ca. From  all  these  varied  accidents  of 
lile,  he  came  back  to  London,  frequenting, 
as  before,  the  same  play  resorts,  and  betting 
sums  whose  amount  often  ti-enched  npon 
the  limits  of  the  bank.  If,  in  his  early 
life,  he  was  a  constant  loser,  now  he  invar- 
iably Avon  ;  and  he  Avas  actually  the  terror 
of  hell-keepers,  Ai'hose  superstitious  fears  of 
certain  *' lucky  ones"  are  a  Avell-knoAvn 
portion  of  their  creed. 

As  for  himself,  he  seemed  to  take  a  kind 
of  fiendish  sport  in  foUoAving  up  this 
new  turn  of  fortune.  It  Avas  like  a  Neme- 
sis on  those  Avho  had  Avorked  his  ruin!  One 
man  \\\  particular,  a  Avell-known  Jcav 
money-lender,  of  great  Avealth,  he  jiursned 
with  all  the  vindictive  perseverance  of  re- 
venge. He  tracked  him  from  Loudon  to 
l>righton.  to  Cheltenham,  to  Leamington, 
to  Newmarket,  to  Goodwood  ;  he  followed 
him  to  Paris,  to  Brussels  ;  Avherever  in  any 
city  the  nuin  opened  a  talde  for  })lay  there 
was  Bi'onghton  sure  to  be  found. 

At  last,  by  Avay  of  eluding  all  pursuit, 
the  Jcav  Avent  over  to  Ireland — a  country 
where  of  all  others  fcAvest  resources  for  his 
tralic  ]n-esented  themselves  ;  and  here 
again,  despite  change  of  name,  and  every 
]n-ecaution  of  secrecy,  Broughton  traced 
him  out ;    and,  on  the  night  A\'hen  I  first 
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met  him,  he  w;is  on  his  relui'ii  from  a  licll 
on  the  Quays,  where  he  had  broken  the 
bank,  and  arisen  a  winner  of  above  two 
thousand  pounds. 

The  pecuhar  circumstances  of  that 
night's  adventure  are  easily  told.  lie  was 
followed  from  the  play-table  by  two  men, 
witnesses  of  his  good  fortune,  who  saw  that 
he  carried  the  entire  sum  on  his  person  ; 
and  from  his  manner — a  feint  I  found  ho 
ofien  assumed — they  believed  him  to  be 
drunk.  A  row  was  accordingly  organized 
at  the  closing  of  the  play,  the  lights  were 
extinguished,  and  a  terrible  scene  of  tumult 
and  outrage  ensued,  whose  sole  object  was 
to  rob  Broughton  of  his  winnings. 

After  a  desperate  struggle,  in  which  he 
received  the  wound  I  have  mentioned,  he 
escaped  by  leaping  from  a  window  into  the 
street,  a  feat  too  daring  for  his  assailants 
to  imitate.  The  remainder  is  already 
known  ;  and  I  liave  only  again  to  ask  my 
reader's  indulgent  pardon  for  this  long 
episode,  Avithout  which,  however,  I  felt  I 
could  not  have  asked  his  companionship 
on  board  the  Fircfiij. 


CHAPTER  X. 


"THE   VOYAGE   OUT. 


The  crew  of  the  Fircjlij  consisted  of 
twelve  persons,  natives  of  almost  as  many 
countries.  Indeed,  to  see  them  all  muster 
on  deck,  it  w^as  like  a  little  congress  of 
European  rascality — such  a  set  of  hang- 
dog, sullen,  reckless  wretches  were  they. 
Ilalkett,  the  Englishman,  being  the  only 
one  whose  features  were  not  a  criminal 
indictment,  and  he,  with  his  nose  split  by 
the  slash  of  a  cutlass,  was  himself  no 
beaut}'.  The  most  atrocions  of  all,  how- 
evei,  was  a  Moorish  boy,  about  thirteen 
3-ears  of  age,  called  El  Jarasch  (the  fiend), 
and  whose  diabolical  ngliness  did  not  belie 
the  family  name.  His  functions  on  board 
Averc  to  feed  and  take  care  of  two  young 
lion  Avhelps,  Avliich  Sir  Dudley  had  brought 
Avith  him  from  an  excursion  in  the  interior 
of  Africa.  Whether  from  his  blood,  or  the 
nature  of  his  occu})ation,  I  know  not,  but 
I  certainly  could  trace  in  his  features  all 
the  terrible  traits  of  the  creatures  he  tended. 
The  Avide  distended  nostrils,  the  bleared 
and  bloodshot  e3'es,  the  large  full-lipped 
mouth,  draAvn  back  by  the  strong  muscles 
at  its  angles,  and  the  great  swollen  a'csscIs 
of  the  forehead,  Avere  developed  in  him,  as 
in  the  Avild  beasts.  He  imitated  the  ani- 
mals, too,  in  all  his  gestures,  Avhicli  were 


sudden  and  abrujjt ;  the  very  way  he  ate, 
tearing  his  food  and  rending  it  in  frag- 
ments, like  a  prey,  showed  the  type  he 
followed.  His  dres^Avas  handsome,  almost 
gorgeous  ;  a  Avhite  tunic  of  thin  muslin 
reached  to  the  knees,  over  which  he  wore 
a  scarlet  cloth  jacket,  open,  and  Avithout 
sleeves — this  Avas  curiously  slashed  and 
laced,  by  a  Avonderful  tissue  of  gold  thread, 
so  delicately  traceried  as  to  bear  the  most 
minute  examination  ;  a  belt  of  burnished 
gold,  like  a  succession  of  clasps,  supported 
a  small  scimitar,  Avhose  scabbard  of  ivory 
and  gold  Avas  of  exquisite  Avorkmanship, 
the  top  of  the  handle  being  formed  by  a 
single  emerald  of  purest  color;  his  legs 
Avere  bare,  save  at  the  ankles,  Avhere  two 
rings  of  massiA'e  gold  encircled  them  ;  on 
his  feet  he  Avore  a  kind  of  embroidered 
slippers,  curiously  studded  Avith  precious 
stones.  A  Avhite  turban  of  muslin,  deli«f' 
cately  sprigged  Avithgold,  covered  his  head, 
looped  in  front  by  another  large  emerald, 
Avhich  glared  and  sparkled  like  an  eye  in 
the  centre  of  his  foi'ehead 

This  Avus  his  gala-costume  ;  but  his 
ever3'-day  one  resembled  it  in  evei-y thing, 
save  the  actual  value  of  the  material.  Such 
was  El  Jarasch,  Avho  was  to  be  my  'com. 
panion  and  my  messmate,  a  fact  Avhich 
seemed  to  afford  small  satisfaction  to  either 
of  us. 

Nothing  could  less  resemble  his  splen- 
dor than  the  simplicity  of  my  costume. 
Halkett,  Avhen  ordci'cd  to  "rig  me  out," 
not  knowing  Avhat  precise  place  I  Avas  to 
occupy  on  board,  proceeded  to  dress  me 
from  the  kit  of  tlie  sailor  Ave  had  left  be- 
hind in  Dublin;  and  although,  by  rolling 
up  the  sleeves  of  my  jacket,  and  perform- 
ing the  same  office  for  the  legs  of  my  trou- 
sers, my  hands  and  feet  could  be  rendered 
available  to  me,  no  such  ready  method 
could  prevent  the  clothes  bagging  around 
me  in  every  absurd  superfluity,  and  mak- 
ing mc  appear  more  like  a  stunted  mon- 
ster than  a  human  being.  Beside  my  splen- 
didly costumed  companion  I  made,  indeed, 
but  a  sorry  figure,  nor  was  it  long  dubious 
that  he  himself  thought  so;  the  look  of 
savage  contempt  he  first  bestowed  on  mc, 
and  then  the  gaze  of  iiu'ffable  pleasure  he 
accorded  to  himself  aftci'wards,  having  a 
Avidc  interval  between  them.  Neither  did 
it  imjjrove  my  condition,  in  his  eyes,  that 
I  could  lay  claim  to  no  distinct  duty  on 
board.  While  i  Avas  ruminating  on  this 
fact,  the  morning  after  I  joined  the  yacht, 
Ave  were  staiuling  under  easy  sail,  with  a 
briglit  sky  and  a  calm  sea,  the  south-east- 
ern coast  of  Ireland  on  our  lee,  the  heaving 
swell    of    the    blue   Avater,  the   fluttering 
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banting  from  gulf  and  ]ieiik,  llic  joyous 
l)ouncling  motion,  were  all  now  and  inspi- 
rating  sensations,  and  I  was  congratulating 
myself  on  the  change  a  few  hours  had 
wrouglit  in  my  fortune,  Avhcn  Halkett: 
came  to  tell  me  that  Sir  Dudley  wanted  to 
speak  with  me  in  his  cabin,  lie  Avas 
lounging  on  a  little  sofa  when  I  entered,  in 
a  loose  kind  of  dressing  gown,  and  before! 
liiin  stood  the  materials  of  his  yet  untasted  \ 
breakfast.  The  iirst  effect  of  my  appear- 
ance was  a  burst  of  laughter,  and  although 
there  is  nothing  I  have  ever  loved  better  to 
hear  than  a  hearty  laugh,  his  was  not  of  a 
kind  to  inspire  any  very  pleasant  or  mirth- 
ful sensations.  It  was  a  short,  husky, 
barking  noise,  with  derision  and  mockery 
in  every  cadence  of  it. 

"  Wiiat  the  devil  have  we  here  ?  Why, 
l)oy,  you'll  disgrace  a  stone  ligliter  at  Sheer- 
ness.     Who  riii:ged  you  in  that  fashion  ?" 

'•'Mr.  Ilalkett,  sir." 

^'Ilalkott,  if  you  please;  I  know  no 
'misters'  among  my  crew.  Well,  this 
must  be  looked  to;  but  Ilalkett  might 
have  known  better  than  to  send  you  hei'O 
in  such  a  guise." 

I  made  no  answer;  and,  a])parently,  for 
some  minutes,  he  forgot  all  about  me,  and 
Inisied  himself  in  a  large  chart,  which  cov- 
ered the  table.  At  last  he  looked  up;  and 
then,  after  a  second  or  two  spent  in  recall- 
ing me  to  his  recollection,  said,  '*'  Oh, 
you're  the  hid  I  took  up  last  night  ;  very 
true;  I  wanted  to  speak  with  you.  What 
can  you  do,  besides  what  I  have  seen,  for 
T  trust  sui-gery  is  an  art  we  shall  seldom 
find  use  for — can  you  cook  ?  " 

I  was  ashamed  lo  say  that  I  could  boil 
potatoes,  and  fry  rashers,  which  were  all 
my  culinary  gifts,  and  so  I  replied,  that 
"'i  could  not." 

"  Have  you  never  been  in  any  service,  or 
any  kind  of  em])loyment  ? '' 

"  Never,  sir." 

"  Always  a  vagabond  ?  " 

*'  Always,  sir." 

"Well,  certes,  I  have  the  luck  of  it!" 
said  he,  with  one  of  his  low  laughs.  "  It 
is,  ])crhai)s,  all  the  better.  Come,  my  boy, 
it  does  not  seem  quite  clear  to  me  what  we 
can  make  of  you;  we  have  no  time,  nor, 
indeed,  any  jiatience  for  making  sailors  of 
striplings;  we  always  ])refer  the  ready- 
made  article,  but  you  must  pick  up  what 
you  can;  keep  your  w;it(dies  when  on  board, 
and  when  we  go  ashore,  anywhere,  you 
shall  be  my  scout;  thvrefore,  don't  throw 
away  your  old  rags,  but  be  i"oady  to  resume 
them  when  wanteti — you  hear  ?" 
"Yes,  sir." 
"  So  far  I     Now,  the  next  thing  is,  and 


it  is  right  you  should  know  it,  though  I 
keep  a  yacht  for  my  pleasure  and  amuse- 
ment, I  sometimes  indulge  myself  in  a  little 
smuggling — which  is  also  a  pleasure  and 
amusement — and,  therefore,  Tiiy  i)Coj)le  are 
liable,  if  detected,  to  be  sentenced  to  a 
smart  term  of  imprisonment — not  that  this 
has  yet  hapi)ene(l  to  any  of  them,  but  it 
may,  you  know — so  it  is  only  fair  to  warn 
you."' 

"I'll  take  my  chance  with  the  rest,  sir." 

'•  Well  said,  boy  I  There  are  other  little 
ventures,  too,  I  sometimes  make,  but  you'd 
not  understand  them,  so  we  need  not  refer 
to  them.  Now,  as  to  the  third  point — dis- 
cipline. So  long  as  you  are  on  board,  I  ex- 
pect obedience  in  everything;  that  you 
agree  with  your  messmates,  and  never  tell 
a  lie.  On  shore,  you  may  cut  each  other's 
throats  to  your  heart's  content.  Remem- 
ber,, then,  the  lesson  is  easy  enough;  if  you 
quarrel  Avith  your  comrades  I'll  flog  you; 
if  you  ever  deceive  me  by  an  unti-uth,  I'll 
blow  your  brains  out  !  "  The  voice  in 
which  he  s])oke  these  last  few  Avords  grew 
harsher  and  louder;  and,  at  the  end,  it  be- 
came almost  a  shout  of  angry  denuncia- 
tion. 

"  For  your  private  governance.  I  may  say, 
you'll  find  it  Avise  to  be  good  friends  Avith 
Ilalkett.  and,  if"  you  can,  Avith  Jarasch.  Go 
now,  I've  nothing  more  to  say." 

I  Avas  about  to  retire,  Avhen  he  called  me 
back. 

"Stayl  you've  said  nothing  tome,  nor 
have  I  to  you,  about  your  wagrs." 

"  I  want  none,  sir.  It  is  enough  for  me 
if  I  am  provided  in  all  money  could  buy 
for  me." 

*•'  No  deceit,  sii'I  No  trickery  with  me!  " 
cried  he,  liercely,  and  he  glared  savagely  at 
me. 

"It  is  not  deceit  nor  trick  either,''  said 
I,  boldly,  *•  but  I  see,  sir,  it  is  not  likely 
you'll  ever  trust  one  Avhom  you  saw  in  the 
humble  condition  you  found  me.  Land 
me,  then,  at  tlui  first  port  you  ])Ut  in  to. 
Leave  me  to  follow  out  mv  fortune  niv  own 
way." 

'•  What,  if  I  take  you  atyour  Avord,"  said 
he,  "  and  leave  you  among  the  red  floors, 
on  the  coast  of  Barbary?  " 

I  hung  my  head  in  shame  and  dismay. 

"Ay,  or  drop]ied  you  Avith  the  Tongo 
chiefs,"  who'd  grill  you  for  breakfast?" 
'  "But  we  are  nigh  England  now,  sir." 
I  "  We  shall  not  long  be  so,"  criedhc,  joy- 
'  fully.  "  If  this  breeze  last,  you'll  sec  Cape 
I  Clear  by  sunrise,  aufl  not  look  on  it  again 
1  at  sunset.  There,  away  Avith  you!  Tell 
I  Ilalkett  I  desire  that  you  should  ue  mus- 
!  tered  with  the  rest  of  the  fellows,  learn  the 
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use  of  a  cutlass,  and  to  load  a  pistol  without 
blowing  your  fingers  off." 

He  motioned  mo  now  to  leave,  and  I 
withdrew,  if  I  must  own  it,  only  partially 
pleased  with  my  new  servitude.  One  word 
liero  to  explain  my  conduct,  which,  perhaps, 
in  the  eyes  of  some,  may  appear  inconsis- 
tent or  improbable.  It  may  be  deemed 
strange  and  incomprehensible  why  I,  poor, 
friendless,  and  low-born,  should  have  been 
indifferent,  even  to  the  refusal  of  all  wages. 
The  fact  is  this  :  I  had  set  out  upon  my 
'•life  pilgrimage '■' with  a  most  firm  con- 
viction that  one  day  or  other,  sooner  or 
later,  I  should  be  a  "gentleman  ;"  that  I 
should  mix  on  terms  of  equality  with  the 
best  and  the  highest,  not  a  trace  or  a  clue 
to  my  former  condition  being  in  any  respect 
discoverable.  Xow,  with  this  one  para- 
mount object  before  me,  all  my  endeavors 
were  gradually  to  conform,  so  far  as  might 
be,  all  my  modes  of  thought  and  action  to 
that  sphere  wherein  yet  I  should  move.  To 
learn,  one  by  one,  the  usages  of  gentle 
blood,  so  that,  when  my  hour  came,  I  should 
step  into  my  position  ready  suited  to  all  its 
requirements,  and  equal  to  all  its  demands. 
If  this  explanation  does  not  make  clear  the 
reasons  of  my  generosity,  and  my  other  mo- 
tives of  honorable  conduct,  T  am  sorry  for  it, 
for  I  have  none  other  to  offer. 

I  have  said  that  I  retired  from  my  in- 
terview with  Sir  Dudley  not  at  all  satisfied 
with  the  result.  Indeed,  as  I  pondered  over 
it,  I  could  not  help  feeling  that  gentlemen 
must  dislike  any  traits  of  high  and  honor- 
able motives  in  persons  of  my  own  station, 
as  though  they  were  assuming  the  air  of 
their  betters.  AVhat  could  rags  have  in 
common  with  generous  impulses — how 
could  poverty  and  hunger  ever  consort  with 
high  sentiments  or  noble  aspirations? 
They  forgive  us,  thought  I,  wlien  we  mimic 
their  dress,  and  pantomime  their  demeanor, 
because  we  only  make  ourselves  ridiculous 
by  the  imitation  ;  but  Avhen  we  would  as- 
sume the  features  that  reghlate  their  own 
social  intercourse,  they  hate  us,  as  though 
we  sullied,  with  our  impure  touch,  the  vir- 
tues of  a  higher  class  of  beings. 

The  more  I  thought  over  this  subject,  the 
more  strongly  was  I  satisfied  that  I  was 
correct  in  my  judgment  ;  and,  sooth  to  say, 
the  less  did  I  respect  that  condition  in  life 
Avhich  could  deem  any  man  too  poor  to  be 
high-minded. 

Sir  Dudley's  anticipations  were  all  cor- 
rect. The  following  evening  at  sunset  the 
great  head-lands  of  the  south  of  Ireland 
were  seen,  at  first,  clear,  and,  at  last,  like 
hazy  fog-banks  ;  while  our  light  vessel 
Bcudded  along,  her  prow  pointing  to  where 


the  sun  had  just  set,  behind  the  horizon, 
and  then  did  I  learn  that  we  were  bound 
for  North  America. 

Our  voyage  for  some  weeks  was  undis- 
tinguished by  any  feature  of  unusual  charac- 
ter. The  weather  was  uniformly  fine  ; 
steady  breezes  from  the  north-east,  with  a 
clear  sky  and  a  calm  sea,  followed  us  as  we 
went,  so  that,  in  the  pleasant  monotony  of 
our  lives,  one  day  exactly  resembled  another. 
It  Avill,  therefore,  suffice  if,  in  a  few  words, 
I  tell  how  the  hours  were  passed.  Sir 
Dudley  came  on  deck  after  breakfast,  when 
I  spread  out  a  large  white  bear's  skin  for 
him  to  lie  upon  ;  reclined  on  Avhich,  and 
with  a  huge  meerschaum  of  great  beauty 
in  his  hand,  he  smoked  and  watched  the 
lions  at  play.  These  gambols  were  always 
amusing,  and  never  failed  to  assemble  all 
the  crew  to  witness  them.  ,  Jarasch,  dressed 
in  a  light  woolen  tunic,  with  legs,  arms, 
and  neck  bare,  led  them  forth  by  a  chain  ; 
and,  after  presenting  them  to  Sir  Dudley, 
from  whose  hands  they  usually  received  a 
small  piece  of  sugar,  they  Avere  then  set  at 
liberty,  a  privilege  they  soon  availed  them- 
selves of,  setting  off  at  full  speed  around  the 
deck,  sometimes  one  in  pursuit  of  the  other, 
sometimes  by  different  ways,  crossing  and 
recrossing  each  other ;  now,  with  a  bold 
spring,  now,  with  cat-like  stealthiness, 
creeping  slowly  past.  The  exercise,  far 
from  fatiguing,  seemed  only  to  excite  them 
more  and  more,  since  all  this  time  they 
were  in  search  of  the  food  which  Jarasch, 
with  a  cunning  all  his  own,  knew  how,  each 
day,  to  conceal  in  some  new  fashion.  Baf- 
fled and  irritated  by  delay,  the  eyes  grew 
red  and  lustrous,  the  tails  stiffened,  and 
were  either  carried  high  OA'er  the  back  or 
extended  straight  backAvards  ;  they  con- 
tracted their  necks,  too,  till  the  muscles 
Avere  gathered  up  in  thick  massive  folds, 
and  then  their  great  heads  seemed  actually 
fastened  on  the  fore  part  of  the  trunk. 
"When  their  rage  had  been  sufficiently  Avhet- 
ted  by  delay,  Jarasch' would  bring  forth 
the  mess  in  a  large  "grog  tub,"  covered 
with  a  massive  lid,  on  Avhich  seating  him- 
self, and  armed  Avith  a  short  stout  bludgeon, 
he  used  to  keep  the  beasts  at  bay.  This, 
Avliich  Avas  the  most  exciting  part  of  the 
spectacle,  presented  every  possible  vai'iety 
of  combat.  Sometimes  he  could  hold  them 
in  check  for  nigh  half-an-hour.  sometimes 
the  struggle  would  scarce  last  five  minutes. 
XoAv,  he  Avon  Id,  by  a  successful  stroke,  so 
intimidate  one  of  his  assailants  that  he 
could  devote  all  his  energies  against  the 
other.  Xow,  by  a  simultaneous  attack, 
the  savage  creatures  Avould  spring  upon, 
and  overthroAV  him,  and  then,  with  all  the 
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•semblance  of  un^^overiuiblc  passion,  they 
would  di'ag  him  some  distance  along  the 
deck,  mouthing  him  with  frothy  lips,  and 
striking  liim  about  the  head  with  their  huge 
])a\Vs,  from  which  they  would  not  desist 
till  some  of  the  sailors,  uncovering  the 
mess,  would  tem))t  them  off  by  the  savour 
of  the  food.  Although,  in  general,  these 
games  passed  olT  with  little  other  damage 
than  a  torn  tunic,  or  a  bruise  more  or  less 
severe,  at  others  Jarasch  would  be  so  sorely 
mauled  as  to  be  carried  olf  insensible  ;  nor 
would  he  again  be  seen  for  the  remainder 
of  the  day.  That  the  combat  was  not 
quite  devoid  of  peril  was  clear,  by  the  fact 
fhat  several  of  the  sailors  were  always  arm- 
ed, some  with  staves,  others  with  cutlasses, 
since,  in  the  event  of  a  bite, and  blood  flow- 
ing, nothing  but  immediate  and  ])rompt 
aid  could  save  the  boy  from  being  devoured. 
This  he  knew  well,  and  the  exercises  were 
always  discontinued  whenever  the  slightest 
cut,  or  even  a  scratch  existed  in  any  part 
of  his  person.  *  Each  day  seemed  to  height- 
en the  excitement  of  these  exhibitions  ;  for, 
as  Jarasch  became  more  skilful  in  his  de- 
fence, so  did  the  whelps  in  the  mode  of  at- 
tack ;  besides  that,  their  growth  advanced 
with  incredible  rapidity,  a«d  soon  threaten- 
ed to  make  the  amusement  no  longer  prac- 
ticable. This  display  over.  Sir  Dudley  play- 
ed at  chess  "with  Halkett,  Avhile  I,  seated  be- 
hind him,  read  aloud  some  book— usually 
one  of  voyages  and  travels.  In  the  afternoon 
he  went  below,  and  studied  works  in  some 
foreig:i  language  of  which  he  aj)peared 
most  eager  to  acquire  a  knowledge,  and  I 
w^as  then  ordered  to  co\\y  out,  into  a  book, 
various  extracts  of  different  routes  in  all 
jnirts  of  the  world  ;  sometimes,  the  mode  of 
crossing  a  Syrian  desert ;  now  the  shortest 
and  safest  way  through  the  wild  regions  on 
the  shores  of  the  Adriatic.  At  one  time 
the  theme  would  be  the  steppes  of  Tartary, 
or  the  snowy  plains  of  the  Ukraine  ;  at 
another,  the  dangerous  passes  of  the  Cor- 
dilleras, or  the  hunting  grounds  of  the 
Mandans.  What  delightful  hours  were 
these  to  me  ;  how  full  of  the  very  highest 
interest ;  the  wildest  adventures  were  here 
united  with  narratives  of  real  events  and 
people  ;  presenting  human  life  in  aspects 
the  strangest  and  most  varied.  How  dif- 
ferent irom  my  old  clerkship  with  my 
father — with  tiie  interminable  string  of 
bastard  and  broken  law  Latin!  1  believe 
that  in  all  my  aftei'-life,  fortunate  as  it  has 
been  in  so  many  res])ects,  I  have  never 
passed  hours  moi'e  happy  than  these  were. 

In  recompense  for  my  secretarial  func- 
tions, I  was  free  of  the  middle  w^atch  ;  so 
that,  instead  of   turning  into  my  berth  at 


sun-down,  to  snatch  some  sleep  before 
midnio;ht,  I  could  lounge  about  at  will  ; 
sometim(^s  dropping  into  the  steerage  to 
listen  to  some  seaman's  "yarn  "of  storm 
and  shipwreck,  but  far  oftener,  book  in 
hand,  taking  a  lesson  in  Fi-ench  from  the 
old  cook,  for  which  I  paid  him  in  being 
'^  aide-de-cuisine  ;  "  or,  with  more  hardy 
industry,  assisting  our  fat  German  mate  to 
])olish  up  his  Rcgcnsburg  pistols,  by  which 
I  made  some  progress  in  that  tongue  of 
harsh  aiid  mysterious  gutturals. 

Through  all  these  occupations,  tlie 
thought  never  left  me — what  could  be  the 
object  of  Sir  Dudley's  continued  voyaging? 
N^o  feature  of  pleasure  was  certainly 
associated  with  it,  as  little  could  it  be 
attributed  to  the  practice  of  smuggling — 
the  very  seas  he  had  longest  cruised  in  for- 
bade that  iiotion.  It  must  be,  thought  I, 
that  other  j-eason  to  which  he  so  daikly 
alluded  on  the  day  he  called  me  to  his 
cabin  ;  and  what  could  that  be  ?  Never 
was  ingenuity  more  tortured  than  mine  by 
this  ever-recurring  question.  Since  it  is 
needless  to  tell  the  reader  I  was  not  then, 
nor  indeed  for  a  vcit  long  time  afterwards, 
acquainted  with  those  paiticulars  of  his 
history  I  have  already  jotted  down.  This 
intense  curiosity  of  mine  would,  doubtless, 
have  worn  itself  out  at  last,  but  for  a 
slight  circumstance  occurring  to  keep  it 
still  alive  within  me.  The  little  state-room 
in  Avhich  I  used  to  write  lay  at  one  side  of 
the  cabin,  from  which  it  was  entere'd — no 
other  means  of  getting  to  it  existing  ;  a 
heavy  silk  curtain  supjjlied  the  place  of  a 
door  between  the  two  ;  and  this,  when  four 
o'clock  came,  and  •  my  day's  work  was 
finished,  was  let  down  till  the  following 
morning,  when  it  was  drawn  aside  that  Sir 
Dudley, from  time  to  time,  might  see,  and, 
if  needful,  speak  with  me.  Now,  one  day, 
wdien  we  had  been  about  three  Aveeks  at 
sea,  the  weather  being  intensely  hot  and 
sultrv.  Sir  Dudley  had  fallen  asleep  in  his 
cabin  while  I  sat  writing  away  vigorously 
within.  Suddenly,  I  heard  a  shout  on 
deck — '"Tlie  whales!  n  shoal  of  whales 
a-head  ! "  and  immediately  the  sudden 
scuffling  of  feet,  and  the  heavy  hum  of 
voices  proclaimed  the  animation  and  in- 
terest the  sight  created.  I  strained  myself 
to  peep  through  the  little  one-paned 
window  b(;side  me,  but  all  I  could  see  was 
the  great  blue  heaving  ocean,  as,  in  nui- 
jestic  swell,  it,  rolled  along.  Still  the  noise 
continued  ;  and,  by  the  number  and  tone 
of  the  speakers,  I  could  detect  that  all  the 
crew  were  on  deck — every  one,  in  fact,  save 
myself.  What  a  disapjiointment  !  full  as 
my  mind  was  of  every  monster  of  land  and 
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water;  burning  to  observe  some  of  the 
wonderful  things  I  liud  read  so  much 
about,  and  now  destined  actually  to  be 
denied  a  sight  on  which  my  comrades  were 
ti)en  gazing  !  I  could  endure  the  thought 
no  longer,  and  althougli  my  task  was  each 
morning  alloted  to  me,  and  ea,i'efully  exam- 
ined the  next  day  by  Sir  Dudley,  I  stepped 
lightly  out  on  tip-too,  and  letting  fall  the 
curtain  so  tliafc  if  he  awoke  I  should  not 
be  missed,  I  stole  up  "  the  companion," 
and  reached  the  deck. 

What  a  sight  was  there!  the  whole  sea 
around  us  was  in  motion  with  the  great 
monsters,  who,  in  pursuit  of  a  shoal  of 
herrings,  darted  at  speed  through  the  blue 
water — spouting,  blowing,  and  tossing  in 
all  the  wildest  confusion;  here  every  eye 
was  bent  on  a  calm  still  spot  in  the  water, 
Avhere  a  wiiale  had  '"sounded" — that  is, 
gone  down  quite  straight  into  the  depths 
of  the  sea;  here,  another  was  seen  scarcely 
covered  by  the  water,  his  monstrous  head 
and  back  alternately  dipping  below,  or 
emerging  above  it;  harpoons  and  tackle 
were  sought  out,  firearms  loaded,  and  every 
preparation  for  attack  and  cai)ture  made, 
but  none  dared  to  venture  without  orders, 
nor  was  any  hardy  enough  to  awake  him 
and  ask  for  them.  Perhaps  the  very  ex- 
pectancy on  our  part  increased  the  inter- 
est, for  certainly  the  excitement  of  the 
scene  was  intense;  so  much  so,  that  I  ac- 
tually forgot  all  about  my  task,  and,  with- 
out a  thought  of  consequences,  was  hang- 
ing eagerly  over  the  taffrail  in  full  enjo}^- 
ment  of  the  wild  scene,  when  the  tinkle  of 
the  captain's  bell  started  me,  and  to  my 
horror  I  remembered  it  was  now  his  dinner 
hour,  and  that,  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  no 
opportunity  would  offer  of  my  reaching  the 
state-room  to  finish  my  writing. 

I  was  so  terrified  that  I  lost  all  interest 
in  the  spectacle,  whereof,  up  to  that  time, 
my  mind  was  full.  It  was  my  first  delin- 
quency, and  had  all  the  poignancy  of  a 
first  fault.  The  severity  I  had  seen  prac- 
tised on  others,  for  even  slight  infractions 
of  duty,  was  all  btffore  me,  and  I  actually 
debated  with  myself  whether  it  would  not 
be  better  to  jump  overboard  at  once  than 
meet  the  anger  of  Sir  Dudley.  With  any 
one  else,  perhaps,  I  should  have  bethouglit 
me  of  some  cunning  lie  to  account  for  my 
absence,  but  he  had  warned  me  about  ti-y- 
ing  to  deceive  him,  and  I  well  knew  he 
could  be  as  good  as  liis  word.  I  had  no 
courage  to  tell  any  of  the  sailors  my  fault, 
and  ask  their  advice;  indeed,  I  anticipated 
what  would  be  the  result;  some  brutal  jest 
over  my  misfortune,  some  coarse  allusion 
to  the  fate  they  had  often  told  me  portend- 


ed me,  since  "no  younker  had  ever  gone 
from  land  to  land  with  Sir  Dudley  without 
tasting  his  hemp  fritters."  I  sat  down, 
therefore,  beside  the  bowsprit,  where  none 
should  see  me,  to  commune  alone  with  my 
grief  ;  and,  if  I  could,  to  summon  up  cour- 
age to  meet  my  fate. 

Night  had  closed  in  some  time,  and  all 
was  tranquil  on  board,  when  I  saw  Hal- 
kett,  as  was  his  custom,  going  aft  to  the 
cabin,  whei'e  he  always  remained  for  an 
hour  or  more  each  evening.  It  was  just 
then,  I  know  not  how  the  notion  occurred, 
but  it  struck  me  that  if  I  could  lower  my- 
self over  the  side,  I  might  be  able  to  creep 
through  the  little  window  into  the  state- 
room, and  carry  away  the  paper  to  finish 
it  before  morning.  I  lost  little  time  in 
setting  about  my  plot,  and  having  made 
fast  a  rope  to  one  of  the  clues,  I  lowered 
myself,  fearlessly,  over  the  gunwale,  and 
pusliing  open  the  little  sash,  which  was  un- 
fastened, 1  soon  managed  to  insert  my  head 
and  shoulders,  and  without*  any  difficulty 
dragging  my  body  slowly  after,  entered  the 
state-room.  So  long  as  the  danger  of  the 
enterprize,  and  its  difficulty  lasted,  so  long 
my  courage  was  high,  and  my  heart  fear- 
less; but  when  I  30,t  down  in  the  little  dark 
room,  scarcely  venturing  to  breathe,  lest  I 
should  be  overheard,  almost  afraid  to  touch 
the  papers  on  the  table,  lest  their  rustling 
noise  should  betray  me,  how  was  this  ter- 
ror increased,  when  I  actually  heard  the 
voices  of  Sir  Dudley  and  Halkett  as  plainly 
as  though  I  were  in  the  cabin  beside  them! 

"And  so,  Halkett," -said  Sir  Dndley, 
''you  tiiink  this  expedition  will  be  as 
fruitless  as  the  others  ?  " 

"I  do,  sir,"  said  the  other,  in  a  low, 
dogged  tone. 

'-  And  yet  you  were  the  very  man  who 
encouraged  me  to  make  it  !" 

"And  what  of  that  !  Of  two  things,  I 
thought  it  more  likely  that  he  should  be 
the  leader  of  a  band  to  a  regiment  in  Cana- 
da, than  be  a  Faquino  on  the  Mole  of 
Genoa.  A  fellow  like  him  could  scarcely 
fall  so  low  as  that." 

"He  shall  I'all  lower,  by  heaven,  if  I 
live  !"  said  Sir  Dudley,  in  a  voice  rendered 
guttural  with  deep  passion. 

"  Take  care  yon  fall  not  with  him,  sir," 
said  Halkett,  in  a  tone  of  warning. 

'•'  And  if  I  should— for  what  else  have  I 
lived  these  three  last  years  ?  In  that 
pursuit  have  I  periled  health  and  life, 
satisfied  to  lose  both  if  I  but  succeed  at 
last." 

"And  how  do  you  mean  to  proceed? 
for,  assuredly  if  he  be  attached  to  the 
regiment  at  Kingstown  he'll  hear  of   you, 
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from  some  source  or  other.  You  reuiem- 
ber,  wlieu  wo  all  but  hadliiin  tit  Torlo.sk, 
and  yet  ho  heard  of  our  coming  before  wo 
got  two  posts  from  Warsaw  ;  and  again,  at 
'Forli,'  we  had  scarce  dropped  anciior  otf 
Itimini  wlion  he  was  up  and  away." 

''  I'll  go  more  secretly  to  work  this  time, 
Halkett :  hitherto  I  have  been  slow  to 
think  the  follow  a  coward.  It  is  so  hard 
to  believe  anything  so  base,  as  a  man  bereft 
of  every  trait  of  virtue  :  now  I  see  clearly 
that  he  is  so.  I'll  track  him,  not  to  offer 
him  the  chances  of  a  duel — but  to  hunt 
him  down  as  I  would  a  wild  beast.  I'll 
proceed  up  the  river  in  the  disguise  of  an 
itinerant  niercdiant. — one  of  tliose  podlar 
fellows  of  which  this  land  is  full, — taking 
the  Irish  dog  along  with  me." 

"  Of  wMiom,  remember,  you  know 
nothing,  sir,"  interposed  Halkett. 

"Nor  need  to  know,"  said  he,  impatient 
at  the  interruption.  "Let  him  play  mo 
false  ;  let  me  only  suspect  that  he  means 
it,  and  my  reckoning  with  him  wiFl  be  short. 
I  have  watclied  him  closely  of  late,  and  I 
see  the  fellow's  curiosity  is  excited  about 
us;  he  is  evidently  on  the  alert  to  learn 
something  of  our  oljject  in  this  voyage  ; 
but  the  day  he  gains  the  knowledge,  Tom, 
will  be  his  last  to  enjoy  it.  It  is  a  cheap 
process  if  we  are  at  sea — a  dark  nigiit  and 
an  eighteen-pound  shot!  If  on  shore,  I'll 
readily  find  some  one  to  take  the  trouble 
ofiE  my  hands." 

It  may  be  imagined  with  what  a  sensation 
of  terror  I  heard  these  words,  feeling 
that  my  actual  position  at  the  moment 
would  have  decided  my  fate,  if  discovered; 
and  yet,  with  all  this,  I  could  not  stir,  nor 
make  an  effort  to  leave  the  spot ;  a  fascina- 
tion to  hear  the  remainder  of  the  conver- 
sation had  thoroughly  bound  me  as  by  a 
spell  ;  and  in  breathless  anxiety  I  listened, 
as  Sir  Dudley  resumed. 

'•  You,  with  Ileekenstein  and  the  Greek, 
must  follow,  ready  to  assist  me  when  I 
need  your  aid  ;  for  my  plan  is  this  :  I  mean 
to  entice  the  fellow,  on  pretence  of  a  plea- 
sure excursion,  a  few  miles  fi-om  the  town, 
into  the  bush,  thoi'o  to  bind  him  hand  .in<l 
toot,  and  convey  him,  by  the  forest  traoks, 
to  the  second  '  portage,'  where  the  batteaux 
are  stationed,  by  one  of  which — these 
Canadian  fellows  are  easily  biibod — we  shall 
drop  down  to  Montreal,  there  the  yacht 
shall  bo  in  waiting  all  ready  for  sea.  Even 
without  a  wind,  three  days  will  bring  us 
off  the  Island  of  Orleans,  and  as  many 
more,  if  we  be  but  fortunate,  to  the  Gulf. 
The  very  worst  that  can  happen  is  discov- 
ery and  detection,  and  if  that  ensue,  I'll 
blow  his  brains  out." 


"  Antl  if  we  succeed  in  carrying  him  off, 
Sir  Dudley,  what  then  ?" 

"  I  have  not  made  up  my  mind,  Halkett, 
what  I'll  do.  I've  thought  of.  a  hundred 
schemes  of  vengeance  ;  but,  confound  it.  1 
must  be  content  with  one  only,  though  fifty 
deaths  would  not  satisfy  my  hate." 

"I'd  put  a  bullet  through  his  skull,  or 
swing  him  from  the  yurd-arm,  and  make 
an  end  of  it,"  said  Halkett,  loughly. 

"  Not  I,  faith  ;  he  shall  live  ;  and,  if  I 
can  have  my  will,  a  long  life  too.  His 
own  government  w'ould  take  charge  of  him 
at  '  Irkutsk,'  for  that  matter  at  the  quick- 
silver mines  ;  and  they  say  the  diseased 
l>ones,  from  the  ai)sori»tion  of  that  j)oison, 
is  a  terrible  punishment.  But  I  have  a 
better  notion  still.  Do  you  remembci"  that 
low  island  off  the  east  shore  of  the  Niger, 
where  the  negro  fellows  live  in  log  huts, 
threshing  the  water  all  day,  to  keep  the 
caymans  from  the  rico-irrounds." 

"  The  devil!  "  exclaimed  Ilalkott,  "  you'll 
not  put  him  there." 

*•' I  have  thought  of  it  very  often,"  said 
Sir  Dudley,  camly.  "He'd  see  his  doom 
before  him  every  day,  and  dream  of  it  each 
night,  too.  One  cannot  easily  forget  that 
horrid  swamp,  alive  and  moving  v\iih  those 
reptiles  !  It  was  nigh  two  months  ere  I 
could  fall  asleep  at  night  without  starting 
up  in  terror  at  the  thought  of  them."  Sir 
Dudley  arose  as  he  said  this,  and  walked 
the  cabin  with  impatient  steps  ;  sometimes 
as  he  passed  his  arm  would  graze  the  cur- 
tain, and  shake  its  folds,  and  then  my  heart 
leaped  to  my  mouth  in  very  terror.  At 
last,  with  an  effort,  that  I  felt  as  the  last 
chance  of  life,  I  secured  the  papers  in  my 
bosom,  and,  standing  uj)  on  the  seat,  crept 
through  the  window,  and,  after  a  second's 
delay  to  adjust  the  ro])c,  clambered  up  the 
side,  and  gained  the  dock  unobserved.  It 
could  not  have  been  real  fatigue,  for  there 
was  little  or  no  exertion  in  the  feat ;  but 
yet  such  was  my  state  of  exhaustion  that  I 
crept  over  to  the  boat  that  was  fastened 
niidshi])s,  and  lying  down  in  her,  on  a  coil 
of  cable,  slept  soundly  till  morning.  If 
my  boyish  experiences  had  familiarized  my 
mind  with  schemes  of  vongoance  as  terrible 
as  ever  fiction  fabricated,  I  had  yot  to  learn 
that,  "gentlemen  "  cherished  such  foolings, 
and  I  own  the  discovery  gavo  me  a  tre- 
mendous shook.  That  some  awful  debt  of 
injury  was  on  Sir  Dudley's  mind  was  clear 
enough,  tind  that  I  was  to  be.  in  some 
capacity  or  other,  an  aid  to  him  in  acquit- 
ting it,  was  a  fact  I  was  more  convinced  of 
than  ])leased  at.  Neither  did  I  fancy  his 
notions  of  summary  justice — perhaps  it  was 
my  legal  education   had  prejudiced  me  in 
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favor  of  more  fornuil  proceedings-,  but  I 
saw,  Avitli  a  most  constitutional  horror,  the 
function  of  justice,  jury,  and  executioner, 
in  the  luinds  of  one  single  individual. 

So  imjiressed  was  I  with  these  thoughts, 
that  had  I  not  been  on  the  high  seas,  I 
should  inevitably  liave  run  for  it.  Alas, 
however,  the  banks  of  Newfoundland — 
which,  after  all  I  had  heard  mentioned  on 
our  voyage,  I  imagined  to  be  grassy  slopes, 
glittering  with  daisies,  and  yellow  with 
daffodils — are  but  sand  heaps,  some  two 
hundred  fathoms  down  in  ''the  ocean 
blue;"  and  all  one  ever  knows  of  them  is, 
the  small  geological  specimens  brought  np 
on  the  tallowed  end  of  the  deep  sea-lead. 
Escape,  therefore,  was  for  the  present  out 
of  the  question;  but  the  steady  determina- 
tion to  attempt  it  Avas  spared  me,  by  a  cir- 
cumstance that  occurred  about  a  Aveek 
later. 

After  some  days  of  calm,  common  enough 
in  these  latitudes,  a  slight  but  steady  breeze 
set  in  from  the  north-eust  which  bore  us  up 
the  Gulf  with  easy  sail,  till  we  came  in 
sight  of  the  long  low  island  of  Anticosti, 
which,  like  some  gigantic  monster,  raises 
its  dark  misshapen  beach  above  the  water. 
Xot  the  slightest  trace  of  foliage  or  verdure 
to  give  it  a  semblance  to  the  aspect  of  land ! 
Two  dreary-looking  log-houses,  about 
eighteen  miles  apart,  remind  one  that  a  re- 
fuge for  the  shipwrecked  is  deemed  neces- 
sary in  this  dangerous  cliannel;  but,  except 
these,  not  a  trace  exists  to  show  that-the 
foot  of  man  had  trod  that  dreary  spot. 

The  cook's  gallej-is  sure  to  have  its  share 
of  horrors  when  a  ship  ''lies  to"  near  this 
gloomy  shore;  scarcely  a  crew  exists  Avhere 
some  one  belonging  to  it  has  not  had  a 
messmate  wrecked  there;  and  then,  the 
dreadful  narratives  of  starvation,  and  strife, 
and  murders,  were  too  fearful  to  dwell  on. 
Among  the  horrors  recorded  on  every  hand, 
all  agreed  in  speaking  of  a  terrible  charac- 
ter Avho  had  never  quitted  the  island  for 
upwards  of  forty  years.  He  was  a  sailor 
Avho  had  committed  a  murder  under  cir- 
cumstances of  great  atrocit}',  and  dared  not 
revisit  the  mainland,  for  fear  of  the  penalty 
of  his  guilt.  Few  had  ever  seen  him;  for 
3^ears  back,  indeed,  he  had  not  been  met 
Avith  at  all,  and  rumor  said  that  he  was 
dead.  Still  no  trace  of  his  body  could  l>e 
found,  and  som_e  inclined  to  the  opinion 
that  he  might  at  last  liave  made  his  escape. 

He  was  a  negro,  and  was  described  as 
possessing  the  strength  of  three  or  four 
men ;  and  although  the  proverbial  exagger- 
ation of  sailors  might,  and  very  probably 
did,  color  these  narratives,  the  sad  fate  of 
more  than  one  pirty  who  had  set  out  to 


ca])tui-e  him,  gave  the  stories  a  terrible  air 
of  truth.  The  fear  of  him  was  such,  that 
altb.ough  very  liberal  terms  had  been  offered 
to  induce  men  to  lake  up  their  abode  in  the 
island  to  succor  the  ci'ews  of  wrecked  ves- 
sels, none  could  he  found  to  accept  the 
post;  and  even  at  the  period  when  I  visited 
these  seas,  and  after  a  long  lapse  of  years 
since  the  Black  Boatswain  had  been  seen, 
no  one  would  venture. 

The  story  Avent  that  his  ghost  still  wan- 
dered there,  and  that  at  night,  Avhen  the 
storm  Avas  high,  and  the  Avaves  of  the  Gulf 
sent  the  spray  over  that  low  and  dreary 
island,  his  cries  could  be  heard,  calling 
aloud  to  "  shorten  sail,  to  brace  round  the 
yards,  close  the  hatch Avays,"  mingled  Avitli 
blasphemies  that  made  the  A'ery  hair  st-and 
on  end. 

If  the  reader,  armed  Avith  the  triple  mail 
of  incredulity,  so  snugly  ensconced  in  his 
easy  chair,  before  a  sea-coal  fire,  can  afford 
to  scoff  at  such  perils,  not  so  did  I,  as  I  sat 
in  a  corn'er  of  the  galley  gathering  Avith 
greedy  ears  the  horrors  that  fell  on  every 
side,  and  now  and  then  stealing  out  to  cast 
a  glance  over  the  bulwarks  at  the  long  Ioav 
bank  of  sand,  Avhich  seemed  more  like  an 
exhalation  from  the  Avater  than  a  solid  mass 
of  rock  and  shingle. 

I  have  said  that  a  feeling  of  rivalry  ex- 
isted betAveen  the  Moorish  boy,  El  Jarasch 
and  myself,  and  although  I  endured  the 
scoffs  and  sneers  at  first  with  a  humility 
my  own  humble  garb  and  anomalous  posi- 
tion enforced,  I  soon  began  to  feel  more 
confidence  in  myself,  and  that  species  of 
assurance  a  becoming  dress  seems  somehoAV 
to  inspire;  for  I  Avas  noAV  attired  like  the 
rest  of  the  crew,  and  wore  the  name  of  the 
yacht  in  gold  letters  on  my  cap,  as  well  as 
on  the  breast  of  my  waistcoat. 

The  hatred  of  El  Jarasch  increased  with 
CA'ery  day,  and  mutual  scoffs  and  gibes 
Avere  the  only  intercourse  between  us. 
More  than  once,  Halkett,  Avho  had  alAvays 
befriended  me,  Avariied  me  of  the  boy,  and 
said  that  his  JMoorish  blood  Avas  sure  to 
make  his  vengeance  felt;  but  I  only  laughed 
at  his  caution,  and  avowed  myself  ready  to 
confront  him  when  and  however  he  pleased. 
Generosity  Avas  little  Avasted  on  either  side, 
so  that  Avhcn  one  daj',  in  a  fierce  encounter 
Avith  the  lions,  El  Jarasch  received  a  fall 
Avhich  broke  one  of  his  ribs,  and  Avas  can'ied 
in  a  state  of  insensibility  to  his  berth,  I 
neither  pitied  him  nor  i-egretted  his  mis- 
fortune. I  affected  even  to  say  that  his 
own  coAvardice  had  rendered  the  creatures 
more  daring,  and  that  had  he  preserved  a 
bolder  front  the  mischance  would  have 
neyer  occurred.     These  vauntings  of  mine. 


THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  CON  CREGAN. 


383 


coupled  with  an  avowed  willingness  to  take 
his  jiliicc,  Ciimc  to  Sir  Dudley's  ears  on  the 
third  evening  after  the  y,ccident,  and  he 
immediately  sent  for  me  to  his  cabin. 

"Is  it  true,  sirrah  ?  "  said  he, in  a  harsh 
unpleasant  voice,  *' that  you  liave  been 
jesting  about  Jarasch,  and  saying  that  you 
were  readv  to  take  charge  of  the  Avhelps  in 
his  stead?" 

''It  is,"  said  I,  answering  bulli  (jiiestions 
together. 

"  You  shall  do  so  to-morrow,  tiicu,"  re- 
])lied  he,  solemnly;  "  take  care  that  you  can 
do  something,  as  well  as  boast  !  "  and  with 
this  he  motioned  me  to  leave  the  cabin. 

I  at  once  repaired  to  the  steerage  to  rc- 
])ort  my  interview  to  the  men,  who  were  all 
/noro  friendly  with  me  than  Avith  the 
"Mooi-. "  Many  were  the  counsels  I  re- 
ceived about  how  I  should  conduct  myself 
the  ne.xt  morning  ;  some  asserting  that,  as 
it  was  my  lirst  time,  I  could  not  be  too 
gentle  Avith  the  animals,  avoiding  the  slight- 
est risk  of  hurting  them,  and  even  suffer- 
ing their  rough  jilay  Avithout  any  effort  to 
check  it.  Others,  on  the  contrar}-,  advised 
me  at  once  to  seek  the  mastery  over  the 
beasts,  and  by  two  or  three  scA^ere  lessons 
to  teach  them  caution  if  not  respect.  This 
counsel,  I  own,  chimed  in  Avith  my  own 
notions,  and  also  better  accorded  with  Avhat, 
after  my  late  vauntings,  I  felt  to  be  my 
duty. 

It  Avas  altogether  a  very  anxious  night 
Avitli  me,  not  exactly  through  fear,  because 
I  knew,  as  the  men  were  always  ready  Avith 
their  anus  loaded,  life  could  not  be  peril- 
led, and  I  did  not  dread  the  infliction  of  a 
mere  sprain  or  fracture;  but  I  felt  it  was 
an  ordeal  wherein  my  fame  Avas  at  stake. 
Were  I  to  acquit  myseif  well,  there  would 
be  an  end  for  ever  of  those  insulting  airs  of 
superiority  the  Moorish  boy  had  assumed 
toAvards  me.  Whereas,  if  I  failed,  I  must 
consent  to  bear  his  taunts  and  sarcasms 
without  a  murmur. 

In  one  [)oint  only  the  advice  of  all  the 
crew  agreed,  which  Avas,  that  the  fenuile 
cub,  much  larger,  aiul  more  ferocious  than 
the  male,  should  more  particularly  demand 
Tiiy  Avatch fulness.  *'  If  she  scratch  you, 
boy,  mind  that  you  desist,"  said  an  old 
Danish  sailor,  Avho  had  been  long  on  the 
African  coast.  This  caution  Avas  re-echoed 
by  all,  and  resolving  to  foUoAV  its  dictates, 
I  "  turned  in"  to  my  hammock,  to  dream 
of  combats  and  battles  till  morning. 

I  Avas  early  astir, — AvakingAvith  a  sudden 
start, — I  had  been  dreaming  of  a  lion-hunt, 
and  fancied  I  heard  the  deep-mouthed 
roaring  of  the  beasts  in  a  jungle;  and.  true 
enough,  a  low  monotonous  howl  came  from 


the  jjlace  where  the  animals  lay,  for  it  was 
now  the  fourth  morning  of  tjieir  being  con- 
lined  Avithout  having  been  once  at  liberty. 

I  I  had  just  completed  my  dressing — the 
costume  was  sinijjly  a  short  pair  of  loose 
trousers,  hands,  arms,  and  feet  bare,  and 
a  small  Fez  cap  on  my  head, — Avhcn  Hal- 
kett  came  down  to  me  to  say  that  lie  had 
been  speaking  to  Sir  Dudley  about  tiie 
matter,  and  that  as  I  had  never  yet  accus- 
tomed myself  to  the  whelps,  it  Avas  better 
that  I  should  lujt  begin  the  acquaintance 
after  they  had  been  four  days  in  duiunce. 
"  At  the\sanie  time,"  added'  llalkett,  "  he 
gives  you  the  choice;  you  can  ventiire  if 
you  please." 

"  I've  made  up  my  mind,"  said  I.  "  Fm 
sure  Fm  able  for  anything  the  black  fellow 
can  do." 

"My  advice  to  you,  boy,"  said  he,  "is 
to  leave  them  alone.  Those  Moorish  cha})s 
are  the  creatures'  countrymen,  and  have 
almost  the  same  kind  of  natuies — they  are 
stealthy,  treacherous,  and  ci'uel.  'I'hcy 
never  trust  anything — man  or  beast  !" 

"No  matter  I"  said  I.  "  Fm  as  strong 
as  he  is,  and  my  courage  is  not  less." 

"If  you  will  have  it  so,  I  have  nothing 
to  say;  indeed,  I  promised  Sir  Dudley  I'd 
giA'e  you  no  advice  one  way  or  other:  so 
now  get  the  staff  from  Jarasch,  and  come 
on  deck." 

The  staff  was  a  short  thick  truncheon  of 

j  oak,  tip]iedAvith  brass  at  each  enil,  and  the 
only  Aveapon  ever  u.-ed  by  the  boy  in  his 
encounters. 

"So  you're  going  to  take  my  place  !  " 
said  the  black  fellow,  Avhile  his  dark  eyes 
Avcre  lighted  up  like  coals  of  lire,  and  liis 
Avhite  teeth  glanced  between  his  pui-])le 
lips.  "Don't  hurt  my  poor  ])et  cubs;  be 
gentle  Avith  them." 

"Where's  the  staff  ?"  said  I,  not  liking 

1  the  tone  in  which  he  sjjoke,  or  Avell  knowing 
if  he  affected  earnest  or  jest. 

1  "  There  it  is,"  said  he  ;  "  but  your  white 
hands  Avill  be  enough  Avjthout  that.  You'll 
not  need  the  Aveapon  the  coward  used!" 
and  as  he  spoke  a  kind  of  shuddering  con- 
vulsion shook  his  frame  from  head  to  foot. 

I  "Come,  c<unel''said  I,  stretching  out 
my  hand  ;  '"  I  ought  iu)t  to  have  called  you 
a  coward,  Jarasch — that  you  are  noli  I  ask 
you  to  forgive  me  ;  Avill  you  ?  " 

Tie  never  spoke,  but  nestled  lower  down 
in  the  hammock,  so  that  I  could  not  even 

!  see  his  face. 

I      "There,  they're  calling  me  already.     I 

I  miist  be  offi     Let  us  shake  hands  ami  be 

I  friends,  this  time  at  least.  When  you're 
Avell  and  ujx  we  can  fight  it  out  about  <:ome- 

:  thinsr  else  I" 
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**Kiss  nic,  then."  said  he  ;  and  thou^i^li  I 
liud  no  fancy  for  tlie  embrace,  or  the  tone 
it  was  asked  in,  I  loaned  over  the  hammock, 
and  while  he  placed  one  arm  ronnd  ni}' 
neck,  and  drew  me  towards  him,  I  kissed 
his  forehead,  and  he  mine,  in  true  Moorish 
fashion  ;  and  not  sorry  to  have  made  my 
l)eace  with  my  only  enemy,  I  stcpi^ed  up 
the  ladder  with  a  light  heart  and  a  firm 
courage!. 

I  little  knew  what  need  I  had  for  both! 
When  Jarascli  had  put  his  arm  around  my 
neck,  I  did  not  know  that  he  had  inserted 
his  hand  beneath  the  collar  of  my  shirt, 
and  drawn  a  long  streak  of  blood  from  his 
own  vein  across  my  back  between  my 
shoulders.  When  I  arrived  on  deck,  it  was 
to  receive  the  congratulations  of  the  crew, 
who  were  all  struck  with  my  muscular  arms 
and  legs,  and  who  unanimously  pronounced 
that  I  was  far  fitter  to  exercise  the  whelps 
than  was  the  Moor. 

Sir  Dudley  said  nothing.  A  short  nod 
greeted  me  as  I  came  towards  him,  and 
then  he  waved  me  back  Avith  his  hand — a 
motion,  which,  having  something  contemp- 
tuous in  it,  pained  me  acutely  at  the  mo- 
ment. I  had  not  much  time,  however,  to 
indulge  such  feelings.  The  whelps  were 
already  on  deck,  and  springing  madly  at 
the  wooden  bars  of  their  cage  for  liberty. 
Eager  as  themselves,  I  hastened  to  nnbolt 
the  door,  and  set  them  free. 

No  sooner  were  they  at  large  than  tliey 
set  off  down  one  side  of  the  deck  and  up 
the  other,  careering  at  full  speed,  clearing 
with  a  bound  whatever  stood  in  their  way; 
and  when  by  any  chance  meeting  each 
other,  stop])ing  for  an  instant  to  stare  with 
glaring  eyes  and  swelling  nostrils,  and  then, 
either  passing  stealthily  and  warily  past,  or 
one  would  crouch  while  the  other  cleared 
him  at  a  spring,  and  so  off  again.  In  all 
this  I  had  no  ])art  to  pla}'.  I  could  neither 
call  them  back,  like  Jarasch,  whose  voice 
they  knew,  nor  had  I  his  dexterity  in 
catching  them  as  they  went,  and  throwing 
all  manner  of  gambols  over  and  upon  them, 
as  he  did. 

I  felt  this  poignantly,  the  more  as  I  saw, 
or  thought  I  saw.  Sir  Dudley's  eyes  upon 
me  more  than  once,  with  an  expression  of 
disdainful  pity.  At  last,  the  great  tub 
which  contained  the  creature's  food  w\as 
wheeled  forward  ;  and  no  sooner  had  the 
men  retired,  than  the  quick-scenred  animals 
were  on  the  spot — so  rajjidly,  indeed,  that  I 
liad  barely  time  to  seat  myself,  crosslegged, 
on  the  lid,  when  they  api)roached,  and  with 
stately  step  walked  round  the  vessel,  star- 
ing as  it  were  in  surprise  at  the  new  figure 
who  disDuted  their  meal  with  them. 


'      At  last,  the  male  placed  one  ])aw  on  the 

j  lid,  and  with  the  other  tapped  me  twice  or 

I  thrice  on  the    shoulder  with    the  kind   of 

I  gentle,  pattering  blow  a  cat  Avill  sometimes 

use  with  a  mouse.     It  was  a  sort  of  mild 

admonition  to,   "leave  that,"    nothing  of 

hostility  whatever  being  announced. 

I  replied  by  imitating  the  gesture,  so 
far  as  a  half- closed  fist  would  permit,  and 
struck  him  on  the  side  of  the  head.  He 
looked  grave  at  this  treatment,  and,  slowly 
descending  from  his  place,  he  lay  down 
about  a  yard  off.  Meanwliile  the  female, 
who  had  been  smelling  and  sniffing  round 
and  round  the  tub,  made  an  effort  to  lift 
the  lid  with  her  head,  and  failing,  began  to 
strike  it  in  sharp,  short  blows  with  her  paw; 
the  excitement  of  her  face,  and  the  sturdy 
position  of  her  hind  legs,  showing  that  her 
temper  was  chafed  at  the  delay.  To  in- 
crease her  rage,  I  pushed  the  lid  a  few 
inches  back  ;  and  as  the  savoury  steam 
arose,  the  creature  grew  more  eager,  and  at 
last  attracted  the  other  to  the  spot. 

It  was  quite  clear  that  hunger  was  the 
passion  uppermost  with  them,  and  that 
thej  had  not  yet  connected  me  with  the 
cause  of  their  disappointment,  for  they 
labored  by  twenty  devices  to  insert  a  paw 
or  to  smash  the  lid,  but  never  noticed  me 
in  the  least.  Wearied  of  my  failures  to  in- 
duce them  to  play,  and  angry  at  the  indif- 
ference they  manifested  to  me,  I  sprang 
from  the  lid,  and,  lifting  it  from  the  tub, 
flung  it  back.  In  an  instant  they  had  eacli 
their  heads  in  the  mess  ;  the  female  had 
even  her  great  paw  in  the  midst  of  the  tub, 
and  was  eating  away  with  that  low,  gur- 
gling growl  peculiar  to  the  wild  beast. 

Dashing  right  between  them,  I  seized 
one  by  the  throat  with  both  hands,  and 
hurled  him  back  upon  the  deck.  A  shout 
of  "Bravo I"  burst  from  the  crew  at  the 
boldness  of  the  feat,  and  with  a  bound  the 
fellow  made  at  me.  I  dropped  suddenly 
on  one  knee  as  he  came,  and  struck  him 
with  the  staff  on  the  fore  legs.  Plad  he 
been  shot,  he  could  not  have  fallen  more 
rapidly;  down  he  went,  like  a  dead  mass, 
on  the  deck.  To  spring  on  his  back,  and 
hold  him  fast  down,  was  the  work  of  a  sec- 
ond, while  I  belabored  him  about  the  head 
with  my  fists. 

The  stunning  effect  of  his  first  fall  gave 
me  the  victory  for  a  moment,  but  he  soon 
rallied,  and  attacked  me  boldly.  It  was 
now  a  fair  fight;  for,  if  I  sometimes  suc- 
ceeded in  making  him  shake  his  huge  head 
or  drop  his  paw  with  pain,  more  than  once 
he  staggered  me  with  a  blow,  which,  had 
it  been  only  quickly  followed,  would  soon 
have  decided  the  struggle.     At  last,  after 
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H  scuffle  ill  whicli  lio  liad  nourly  vaiuiiiisli- 
0(1  me,  he  made  a  leap  at  xyxy  throat.  J  put 
iu  a  blow  of  such  power  with  the  staff  on 
the  forehead,  that  he  <^ave  a  loud  roar  of 
paiu,  and,  with  droopinof  tail,  slunk  to  hide 
away  himself  beneath  a  boat. 

tfj)  to  this  moment  the  female  had  never 
stirred  from  the  mess  of  food,  but  (jontin- 
ued  eatinij  and  snarling  as  though  every 
mouthful  was  a  battle.  Scarcely,  however, 
had  the  roar  of  the  other  cub  been  lieard, 
than  she  lifted  lur  head,  and,  slowly  tui-n- 
ing  round,  stared  at  mo  with  an  expression 
which,  even  now,  my  dreams  will  recall 

I  had  not  yet  recovered  from  the  ex- 
haustion of  my  late  encounter,  and  was 
half  sitting,  half  kneeling  on  the  deck,  us 
the  whelp  stood  glowering  at  me,  with 
every  vein  in  her  vast  forehead  swollen, 
and  her  large,  red  eyes  seemed  to  dilate  as 
she  looked.  The  attitude  of  the  creature 
must  have  boon  striking,  for  the  crew 
cheered  with  a  heartiness  that  showed  how 
much  they  admil-ed  her. 

So  long  as  I  sat  unmoved  she  never  stir- 
red; but  wiicn  I  prepared  to  arise,  she  gave 
one  bound,  and  striking  mo  with  her  head, 
hurled  me  back  upon  the  deck:  her  own 
impulse  had  carried  her  clean  over  me,  and 
when  she  returned  I  was  already  up,  on  my 
knees,  and  better  prepared  to  receive  her. 
Again  she  tried  the  same  manojuvre;  but 
this  lime  I  leaped  to  my  feet,  and  spring- 
ing on  one  side,  struck  her  a  heavy  blow 
on  the  top  of  the  head.  Twice  or  thrice 
the  same  attack,  with  the  same  result,  fol- 
lowed: and  at  cacli  blow  a  gallant  cheer 
from  the  men  gave  me  fresh  courage. 

The  beast  was  now  excited  to  a  dreadful 
degree,  but  her  very  passion  favored  me, 
for  her  assaults  were  wilder  and  less  cir- 
cumspect than  at  first.  At  length,  just  as 
I  was  again  making  the  side  leap  by  which 
I  had  escaped,  my  foot  slipped,  and  I  fell. 
I  was  scarcely  down  ere  she  was  upon  me, 
not,  as  before,  to  strike  with  her  jiaws,  but 
with  a  rude  shock,  she  threw  herself  across 
me,  as  if  to  crush  me  by  her  weight;  while 
her  huge  head,  and  terrific  mouth,  frothy 
and  steaming,  lay  within  a  few  inches  of 
my  face. 

llalkctt  and  two  others  advanced  to  my 
rescue;  but  I  bade  them  go  back,  and  leave 
me  to  myself,  for  I  was  only  wearied,  not 
conquered.  For  some  minutes  we  lay  thus; 
when  at  length,  having  recovered  strength 
once  more,  I  grasped  the  whelp's  throat 
with  both  hands,  and  then  by  a  tremen- 
dous effort,  threw  her  back  and  rolled  my- 
self uppermost.  She.  soon  shook  herself 
free,  however,  and  turned  upon  me:  I  wjis 
now  on  my  knees,  and  with  the  staff  I 
TOL.  iv.--:2S 


1  dealt  her  a  tierce  blow  on  the  leg.     A  ter- 

j  ritic  howl  followed,  ami  she  closed  with  me 

lit!  full  fury.     Seizing  my  shirr,  she  tore  it 

I  away  from  my  breast,  and  with  lier  paw 

J  upon  the  fragment,  ri})ped  it  in  a  hundred 

pieces.     I  endeavored  to  catch  her  by  tiie 

!  throat  once    more,   but  failed,   and  rolled 

lover  (m  my  face,  and  in  doing  so,  di.>^closed 

j  the  bloody  streak  between    my  shoulders  ; 

she  saw  it,  and  at  the  same  insttint  sprang 

on  me.     I  felt  her  teeth  as  they  met  in  my 

j  neck,  while  her  terrible  cry,  the  most  ap- 

]  palling  ears  ever  heard,  rang  through   my 

brain. 

"Save  him!  save  him!  she's  killing 
him!"  were  now  heard  on  every  side;  but 
none  dared  to  fire  for  fear  of  wounding 
me,  and  the  terrible  rage  of  the  tmimal  de- 
terred all  from  approaching  her.  'JMie 
strugi^le  was  now  a  life-and-death  one;  and 
alternately  falling  and  rolling,  we  fought 
— 1  cannot  tell  how — for  the  blood  blinded 
me,  as  it  came  from  a  wound  in  my  foie- 
head;  and  I  only  felt  one  firm  purpose  in 
my  heart — "  If  I  fall,  she  shall  not  survive 
me."  Several  of  the  sailors  came  near 
enough  to  strike  her  with  their  cutlasses, 
but  these  wounds  only  increased  her  rage, 
and  I  cried  to  them  to  desist. 

*' Shoot  her!  put  a  bidlet  through  her!" 
cried  Halkett.  "  Let  none  dare  to  shoot 
her!"  cried  Sir  Dudley,  loudly.  I  just 
heard  these  words,  as,  after  a  fierce  strug 
gle,  in  which  she  had  seized  me  by  the 
shoulder,  I  fell  against  the  bulwark.  With 
a  last  effort  I  staggered  to  my  knees,  flung 
open  the  gangway,  and  then,  with,  an  ex- 
ertion that  to  myself  seemed  my  very  last 
on  earth,  I  seized  her  by  the  throat  and 
hurled  her  backwards  into  the  sea.  On 
hands  and  knees  I  leaned  forward  to  see 
her.  as  the  ra])id  Gulf-stream,  hurrying  on- 
ward to  the  ocean,  bore  her  away  ;  and 
then,  as  my  sight  grew  fainter,  I  fell  back 
upon  the  deck,  and  believed  I  was  dying. 


CHAPTER  XL 

"ME.VN9   AND   MEDITATIONS." 

It  was  the  second  evening  after  my  lion 
adventure,  and  I  whs  stretchetl  in  my  ham- 
mock in  a  low,  half-torpid  state,  not  a  limb 
nor  a  joint  in  all  my  body  that  had  not  its 
own  ])eculiar  pain  :  while  a  sharp  wound  in 
j  my  neck,  and  another  still  deeper  one  in 
i  the   fleshy   part  of  my  shoulder,  had  just 
begun   that  process   called  '•'union" — one 
j  which,  I  am  bound  to  say,  however  satis- 
factory in  result,  is  often  very  painful  in  its 
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progress.  Tlic  slightest  charigc  of  position 
giive  me  intolcmble  Jinguish  ;  us  I  lay,  with 
closed  eyes  and  crossed  hands,  not  a  bad 
resemblance  of  those  stone  saints  one  sees 
upon  old  tombstones. 

My  faculties  Avere  clear  and  acute,  so 
that,  having  alnindant  leisure  for  the  oc- 
cupation. I  had  nothing  better  to  do  than 
taiv'C  a  brief  retrospect  of  my  late  life. 
Such  reviews  arc  rarely  satisfactory,  or 
rather,  one  rarely  thinks  of  making  them 
when  the '' score  of  the  past"  is  in  our 
favor.  Up  to  this  moment  it  was  clear  I 
had  gained  little  but  experience  ;  I  had 
started  light,  and  I  hud  acquired  nothing, 
save  a  somewhat  worse  opinion  of  the  world 
and  a  greater  degree  of  confidence  in  my- 
self. I  had  but  one  Avay  of  balancing  my 
account  with  Fortune,  which  was  by  ask- 
ing myself  "Would  I  undo  the  past,  if  in 
rny  power?  Would  I  wish  once  more  to  be 
back  in  my  '  father's  mud  edifice,'  now  dig- 
ging a  drain,  now  drawing  an  indictment, 
— a  kiiid  of  pastoral  pettifogger,  Avith  one 
foot  in  a  potato  furrow  and  the  otlier  in 
petty  sessions?"!  stoutly  said  "•JSi'o!"  a 
thousand  times  ''no!"  to- this  question. 

I  could  not  ask  myself  as  to  my  preference 
for  a  university  career,  for  ray  college  life 
had  concluded  abruptly,  in  spite  of  me  ; 
but  still,  during  my  town  experiences,  I 
saw  enough  to  leave  me  no  regrets  at 
having  quitted  the  muses.  The  life  .of  a 
"skip,"  as  the  Trinity  men  have  it, — vice 
gpy.,  for  the  G-reek  word  signifying  a  "vul- 
ture"— is  only  removed  by  a  thin  sheet  of 
silver  paper  from  that  of  a  cabin  boy  in  a  col- 
lier; copious  pummeling  and  short  prog 
being  the  first  two  articles  of  your  warrant ; 
while  in  some  respects  the  marine  has  a 
natural  advantage  over  him  on  shore.  A 
skip  is  invariably  expected  to  invent  lies 
'*at  discretion"  for  his  master's  benefit, 
and  \i  always  thrashed  when  they  are 
either  discovered  or  turn  out  adverse.  On 
this  point  his  education  is  perfectly  "  Spar- 
tan ;"  but,  unhappily  too,  he  is  expected 
to  be  a  perfect  mirror  of  truth  on  all  other 
occasions.  This  is  somewhat  hard,  inas- 
much as  it  is  only  in  a  man's  graduate 
course  that  he  learns  to  defend  a  paradox, 
and  support,  \yj  good  reasons,  what  he 
knows  to  be  false. 

Again,  a  "skip"  never  receives  clothes, 
but  is  flogged  at  least  once  a  week  for  dis- 
orders in  his  dress,  and  for  general  untidi- 
ness of  appearance  :  this,  too,  is  hard,  since 
he  has  as  little  intercourse  with  soap  as  he 
has  with  conic  sections. 

Thirdl}',  a  good  skip  invariably  obtains 
credit  for  his  master  at  "  Foles's"  chop- 
house  ;  while,  in  his  own  proper  capacity. 


he  Vvould  not  get  trust  for  a  cheese- 
paring. 

Fourthly,  a  skip  is  supposed  to  be  bons 
a  valet,  as  some  are  born  poets — to  have  an 
instinctive  a])titude  for  all  the  details  oi 
things  he  has  never  seen  or  heard  of  before: 
so  that  when  he  applies  Warren's  patent  to 
French  leather  boots,  jiolishes  silver  with, 
a  Bath  brick,  blows  the  fire  with  a  quarto, 
and  cuts  candles  with  a  razor,  he  finds  it 
passing  strange  that  he  should  be  "liad  up" 
for  punishment.  To  be  fat  without  food, 
to  be  warm  without  fire,  to  be  wakeful 
without  sleep,  to  be  clad  without  clothes, 
to  be  known  as  a  vagabond,  and  to  pass 
current  for  unblemished  honesty,  to  be 
praised  as  a  liar,  and  then  thrashed  for  ly- 
ing— is  too  much  to  expect  at  fifteen  yeare 
of  age. 

Lastl}^,  as  to  Betty's,  I  had  no  regrets. 
The  occupation  of  horse-boy,  like  the  pro- 
fession of  physic,  has  no  "avenir."  The 
utmost  the  most  aspiring  can  promise  to 
himself  is  to  hold  more  horses  than  his 
neighboi's,  as  the  Doctor's  success  is  to  order 
more  "  senna."  There  is  nothing  beyond 
these  ;  no  higher  path  oj^ons  to  him  who 
feels  the  necessity  for  an  "  upward  course." 
It  is  a  ladder  with  but  one  round  to  it ! 
No,  no  ;  I  was  right  to  "sell  out"  there. 

My  steej)]e-chase  might  have  led  to  some- 
thing, that  is,  I  might  have  become  a  jock- 
ey ;  but  then  again,  one's  light  weight, 
like  a  "contr'  alto"  voice,  is  sure  to  vanish 
after  a  year  or  two ;  and  then,  fiom  the 
heyday  of  2)opularity,  you  sink  down  into 
a  bad  groom  or  a  foui'th-rate  tenor,  just  as 
if,  after  reaching  a  silk  gown  at  the  bai',  a 
man  had  to  begin  life  again  as  criei"  in 
the  Exchequer!  Besides,  in  all  these 
various  walks,  I  should  have  had  the  worst 
of  all  ''trammels,"  a  patron,  !Now,  if  any 
resolve  had  thoroughly  fixed  itself  in  my 
mind,  it  was  this,  never  to  have  a  ])atron, 
never  to  be  bound  to  any  man  who,  because 
he  had  once  set  you  on  your  legs,  should 
regulate  the  pace  you  weretoAvalk  through 
a  long  life.  To  do  this,  one  should  be  born 
without  a  particle  of  manhood's  spii-it — 
absolutely  without  volition — otherwise  you 
go  through  life  a  living  lie,  talking  senti- 
ments that  are  not  yours,  and  wearing  a 
livery  in  your  heart  as  well  as  on  your 
back  ! 

Why  do  we  hear  such  tirades  about  tne 
ingratitude  of  men,  who,  being  once  as- 
sisted by  others — their  inferiors  in  every- 
thing  save  gold — soar  above  the  low  routin* 
of  toadyism,  and  rise  into  personal  inde- 
pendence ?  Let  us  remember  that  the  con- 
tract was  never  a  fair  one,  and  that  a  whole 
life's  degradation  is  a  heavy  sum  to  pay  for 
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ci  dinner  with  his  grace,  or  u  ciij)  of  tea 
with  her  iiig'nnt'ss.  "My  lord,"  I  jini 
jiware,  thinks  dilferently;  and  it  i.s  one  of 
tiie  very  pleasant  dehisions  of  his  high  sta- 
tion to  fancy  that  little  folk  are  de))endent 
\\\)0\i  him — what  conse(jU  nee  they  obtain 
among  their  fellows  by  his  recognition  in 
public,  or  l)y  his  most  careless  nod  in  the 
street.  But  '*  my  lord"  does  not  know 
that  this  is  a  paper  currency,  that  ix'pre- 
sents  no  capital,  that  it  is  not  convertible  at  i 
will,  and  is  never  a  legal  tender,  and  con- j 
sequently,  as  a  requital  for  actual  bend  fn/e 
services,  is  about  as  honest  a  payment  as  a 
flash-note. 

It  was  no  breach  of  my  i)rineiple  that  I 
accepted  Sir  Dudley's  offer.  Our  acquain- 
tance began  by  my  rendering  him  a  ser- 
vice; and  I  was  as  free  to  leave  him  tiiat 
hour,  and,  I  own,  as  j'cady  to  do  so,  if  occa- 
sion permitted,  as  he  could  bo  to  get  rid  of 
me;  and  it  was  not  long  !)efore  the  occasion 
presented  itself  for  exercising  these  views. 

As  I  lay  thus,  ruminating  on  my  past 
fortunes,  Halkett  descended  the  steerage- 
ladder,  followed  by  Felborg,  the  Dane;  and, 
a'pproaching  my  hammock,  held  a  light  to 
my  face  for  a  few  seconds.  "  Still  asleep  ?  " 
said  Halkett,  '-Poor  boy!  he  has  never 
awoke  since  I  dressed  his  wound  this  morn- 
ing. I'm  sure  it's  better,  so  let  us  leave 
him  so."' 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  the  Dane,  "lethim  sleej); 
bad  tidings  come  soon  enough,  without 
one's  being  awoke  to  hear  them.  JUit  do 
you  think  hi^'ll  do  it?"  added  he,  with 
lower  and  more  anxious  tone. 

"  He  has  said  so,  and  I  never  knew  him 
fail  in  his  promise  when  it  was  a  cruel  one." 

'•  Have  you  no  inlluonce  over  him,  Ha-1- 
kett  ?  could  you  not  si)eak  for  the  boy  ?" 

''  1  have  done  all  I  could,  more  than  per- 
haps it  was  safe  to  do.  1  tolil  him  1  couldn't 
answer  for  the  men,  if  he  were  to  shoot  him 
on  board;  and  he  replied  to  me  short,  'I'll 
take  the. fellow  ashore  with  me  alone — 
neither  you  nor  they  have  any  right  to 
question  what  you  are  not  lo  witness.'" 

"  Well,  when  I  get  back  to  ]']lsinore,  it's 
to  a  prison  and  heavy  irons  I  shall  go  for 
life,  that's  certain;  but  I'd  face  it  all  i-ather 
than  live  the  life  we've  done  now  for  twenty 
months  i)ast." 

"Hush!  speak  low!  "said  the  other.  "I 
suppose  othei'S  are  weary  of  it  as  well  as 
you.  Many  a  man  has  to  live  a  bad  life 
just  because  ho  startinl  baiUy." 

"I'm  sorry  for  the  boy!"  sighed  the 
Dane  ;  "  he  was  a  bold  and  fearless  fel- 
low." 

"I  am  sorry  for  him  too.  It  was  an  evil 
day   for   him  when    he   joined   us.     Well, 


well,  what  would  he  have  become  if  he  had 
lived  a  year  or  two  on  board  ?  " 

"  He  has  no  father  noi-  mother,"  said  the 
Dane.  "  that's  something.  I  lost  mine, 
too,  when  I  was  nine  yeais  old,  and  it  made 
me  the  reckless  devil  I  became  ever  after. 
I  wasn't  sixteen  when  the  crew  of  the  Tre-' 
Kroner  mutinied,  and  1  led  lln-  party  that 
cut  down  the  first-lieutenant.  It  was  a 
moonlight  night,  just  as  it  might  be  now, 
in  the  middle  watch,  and  Lieutenant  (T^l- 
denstrom  w;is  sitting  aft,  near  the  wheel, 
humming  a  tune.  1  walked  aft,  with  my 
cutlass  in  one  hand,  and  a  pistol  in  the 
other;  but  just  as  I  stepped  up  the  quarter- 
deck my  foot  slii)ped,  and  the  cutlass  f e  1 
with  a  clank  on  the  deck. 

"  'What's  that?'  cried  the  lieutenant. 

"  '  Felborg,  sir,  mate  of  the  watch,'  said 
I,  standing  fast  where  I  was.  'It's  shoal- 
ing fast  a-head,  sir.' 

''•' '  D— n ! '  said  he,  '  what  a  coast  ! ' 

"'Could'nt  you  say  a  bit  of  something 
better  than  that  ?'  said  I,  getting  neai-er  to 
him,  slowly. 

"  '  What  do  yon  mean  ?  'said  he,  jumi)ing 
u})  angrily;  but  he  was  scarce  on  his  legs 
when  he  was  down  again  at  his  full  length 
on  the  plank,  with  a  bullet  through  his 
brain,  never  to  move  again!" 

"There,  there,  avast  with  that  tale; 
you've  told  it  to  me  every  night  that  my 
heart  was  heavy  this  twelvi'month  past. 
But  I've  hit  on  a  way  to  save  the  lad — will 
you  help  me  ?" 

"'  Ay,  if  my  help  doesn't  bring  b:id  luck 
on  him  ;  it  always  has  on  every  one  I  be- 
friended since — since " 

"Nevermind  that.  There's  uo  risk 
here,  nor  much  room  for  luck, good  or  bad.'' 
He  paused  a  second  or  two,  then  added — 

"I'm  thinking  we  can't  do  better  than 
shove  him  ashore  on  the  island  yonder." 

"On  Anticosti!"  said  Felborg,  with  a 
shudder. 

"  Ay,  why  not  ?  There's  always  a  store 
of  biscuit  and  fresh  water  in  the  log-houses, 
and  the  cruisers  touch  there  every  six  or 
seven  weeks  to  take  i)eo[)le  off.  He  has 
but  to  hoist  the  flag  to  show  he's  there." 

" 'i'here's  no  one  there  now,''  said  the 
Dane. 

"No.  I  saw  the  flag-slalT  bare  yester- 
day; but  what  does  that  matter?  a  fc'.v 
days  or  a  few  weeks  alour  are  l)etter  than 
what's  in  store  for  him  here.'' 

"I  don't  think  so.  No!  Beym  alia 
Devvelm  !  I'd  stand  the  bullet  at  three 
paces,  but  I'd  not  meet  that  negro  chap 
alone." 

"  Oh,  he's  dead  and  gone  this  many  a 
year,''  said  Halkett.     "  When   the  liodney 
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transport  was  wrecked  there,  two  years  last 
fall,  they  searched  the  island  from  end  to 
end,  and  couldn't  find  a  trace  of  him. 
They   were   seven    weeks    there,    and    it's 

pretty  clear  if  he  were  alive " 

"Ay,  just  so — if  he  were  alive." 
"  Nonsense,  man — you  don't  believe  those 
yarns  they  jret  uj)  to  frighten  the  boys  in 
the  cook's  galley." 

"It's  scarce  mercy,  to  my  reckoning," 
said  Fclboi-g,  "  to  take  the  lad  from  a 
quick  and  short  fate,  and  leave  him 
yonder  ;  l)uf,  if  you  need  my  help,  you 
shall  have  it." 

'•'  That's  enough,"  said  Halkett,  "go  on 
deck,  and  look  after  the  boat.  None  of 
our  fellows  will  betray  ns ;  and  in  the 
morning  we'll  tell  Sir  Dudley  that  he 
threw  himself  overboard  in  the  night,  in  a 
fit  of  frenzy.  He'll  care  little  Avhether  it's 
true  or  false." 

"  I  say,  Con — Con,  my  lad,"  said  Hal- 
i;ett  as  soon  as  the  otiier  had  mounted  the 
ladder  ;  "  wake  np,  my  boy,  I've  something 
to  tell  you." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  I,  wishing  to  spare 
time,  which  I  thought  might  be  precious, 
"  I've  been  dreaming  all  about  it." 

"  Poor  fellow,  his  mind,  is  wandering," 
muttered  Halkett  to  himself.  "  Come,  my 
lad,  try  and  put  on  your  clothes — here's 
your  jacket,"  and  with  that  he  lifted  me 
i'roni  my  hammock,  and  begun  to  help  me 
to  dress. 

"  I  Avas  dreaming,  Halkett,"  said  I, 
*'that  Sir  Dudley  sent  me  adrift  in  the 
punt,  and  fired  at  me  with  the  swivel,  but 
that  you  rowed  out  and  saved  me." 

"  That's  just  it  !  "  said  Halkett,  Avith  an 
energy  'that  showed  how  the  supposed 
dream  imposed,  upon  him. 

"  Y'ou  put  me  ashore  on  Anticosti, 
Halkett,"  said  I,  "  but  Avasn't  that  cruel  ! 
— the  Black  Boatswain  is  there." 

"Never  fear  the  Black  Boatswain,  my 
lad,  he's  dead  years  ago  ;  and  it  strikes  me 
you'll  steer  a  course  in  life,  where  old 
Avives'  tales  never  laid  down  the  soundings." 
""  I  can  always  be  brave  Avhen  I  want  it, 
Halkett,"  said  I,  letting  out  a  bit  of  my 
peculiar  philosophy  ;  but  i  saw  he  didn't 
imderstand  my  speech,  and  I  went  on  with 
my  dressing  in  silence. 

Halkett  meanwhile  continued  to  give  me 
advice  about  the  island,  and  the  log-houses, 
and  the  signal-ensign;  in  fact,  about  all 
that  could  possibly  concern  my  safety  and 
speedy  escape,  concluding  with  a  Avarning 
tome,  never  to  divulge  that  anything  but 
a  mere  accident  had  been  the  occasion  of 
my  being  cast  away.  "This  for  your  own 
sake  and  for  mine,  too.  Con,"  said  he,  "for 


one  day  or  other  he," — he  pointed  to  the 
after-cabin — "he'd  know  it,  and  then  it 
Avould  fare  badly  with  some  of  us." 

"Why  not  come  too,  Halkett  ?"  said  I, 
"  this  life  is  as  hateful  to  you  as  to 
myself." 

"  Hush,  boy,  no  more  of  that,"  said  he, 
Avith  a  degree  of  emotion  Avhich  I  had 
never  Avitnessed  in  him  before.  *•  Make 
yourself  Avarm  and  snug,  for  you  mustn't 
take  any  spai'e  clothes,  or'  you'd  be  sus- 
pected by  whoevci-  takes  you  off  the  island: 
here's  my  brandy-flask  and  a  tinder-box — 
that's  a  small  bag  of  biscuit — for  you'll 
take  six  or  seven  hours  to  reach  the  log- 
house — and  hero  is  a  pistol  with  some 
powder  and  'ball.  Come  along  noAv,  or 
shall  I  carry  you  up  the  laddei'?" 

"No,  I'm  able  enough  noAv,"  said  I, 
making  an  effort  to  seem  free  from  pain 
Avhile  1  stepped  nji  on  deck. 

I  Avas  not  prepared  for  the  affectionate 
leave-taking  Avhich  met  me  here  :  each  of 
the  crew  shook  my  hand  tAvice  or  thrice 
over,  and  there  Avas  not  one  did«not  press 
upon  me  some  little  gift  in  token  of 
remembrance. 

At  last  the  boat  was  lowered,  and 
Halkett  and  three  others  descended  noise- 
lessl}',  motioned  to  me  to  follow.  I  stepped 
boldly  over  the  side,  and,  Avaving  a  last 
good-bye  to  those  above,  sat  down  in  the 
stern  to  steer,  as  I  was  directed. 

It  was  a  calm  night,  Avith  nothing  of  a 
sea,  save  that  rolling  heave  ever  present  in 
the  Gulf-stream  ;  and  noAv  the  men 
stretched  to  their  oars,  and  we  darted 
SAviftly  on,  not  a  Avord  breaking  the  deep 
stillness. 

•Although  the  island  lay  Avithin  six  miles, 
Ave  could  see  nothing  of  it  against  the  sky, 
for  the  highest  point  is  little  more  than 
twelA'e  feet  above  the  water-level. 

I  have  said  that  nothing  Avas  spoken  as 
we  roAved  along  over  the  dark  and  sAvelling 
water;  but  this  silence  did  not  injpress  me 
till  I  saw  ahead  of  us  the  long  Ioav  outline 
of  the  dreary  island  shutting  out  the  hor- 
izon; then  a  sensation  of  sicke!:ing  desjair 
came  over  me.  Was  I  to  linger  out  a  fcAv 
short  hours  of  life  on  that  melancholy  spot, 
and  die  at  last  exhausted  and  broken- 
hearted ?  "  Was  this  to  be  tl;e  end  of  the 
brilliant  dream  I  had  so  often  revelled  in  ?  " 
"Ah,  Con!  "  said  I,  "  to  play  the  gsmie  of 
life,  a  man  must  have  capital  to  stand  its 
losses — its  runs  of  evil  foitune;  but  you  are 
ruined  with  one  bad  deal!" 

"Run  her  in  here!  in  this  creek!"  cried 
j  Halkett  to  the  men,  and  the  boat  glided 
I  into  a  little  bay  of  still  water  under  the  lee 
i  of  the  land,  and  then,  after  about  twenty 
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niimitcs'  stout  rowing,  her  keel  grated  on 
llio  rugged  shingly  slioi-e  of  Anticosti. 

"  We  cannot  land  you  dr^'-shod,  Con," 
.said  Ilalketf.  ''  it  shoals  for  some  distance 
here." 

'•  Xo  matter/'  said  I,  trying  to  affect  an 
easy,  jocular  air,  my  choking  throat  and 
swelling  heart  nuide  far  from  easy;  ''  for 
me  to  think  of  wet  feet,  would  be  like  the 
felon  at  the  dro[)  blowing  tlu;  froth  off  the 
j)orter  because  it  was  unwholesome!  " 

"  I've  better  hoj)es  of  you  than  that 
comes  to,  lad!"  said  he;  "but  good-bye! 
good-bye!"  lie  shook  my  hand  with  a 
grasp  like  a  vice,  and  sat  down  with  his 
back  towards  me;  the  others  took  a  kind 
farewell  of  me;  and  then,  shouldering  my 
little  bag  of  biscuit,  I  pressed  my  cap  down 
over  my  eyes,  and  stei)pcd  into  the  surf.  It 
was  scarcely  more  than  over  mid-leg,  but 
the  clay-like,  spongy  bottom  made  it  tii-e- 
some  walking.  I  had  only  gone  a  few  hun- 
dred yards,  when  a  loud  cheer  sti'uck  me; 
I  turned,  it  was  tlie  boat's  crew,  giving  me 
a  parting  salute.  1  tried  to  answer  it,  but 
my  voice  failed  me;  the  next  moment  they 
had  turned  tlic  point,  and  I  saw  them  no 
more! 

I  now  plodded  wearily  on,  and  in  about 
lialf  an  hour  reached  the  land;  and  whether 
Jroni  weariness,  or  some  strange  instinct  of 
security,  on  touching  shore,  I  know  not, 
but  I  threw  myself  heavily  down  uj'on  the 
shingly  stones,  and  slei)t  soundly;  ay,  and 
dreamed  too!  dreamed  of  fair  lands  far 
away,  such  as  I  have  often  read  of  in  books 
of  travels,  where  bright  flowers  and  deli- 
cious fruits  were  growing,  and  where  birds 
and  insects  of  gaudiest  colors  floated  past 
with  a  sweet  murmuring  song  that  made 
the  air  tremble. 

Who  has  not  read  "Robinson  Crusoe  ?" 
and  who  has  not  imagined  himself  com- 
bating with  some  of  the  difficulties  of  his 
fortune,  and  pictured  to  his  mind  what  his 
conduct  might  have  been  under  this  or  that 
emergency  'f 

No  si)eculations  arc  pleasanter,  when  in- 
dulged at  our  own  fireside,  in  an  easy  chair, 
after  having  solaced  our  '*  material  "  na- 
ture by  a  good  dinner,  and  satisfied  the 
"moral"  man  by  the  "City  Article," 
Avhicii  assures  us  that  the  Three  per  Cents 
are  rising,  and  that  Consols  for  the  Account 
are  in  a  very  prosperous  state.  Then,  in- 
deed, if  our  tlionghts  by  any  accident  stray 
to  the  shipwrecked  sailor,  they  arc  blended 
with  a  wholesome  })hilanthropy,  born  of 
good  digestion  and  fair  worldly  pros[iects  ; 
we  assure  ourselves  that  we  should  have 
made  precisely  the  same  exertions  that  he 
did,  and   comported   ourselves  in  all   the 


varied  walks  of  carpentei",  tailor,  hosier, 
sail-makei-,  and  boat-builder,  exactly  like 
him.  The  chances  are,  too,  that  if  acci- 
dentally out  of  temper  with  our  neighbors, 
we  cordially  acknowledge  that  the  retire- 
ment was  not  the  worst  featuix-  in  his  his- 
tory; and  if  ])rovoked  by  John  Thomas, 
the  footman,  we  arc  ready  to  swear  that 
there  was  more  gratitude  in  Friday's  little 
black  finger  than  in  the  whole  body  cor- 
])orate  of  flunkevs.  from  Richmond  to 
lilackwall. 

While  these  very  laudable  sentiments  are 
easy  enough  in  the  circnimstances  I  have 
mentioned,  they  are  marvellously  difficult 
to  practise  at  the  touch  of  stern  reality. 
At  least,  I  found  th^m  so,  as  I  set  out  to 
seek  the  ''Refuge"  on  Anticosti.  It  wius 
just  daybreak,  as,  somewhat  stiffened  with 
a  sleep  on  the  cold  beach,  and  sore  from  my 
recent  bruises,  I  began  my  march.  '"  Xor'- 
west  and  by  west"  was  Halkett's  vague  di- 
rection to  me,  but  as  I  had  no  compass,  I 
was  left  to  the  guidance  of  the  rising  sun 
for  the  cardinal  ])oints.  Kot  a  ]»ath,  nor 
track  of  any  kind  was  to  be  seen;  indeed 
the  surface  could  scarcely  have  borne  traces 
of  footsteps,  for  it  was  one  uniform  m;i.«s(d' 
slaty  shiuiile,  with  here  and  there  the  back- 
bone of  a  fish,  and  scattered  fragments  of 
sea-weed,  washed  up  by  the  storms,  on  this 
low  bleak  shore.  I  cannot  fancy  desolation 
more  {lerfecc  than  this  dreai-y  spot,  slightly 
undulating,  but  never  sutiicient  to  lose 
sight  of  the  sea;  not  a  particle  of  shelter 
to  be  found:  not  a  rock,  nor  even  a  stone 
large  enough  to  sit  u[)on  when  weary.  Of 
vegetation,  no  trace  could  be  met  with, — 
even  a  patch  of  moss,  or  a  lichen,  would 
have  beeu  a  blessing  to  see;  but  there  were 
neither.  At  last,  as  1  journeyed  on,  1  wan- 
dered beyond  the  sound  of  the  sea,  as  it 
broke  upon  the  low  strand,  and  then  the 
silence  became  actually  ai)palling;  but  a 
few  moments  back,  and  the  loud  booming 
of  the  breakers  stunned  the  ear,  and  now, 
as  I  stopped  to  listen,  1  could  hear  my  own 
heart,  as  in  full  thick  beat  it  smote  against 
my  ribs.  I  could  not  dismiss  the  impres- 
sion, that  such  a  stillness— thus  terrible, 
wouldin-evail  on  the  day  of  judgment:  when, 
after  the  graves  had  given  up  their  millions 
of  dead,  and  the  agcmizing  cry  for  mcrey 
had  died  away,  then,  as  in  a  moment  of 
dread  sus])ense,  the  air  would  be  motion- 
less, not  a  leaf  to  stir,  not  a  wing  to  cleave 
it.  Such  possession  of  me  did  this  notion 
take,  that  I  fell  upon  my  knees  and  sobbed 
aloud,  while,  with  tremt)ling  and  uplifted 
liands,  I  prayed  that  I  too  might  be  par- 
doned. 

So  powerful  is  the  influence  of  a  devo- 
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tioual  feeling,  no  inuiter  how-  associutod 
\\'\i\\  error,  how  tilloyed  by  the  dross  of 
sui)erstition,  that  1,  who  but  an  instant 
back  could  scarcely  drag  my  wearied  limbs 
along  for  very  despair,  became  of  a  sudden 
trustful  and  courageous.  Life  seemed  no 
longer  the  worthless  tiling  it  did  afew  min- 
utes before;  on  the  contrary,  1  was  ready 
to  dare  anything  to  preserve  it;  and  so, 
"with  renewed  vigor,  I  again  set  forward. 

At  each  little  swell  of  the  ground,  I  gazed 
eagerly  about  me,  hoping  to  see  the  log- 
hut,  but  in  vain;  nothing  but  the  same 
wearisome  monotony  met  my  view.  The 
sun  was  now  high,  and  I  could  easily  see 
that  I  was  following  out  the  direction  Hal- 
kett  gave  me,  and  whiijh  I  continued  tore- 
peat  over  and  over  lo  myself  as  I  went 
along.  This,  and  Avatching  my  shadow — 
the  only  one  that  touched  tlie  earth — were 
my  occupations.  It  may  seem  absurd,  even 
to  downj'ight  folly,  but  when  from  any 
change  in  the  direction  of  my  course  the 
shadow  did  not  fall  in  front  of  me,  where 
I  could  mark  it,  my  spirits  fell,  and  my 
heavy  he'art  grew  heavier. 

When,  however,  it  did  precede  mo,  I 
was  never  wearied  Avatching  how  it  dived 
down  the  little  slopes,  and  rose  again  on 
the  opposite  bank,  bending  Avith  each  swell 
of  the  ground.  Even  tliis  was  companion- 
ship— its  very  motion  smacked  of  life. 

At  length  I  came  upon  a  little  pool  of 
rain-water,  and,  though  far  from  clear,  it 
reflected  the  bright  blue  sky,  and  white 
clouds,  so  temptingly,  that  I  sat  down  be- 
side it  to  make  my  breakfast..  As  I  sat 
thus,  Hope  was  again  with  me,  and  I  fan- 
cied how, — in  some  long  distant  time, 
Avhen  favored  by  fortune,  and  jiossessed  of 
every  worldly  gift;  Avith  rank,  and  riches, 
and  honor, — I  should  remember  the  hour 
Avhen,  a  poor  friendless  outcast,  I  ate  my 
lonely  meal  on  iVnticosti.  I  fancied,  even, 
hoAv  friends  Avould  listen  almost  incredu- 
lously to  the  tale,  and  Avith  what  traits  of 
pity,  or  of  i)raise,  they  Avould  follow  me  in 
my  story. 

I  felt  1  was  not  doomed  to  die  in  that 
dreaiy  land,  that  my  own"  courage  would 
sustain  me;  and  thus  armed,  I  again  sot 
out. 

Although  I  Avalkod  from  daybreak  to 
late  evening,  it  Avas  only  a  short  time  be- 
fore darkness  closed  in  that  I  saw  a  bulky 
mass  straight  before  me,  Avhich  I  knew 
must  be  the  Log-house.  I  could  scarcely 
drag  my  legs  along  a  few  moments  before, 
but  now  I  broke  into  a  run,  and  witli  many 
a  stumble,  and  more  than  one  fall. — for  I 
never  turned  my  eyes  from  the  hut, — I  at 
last  reached  a  little  cleared  spot  of  ground, 


in  the  midst  of  which  stood  the   "Refuge 
house." 

\V  hat  a  moment  of  joy  Avas  that,  as,  nn- 
able  to  move  farther,  I  sat  down  upon  a 
little  bench  in  front  of  the  hut!  All  sense 
of  my  loneliness,  all  memory  of  my  desola- 
tion, AVas  lost  in  an  instant.  There  was  my 
lionie;  how  strange  a  word  for  that  sad- 
looking  hut  of  ])ine-logs,  in  a  lone  island, 
uninhabited!  A' o  matter;  it  Avould  be  my 
shelter,  and  my  refuge,  till  better  days 
came  round;  and,  with  that  stout  resolve, 
I  entered  the  great  roomy  apartment, 
Avhich,  in  the  settling  gloom  of  night, 
seemed  immense. 

Striking  a  light,  I  proceeded  to  take  a 
survey  of  my  territory,  which  I  rejoiced  to 
see  contained  a  great  metal  stove,  and  an 
abundant  su])p]y  of  bed-clothing,  precau- 
tions required  by  the  frequency  of  ships 
being  ice-bound  in  these  latitudes.  There 
Avere  several  casks  of  biscuits,  some  flour,  a 
large  chest  of  maize,  besides  three  large 
tanks  of  water,  supplied  by  the  rain.  A 
few  bags  of  salt,  and  some  scattered  objects 
of  clothing,  completed  the  catalogue, 
Avhich,  if  not  very  luxurious,  contained 
nearly  everything  of  absolute  necessity. 

I  lighted  a  good  fire  in  the  stove,  less 
because  I  felt  cold,  for  it  Avas  still  autumn, 
than  for  the  companionship  of  the  bright 
blaze  and  the  crackling  Avood.  This  done, 
1  proceedetl  to  make  myself  a  bed  on  one  of 
the  platforms,  arranged  like  bed-places 
round  the  Avails,  and  of  Avhich  1  saw  the  up- 
per ones  seemed  to  have  a  preference  in  the 
opinion  of  my  })rcdecessors,  since,  in  these, 
the  greater  part  of  the  bed-clothing  Avas  to 
be  found,  a  choice  I  could  easily  detect  the 
reason  of  in  the  troops  of  rats  which  walked 
to  and  fro,  Avitli  a  most  contemi)tuous  in- 
difference to  my  pi'csence;  some  of  them 
standing  near  me  Avhile  I  made  my  bed,  and 
looking,  as  doubtless  they  felt,  consider- 
ably surprised  at  the  nature  of  my  opera- 
tions. Promising  myself  to  open  a  spirited 
campaign  against  them  on  the  morrow,  I 
trimmed. and  lighted  a  lai-gc  lamp,  Avhich 
from  its  position  had  defied  their  attempt 
on  the  oil  it  still  contained;  and  then,  a 
biscuit  in  hand,  betook  myself  to  bed, 
Avatching  with  an  interest,  not,  I  own,  al- 
together pleasant,  the  gambols  of  these 
primitiA'e  natives  of  Anticosti. 

From  my  earliest  years  1  had  an  anti- 
pathy to  rats, — so  great,  that  it  mastered 
all  the  instincts  of  my  courage.  I  feared 
them  with  a  fear  I  should  not  have  felt  in 
presence  of  a  Avild  beast,  and  I  Avas  con- 
fident that,  had  I  been  attacked  vigorously 
by  even  a  single  rat,  the  natural  disgust 
Avould  have  rendered   me  unable  to  cope 
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with  him.  When  very  young,  I  rernenihered 
]ieariii<^    the    story    of    iin    officer,     who,  j 
desirous  of  visiting  the  vaults  under  St.  j 
Patrick's    (Miurch,   in   Dublin,    descended  | 
into  them  under  the  escort  of  the  sexton,  i 
By  some  chance    they  sejtarated  from  each  ' 
other,  and  the  sexton,  afier  in  vain  seeking! 
and  calling  for  his  companion  for  several 
liours,    concluded     that    he    had    already: 
returned  to   the  iipjx'r  aii- ;  and  so  he  re- j 
turned  also,  locking  and  barring  the  heavy  I 
door,  as  was  his  wont.      The  following  day  ' 
the  officer's  friends,  alarmed  at  his  absence, 
proceeded  to  make  search  for  him  through  i 
the  city,  and  at  last,  learning  that  he  had 
visited   the  cathedi-al,    went    thither,   and 
even  examined  the  vaults,  when,  what  was! 
their  horror    to    discover  a  portion  of  the  i 
brass  oi'namcnt  of  his  shako,  and  a  broken 
sword,  in  the  midst  of  several  hundreds  of  j 
rats  dead  and  dying, — (he  teri"il)le  I'cmains  | 
of  a  combat  that  must  have  lasted  for  hours.  \ 
This  story,  for  the  truth  of   which   some 
persons  yet  living  will  vouch,  I  heard  when 
a  mere  child,  and  jierhaps  to  its  inlluence 
may  I  date  a  species  of    terror  that  has  j 
always  been  too  much  for  either  my  reason  ! 
or  my  courage.  | 

If  I  slept,  then,  it  was   more  owing  to 
my  utter  weariness  and  exhaustion  than  to! 
that  languid  frame  of  mind  ;  and,  iilthongh  ! 
'too  tired  to  dream,  my  iii'st  waking  thought  j 
was   how  to  commence  hostilities  against 
the  rats.     As  to  any  pei'sonal  hand-to-hand  i 
action,  I  need  scarcely  sa}'^  I   declined  en- 
gaging in  such,    and   ni}'  supply  of  gnu- 1 
powder  being   scanty,    the    method    I  hit 
upon  was  to  make  a  species  of  grenade,  by 
inserting  a  quantity  of  ])owder  with  a  suf- 
ficiency of  broken  glass  into  a  bottle,  leav- 
ing an  aperture   through    the  cork  for  a 
fuze  ;    then  having  smeared  the  outside  of 
the  bottle  plentifully  with  oil,  of  which  1 
discoven^d  a  supply  in  bladders  sus])ended 
from    the  ceiling,   I  retired  to   my   berth, 
with  the  other  extremity  of  the  fuze  in  my 
hand,  ready  to  ignite  when  the    moment 
came. 

I  had  not  long  to  wait  ;  my  enemies, 
bold  from  long  impunity,  came  fearlessly 
forward,  and  surrounded  the  bottle  in 
myriads  ;  it  became  a  scene  like  an  election 
row,  to  witness  their  tumbling  and  rolling 
over  each  other.  Nor  could  1  bring  mself 
to  cut  short  the  festivity,  till  I  began  to 
entertain  fears  for  the  safety  of  the  bottle, 
which  alri'ady  seemed  to  be  loosened  from 
its  bed  of  clay.  Then  at  last  I  api)lied  a 
match  to  my  cord,  and  almost  before  I 
could  cover  my  head  with  the  blanket,  the 
flask  exploded,  with  a  crash  and  a  cry  that 
showed  me  its  success.     The    battle    field 


was  truly  a  terrible  sight,  for  the  wounded 
were  far  more  numerous  than  the  dead, 
and  I,  shame  to  say,  had  neither  courage 
nor  humanity  to  finish  their  sufferings,  but 
lay  still,  while  their  companions- drugged 
them  away  in  various  stages  of  suffering. 

I  at  first  supposed  that  this  was  an  (;x- 
ploit  that  could  only  succeed  but  once, 
and  that  the  well-known  sagacity  of  the 
creatures  would  have  made  them  avoid  so 
costly  a  temptation.  Nothing  of  the  kind; 
they  wore  perfect  Scythians  in  their  love  of 
oil ;  and  as  often  as  I  repeated  my  experi- 
ment, they  were  ready  to  try  their  fortunes. 
Or  perhaps  they  had  some  of  the  gambler's 
element  in  their  nature,  and  each  felt  that 
he  might  win  where  others  lost. 

I  had  made  Ilalkett  a  promise  that  for  a 
couple  of  davs,  at  least,  I  would  not  hoist 
the  signal  fiag.  lest  any  accident  should 
induce  Sir  Dudley  to  suspect  my  place  of 
refuge,  so  that  I  was  completely  reduced 
to  my  campaign  against  the  rats  for  occu- 
jiation  and  amusement.  So  far  as  I  coiUd 
discover,  the  little  island,  traverse  it  how  I 
would,  never  varied,  the  same  rise  and  swell 
of  surface,  clad  with  loose  stone,  lay  on 
every  side  ;  and  so  depressing  had  this 
mournful  uniformity  become  to  me,  that  I 
rarely  ventured  out  of  the  hut,  or,  when  1 
did,  it  was  to  sit  upon  the  little  bench  out- 
side the  door,  from  which  a  sea  view  ex- 
tended over  the  wide  waters  of  the  Gulf. 

To  sit  here  and  try  to  decipher  the 
names  cut  into  the  wood  was  my  constant 
occupation.  What  histories,  too,  did  I 
weave  of  those  who  carved  the.<e  letters  ; 
and  how  did  they  fix  themselves  in  my 
mind,  each  name  suggesting  an  identity, 
till  I  felt  as  if  I  had  known  them  inti- 
mately. Some  seemed  the  precious  work  of 
weeks  ;  and  it  was  ea.sy  to  see  that  after 
the  letters  were  cut,  the  sculptor  had  gone 
on  embellishing  and  ornamenting  his  work 
for  very  lack  of  labor.  Others,  again,  wrro 
mere  initials,  and  one  was  a  half-finished 
name,  leaving  me  to  the  per]ietu;d  doubt 
whether  he  had  been  rescued  from  its  cap- 
tivity, or  died  ere  it  was  completeil. 

Between  my- hours  si)ent  here  and  the 
little  duties  of  my  household,  with  usually 
three  or  four  explosions  against  mv  rats, 
the  day  went  over — I  will  not  say  rapidly, 
but  pass  it  did;  and  each  night  brought 
me  nearer  to  the  time  Avhen  I  should  hoist 
my  signal  and  hope — ay,  that  was  the 
great  su])porter  through  all — hope  for  res- 
cue. 

It  was  now  the  third  night  of  my  being 
on  the  island,  and  I  sat  at  my  lire,  trying 
to  invint  some  new  mode  for  the  destruc- 
tion of  my  enemies,  for  my  la^jt  charge  of 
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])0\v(]er  had  boon  expended.  I  had  notliiiig 
remaining  save  the  loading  in  my  pistol. 
It  was  true  that  I  Iiad  succeeded  to  a  great 
extent;  the  creatures  no  longer  appeared 
with  their  former  air  of  assurance,  nor  in 
large  bodies.  Their  army  was  evidently 
disorganized  ;  they  no  longer  took  the 
field  in  battalions,  but  in  scattered  guerilla 
parties,  without  discipline  or  courage. 
Even  had  my  ammunition  lasted,  it  is  more 
than  doubtful  that  my  tactics  would  have 
continued  to  have  the  same  success  :  they 
]uid  begun  to  dread  the  bottle,  like  a  re- 
formed drunkard.  Often  have  I  seen  them 
ap[)roach  within  a  few  feet  of  it,  and  wait 
])atiently  till  some  younger  and  more  ad- 
venturous spirit  would  venture  nearer,  and 
then,  at  the  slightest  stir — the  least  rust- 
ling of  my  bed-clothes — away  they  went  in 
full  career.  It  was  evident  that  the  secret, 
like  most  great  mysteries  of  the  same  kind, 
had  had  its  day.  This  v/as  consolatory, 
too,  as  I  had  no  longer  the  means  of  con- 
tinuing my  siege  operations  ;  while  the 
caution  and  reserve  of  the  enemy  suggest- 
ed a  system  of  defence  of  the  simplest,  but 
most  effectual,  kind,  which  was,  to  place 
a  certain  number  of  bottles  at  different 
parts  of  the  hut,  the  very  sight  of  which 
inspired  terror;  and  if  followed  by  any 
noise,  was  certain  to  secure  me,  for  some 
time  at  least,  from  all  molestation. 

Shall  I  tell  the  reader  how  this  stratagem 
first  occurred  to  me  ?  It  was  simply  thus  : 
— Ill  one  of  the  early  but  unrecorded  years 
of  my  history,  I  used  to  act  as  driver  to  the 
Moate  and  Kilbeggan  caravan — not,  indeed, 
as  the  recognized  coachee  of  that  very  ric- 
kety and  most  precarious  conveyance,  but 
as  a  kind  of  '"deputy  assistant"  to  the 
paid  official  ;  who,  having  a  wife  at  Kil- 
beggan, usually  found  some  excuse  for  stop- 
ping at  Clara,  and  sending  me  forwai'd 
with  the  passengers, — a  proceeding,  I  am 
bound  to  own,  not  over  consistent  with  hu- 
manity to  '-man  or  beast."  Many  were 
the  misadventures  of  that  luckless  con- 
veniency,  and  the  public  were  loud  in  their 
denunciations  of  it  ;  but  as  nobody  knew 
the  proprietors,  nor  did  the  most  searching 
scrutiny  detect  the  existence  of  a  ''way- 
l)ill,"  the  comjdaints  were  uttered  to  the 
wind,  and  I  was  at  full  liberty  ''  to  do  my 
stage"  in  three  hours,  or  one  half  the  time, 
as  I  fancied. 

The  passengers  at  length  learned  this 
valuable  fact,  and  found  that  greasing  my 
palm  was  a  sure  method  of  oiling  the  wheels. 
All  complaints  gradually  subsided  ;  in  fact, 
the  dumb  animals  were  the  only  ones  who  ! 
had  any  right  to  make  them.  I  drove  then 
at  a  very  brisk  pace — a  thriving  trade — the 


[caravan  became  po])ular,  and  my  fame 
I  rose,  as  tne  horses'  condition  declined. 
At  last  the  secret  was  discovered  ;  antl  in- 
stead of  my  im|)osing  v^hip  of  Ib'.ir  yards 
and  a  half  of  whi])  cord,  they  reduced  me 
to  a  stunted  bit  of  stick,  with  a  little  droop- 
ing lash  that  wouldn't  reach  the  tail  of  my 
one  leader.  My  receipts  fell  oft'  from  that 
hour  :  in  fact  instead  of  praises  and  six- 
pences, I  now  got  nothing  but  curses  and 
hard  names  ;  and  at  one  liill,near  "  Horse- 
leaj),"  which  I  used  in  my  prosperous  days 
to  "go  at"  in  a  slashing  canter,  amid  a 
sliower  of  encomiums,  I  was  now  obliged  to 
stagger  slowly  up,  with  four-and-twenty 
small  farmers,  and  maybe  a  priest,  in  full 
cry  at  my  sulkiness,  laziness,  incivility,  and 
other  good  gifts ;  and  all  this,  ay  and 
more,  for  lack  of  a  bit  of  whip-cord. 

I  have  been  told  that  very  great  people 
will  stoop  to  low  alliances  when  hard  press- 
ed :  even  cabinet  ministers,  1  believe,  have 
now  and  then  acknowledged  very  dubious 
allies.  Let  not  Con  Cregan,  then,  be  re- 
proached if  he  called  in  the  help  of  a  little 
barefooted  boy,  who  used  to  beg  on  the 
hill  of  Horse-leaj),  and  who,  at  the  sound 
of  the  api)roaching  caravan,  sallied  forth 
with  a  long  branch  of  an  ash  tree,  and  be- 
labored the  team  into  some  faint  resem- 
blance to  a  canter.  Through  this  auxiliary, 
I  recovered  in  part  my  long-lost  popularity, 
and  was  likely  to  be  again  reinstated  in 
public  favor,  when  my  assistant  caught 
the  measles,  and  I  was  once  more  reduced 
to  my  own  efforts. 

In  this  emergency  I  had  nothing  for  it 
but  a  stratagem,  and  so,  as  the  conveyance 
arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  the 
horses  dropping  their  heads,  were  gradual- 
ly subsiding  into  the  little  shuffling  amble 
that  precedes  a  slow  Avalk,  I  used  to  scream 
out  at  the  to])  of  my  voice  all  my  accus- 
tomed exhortations  to  the  boy.  ''Ah,  hit 
him  again,  Tommy, — into  him,  boy, — 
under  the  traces,  my  ladl — give  him  enough 
of  iti — welt  him  well.  11a!  there!"  ex- 
clamations that,  from  old  associations, 
always  stimulated  the  wretched  beasts  into 
a  canter  :  and  under  the  iinpression  of  this 
salutary  terror,  we  used  to  reach  the  top 
almost  as  speedily  as  in  the  old  days  of  the 
penal  code. 

The  same  device  now  aided  me  against 
the  rats  of  Anticosti;  and  if  any  one  will  say 
to  what  end  this  narrative  of  an  encounter 
so  insignificant,  my  answer  is,  that  whether 
in  the  St.  Lawrence  or  in  St.  Stephen's  rats 
are  far  more  formidable  than  their  size  or 
strength  would  seem  to  imply:  and  whethei' 
they  nibble  your  rags  or  your  reputation, 
their  success  is  invariably  the  same. 
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Tonr  (lays  had  now  clapsetl,  and  I  con- 
cluded Uiat  tlic  yacht  must  crc  this  have 
1)0011  rnilos  on  licr  voyage  up  the  i-ivor.  The 
noxt  nioi-iiiufr,  then,  I  should  venture  to 
hoist  the  sii>iial,  and  tiins  apprise  Ihojiass- 
ini;  ships  tluit  one  deserted  and  forlorn 
eroaturo,  at  least,  still  lingoi-ed  on  the  inis- 
orahle  island. 

I  sat  at  my  fire  till  a  late  hour.  T  was 
lower  in  spirits  than  usual.  I  had  watched 
the  Gulf  from  sunrise  to  sunset,  and  with- 
out seeing  one  sail  upon  its  surface.  A 
light  breeze  was  blowing  from  the  north- 
ward, and  on  this  I  suppo.^ed  many  of  the 
outward  vessols  would  he  borne  along,  but 
not  one  a[)peared.  From  time  to  time  a 
Hooting  cloud,  resting  for  a  moment  on  tlu; 
horizon,  would  assume  the  seijiblance  of  a 
ship,  but  at  length  I  gi'ow  accustomed  to 
these  deceptions,  and  sulfered  little  or  no 
disai>pointment  when  a  second  glance  at 
the  spot  failed  to  detect  them. 

Once  or  twice  the  thought  crossed  my 
mind  that  I  migiit  never  leave  tlie  island, 
that  winter  might  close  in,  and  the  Gulf  be 
frozen  before  I  could  make  my  escape;  and 
I  actually  shuddered  at  the  very  notion  of 
a  fate  so  t(UTible.  I  cowered  nearer  to  the 
(ire  as  the  flame  subsided,  and  was  sitting 
with  my  hands  outstretched  over  the  blaze, 
when  the  sudden  crash  of  one  of  the  bottles 
behind  st;i,rtled  me.  Were  the  rats  already 
regaining  courage  in  anticipation  of  the 
time  when  I  could  no  longer  resist  them  ? 
With  this  idea  I  turned  my  head  round. 
The  flame  threw  a  long  ray  of  light  upon 
the  floor  as  I  moved,  and  in  the  midst  of 
this  I  behold,  at  a  distance  of  about  three 
yards  off.  a  large  black  head,  with  two  im- 
mense and  bloodshot  eyes,  glaring  fixedly 
at  me.  It  seemed  to  rise  out  of  the  earth, 
above  which  ic  rose  scarcely  more  than  a 
foot  in  height. 

Paralyzed  by  terror,  I  could  not  stir.  I 
could  scarcely  breathe,  as  with  a  slow  and 
nodding  motion  the  larg(i  black  face  came 
ju-arer;  and  now  I  could  see  that  it  was  a 
man — a  negro — who  on  hands  and  knees 
Avas  slowly  creeping  towards  me.  Over- 
whelmed by  fear  as  1  was,  I  noted  the  fea- 
tures, as  mai'ked  by  age  and  worn  by  want; 
they  resembled  those  of  a  wild  beast  rather 
than  of  a  human  creature.  ^lore  from  the 
force  of  a  mere  moolKinical  impulse,  than 
with  any  notion  of  defeneo.  for  which  my 
terror  totally  incapacitated  me.  Iliad  drawn 
my  pistol  from  my  bosom,  and  held  it  point- 
ed towards  him.  '*No  firel — no  fire!" 
cried  the  creature,  in  a  low  faint  voice,  and 
at  the  same  time,  Avliile  resting  on  one 
iiand,  he  hold  up  with  the  other  a  long 
bright  knife  in  an  attitude  of  menace. 


'  "  No  nearer,  then!  "  screamed  I,  as  I  fell 
back  beside  the  stove,  and  still  kept  my 
eyes  fixed  upon  him.  whom  now  I  knew  to 
be  the  Black  Boatswain:  and  tlais  we  re- 
mained, e:icli  watching  iheothor,  while  the 
fire  llic;kered  and  threw  its  fitful  glai-e  over 
the  gloomy  sjiace  ai'ound  us.  As  we  were 
thus,  I  saw,  or  I  thought  I  saw,  the  nogi-o 
stealthily  drawing  up  his  legs,  as  if  for  a 
spring,  and  in  my  terror  I  believe  I  should 
have  pulled  the  trigger,  when  suddenly  the 
knife  dropped  from  his  hand,  and  jtointing 
with  his  finger  to  his  diy,  cracked  lips,  he 
said,  "  A-i)oirc  " — water. 

The  look  of  earnest,  almost  ))assionate 
entreaty  of  the  ])Oor  creatui'e's  face — the 
expression  of  want  and  misery,  stiaiggling 
with  a  faint  hope,  as  he  uttered  these 
words, routed  all  fears  for  myself;  and  filling 
a  cup  from  the  tank  with  water,  I  emptied 
the  last  remaining  drops  of  my  brandy- 
flask  into  it,  and  held  it  to  his  mouth. 

He  swallowed  it  greedily;  and  then  clasp- 
ing my  wi-ist  with  his  gaunt  and  bony  fin- 
gers, held  mc  fast  for  a  few  seconds,  while 
he  recovered  his  breath;  at  last,  with  an 
effort  that  seemed  almost  convulsive,  he 
said  some  words  in  Spanish,  which  I  could 
not  understand.  I  sliook  my  head  to  show 
him  my  ignorance  of  the  language,  and 
then  fixing  his  eye  full  upon  me,  he  said, 
''Alone,  hei'c?  boy  alone?" 

Understanding  that  this  referred  to  my- 
self, I  answered  at  once,  that  I  was  alone, 
and  had  been  deserted  by  my  companions. 

"  Bad  men,  white  men!"  cried  he, gnash- 
ing his  teeth  savagely;  while  again  he 
]iointed  to  his  lips,  and  muttered,  "  water!  " 
I  endeavored  to  free  myself  from  his  grasp  • 
to  fill  the  cup  once  more;  but  he  held  me 
firmly,  and  showed  by  a  sign  that  he  wish- 
ed me  to  assist  him  to  reach  the  tank.  I 
accordingly  stoofied  down  to  help  h.ini.  and 
now  jierceived  that  he  c<uild  do  liltk'  more 
than  drag  his  legs  forward  and  su jiport 
himself  on  his  knees;  being  either  wholly 
or  in  part  jiaralyze*!  from  his  hips  down- 
wards. "  Ah,  ifoco!  "  cried  he,  twice  or 
thrice,  and  then  changed  to  tlA)  Avord 
"  Feu!  "  ''  Le  feu!"  on  which  his  gaze  was 
fixed  Avith  a  horrid  earnestness. 

It  was  )iot  Avithout  labor  and  much  exer- 
tion that  I  succeeded  in  di-aggiiig  him  near 
the  embers  of  the  fire  ;  but  having  done  so, 
1  quickly  replenished  the  dying  Ihune,  and 
fanning  it  with  mv  hat.  soon  succeeded  in 
making  a  chei'rful  blaze  once  more.  "  Buo- 
no!  goot!  goot!"sai(l  he,  several  times,  as 
h(>  hold  his  shrivelleil  and  wasted  fingers 
almost  into  the  fire. 

"Are  you  hungry?''  said  I,  bending 
down  to  make  myself  heard. 
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He  nodded  twice. 

"Can  you  eat  biscnii:?  I  have  nothing 
else."  said  1 ;  for  I  half  feared  tliat  t!ie 
hard  dry  food  would  be  impracticable  for 
his  almost  toothless  jaws. 

He  said  something  about  "Guisado," 
once  or  twice  ;  and  at  last  made  a  sign, 
that  I  understood  to  mean  that  the  biscuit 
might  be  softened  in  water  for  him.  And 
with  that  I  placed  a  ]wt  of  Water  on  the 
fire,  and  soon  saw  by  the  expression  of  his 
eye  that  I  had  divined  his  meaning. 

As  I  c(»ntinued  to  blow  the  fire,  and  oc- 
casionally examined  the  water  to  see  if  it 
boiled,  I  could  ma,rk  that  the  negro's  eyes 
never  once  quitted  me,  but,  -with  a  restless 
activity,  followed  me  wherever  I  went,  or 
whatever  I  did  ;  and,  although  from  his 
age,  and  the  dreadful  infii-mity  ho  labored 
under,  I  felt  I  should  prove  his  equal  in 
any  struggle,  I  own  that  I  cast  many  a 
sidelong  look  towards  him,  lest  he  should 
take  me  by  sur]irise.  That  ho  was  the  no- 
torious Black  13oa,tswain  of  v.hom  I  had 
heard  so  much,  I  had  no  doubt  whatever ; 
and  I  felt  not  a  little  vain  of  my  own 
courage  and  presence  of  mind,  as  I  saw 
myself  so  j^ossessed  and  collected  in  such 
company. 

"Give!  give!"  cried  he,  impatiently,  as  I 
examined  the  mess  of  steei)ing  biscuit,  and 
for  which  he  seemed  ravenously  eager;  and 
at  length  I  removed  it  from  the  fii'c,  and 
placed  it  before  him.  Such  voracity  as  iiis 
I  never  Avitnessed,  save  in  the  case  of  Sir 
Dudley's  lions  ;  he  crammed  the  food  with 
l)Oth  hands  into  his  mouth,  and  devoured 
it  with  with  all  the  savage  earnestness  of  a 
wild  beast.  Twice  was  I  obliged  to  re- 
plenish the  mess  ;  and  each  time  did  it 
vanish  with  the  same  dispatch. 

He  now  lay  back  on  one  arm,  and,  half 
closing  his  eyes  appeared  as  if  he  was  going 
asleep  ;  but  at  the  least  stir  or  movement 
on  my  part,  I  saw  that  his  wild  red-streak- 
ed eyes  followed  me  at  once. 

Halkett  had  given  me  a  little  bag  of  to- 
bacco at  parting,  saying,  that  although  1 
was  no  smoker,  I  should  soon  learn  to  be- 
come one  in  my  solitude.  This  I  now  pro- 
duced, and  offered  him  a  handful. 

The  dark  features  were  immediately 
lighted  up  with  an  almost  frantic  ex))res- 
sion  of  pleasure,  as  he  clutched  the  i)j'ecious 
weed  ;  and  tearing  off  a  fragment  of  the 
paper,  he  rolled  it  into  the  shape  of  a  ciga- 
rette. 

"  No  smoke?"  asked  he,  as  T  sat  watch- 
ing his  preparations. 

1  shook  my  head.  '•  Ah! "'  cried  he,  lay- 
ing down  the  tobacco  before  him.  "Te- 
hoka,  here!"  said  he,  pointing  to  it. 


''I  don't  understand,"  said  I  ;  "what 
is  Tell  oka  I-'  " 

"  Bad !  bad !  "  said  he,  shaking  both  hands, 

"weed    make   negro    so ,  so ,"  and 

he  opened  his  mouth  wide,  and  dropped 
his  arms  heavily  backAvards,  to  represent 
sickness,  or  perhaps  death. 

"No,  no,"  said  I;  "this  is  good,  a 
friend  gave  it  to  me." 

"  Smoke/' said  he,  pushing  it  over  to- 
wards me  ;  and  I  saw  now  that  my  abstain- 
ing had  excited  his  suspicions. 

"If  you  like,  I  will  smoke,"  said  T,  set- 
ting to  work  to  manufacture  a  cigar  like 
his  own. 

He  sat  eyeing  me  all  the  while  ;  and 
when  I  proceeded  to  fill  it  with  tobacco,  ho 
lear.ed  over  to  sec  that  I  did  not  attem])t 
any  sleight  of  hand  to  deceive  him. 

"Will  that  do?"  said  I,  showing  him 
the  little  ])aper  tube. 

"  Smoke,"  said  he,  gravely. 

It  was  only  after  watching  me  for  several 
minutes,  that  he  took  courage  to  venture 
himself  ;  and  even  then  he  scrutinized  the 
tobacco  as  keenly  as  though  it  demanded 
all  his  acuteness  to  prevent  stratagem. 
At  length,  he  did  begin  ;  and  certainly 
never  did  anything  seem  to  effect  a  more 
powerful  and  more  immediate  influence. 
The  fiery  restless  eyes  grew^  heavy  and  dull; 
the  wide-distended  nostrils  ceased  to  dilate 
with  their  former  convulsive  motion.  His 
cheek,  seamed  with  privation  and  passion, 
lay  flaccid  and  at  rest,  and  a  look  of  letiiar- 
gic  ease  stole  over  all  the  features  one  by 
one,  till  at  last  the  head  fell  forward  o)i  his 
chest;  his  arm  slip])cd  softly  from  beneath 
him,  and  he  rolled  heavily  back— sunk  in 
the  deepest  sleep. 

I  soon  abandoned  my  tobacco  now,  which 
had  already  begun  to  produce  a  feeling  of 
giddiness  and  confusion,  very  unfavorable 
to  cool  determination — sensations  which 
did  not  subside  so  readily  as  I  could  have 
wished  ;  for  as  I  sat  gazing  on  my  swarthy 
companion,  fancies  the  wildest  and  most 
absurd  associated  themselves  with  the 
strange  reality.  The  terrible  tales  I  once 
listened  to  about  the  "Black  Boatswain" 
came  to  mingle  with  the  present.  The 
only  remnant  of  right  reason  left  prompted 
me  to  keep  up  my  fire  ;  a  certain  terror  of 
being  alone,  and  in  the  dark,  with  the 
negro,  predominating  over  every  other 
thought. 

By  the  briglit  blaze,  which  soon  arose,  I 
could  now  mark  the  enormous  figure, 
which,  in  all  the  abandonment  of  heavy 
slumber,  lay  outstretched  befoi'e  me. 
Although  it  was  evident  he  was  very  old, 
the  gigantic   limbs  showed  what  immense 
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Rtrenj^th  lio  mii.^t  luivo  possessed  ;  while  in 
the  sevenil  wljiix'  cicatrices  tliat  marked 
liis  flesii,  I  could  reckon  a  great  number  of 
wounds  some  of  them  of  fearful  extent. 
The  only  covering  he  wore  was  a  ])iece  of 
sail-cloth  wrapped  round  his  body  ;  over 
this  he  had  a  l)lanket,  through  a  round 
hole  in  which  his  hcail  issued,  like  as  in  a 
Mexican  poncho,  leaving  his  sinewy  limljs 
perfectly  naked.  A  bit  of  ragged,  worn 
linnling — part,  as  it  seemed,  of  an  old 
union-jack — was  bound  round  his  liead, 
and,  in  its  showy  colors,  served  to  eiihaiu'C 
the  stern  expression  of  his  harsh  features. 

As  my  senses  became  clearer,  I  began  to 
imagine  how  it  liappencd  that  be  came  to 
the  hut,  since  in  all  the  narratives  I  iuul 
heard  of  him,  the  greatest  doubt  existed 
that  he  was  still  living,  so  effectually  did 
he  manage  his  concealment.  At  last  by 
ditit  of  much  thought,  I  hit  u]Ton  what  I 
suspected  to  be  the  real  solution  of  the 
diffi'-ulty,  which  was.  that  he  was  ac- 
customed to  venture  hither  wheuever  the 
sign;i.l-flag  was  not  hoisted  ;  aiul  as  I  had 
not  done  so,  that  he  was  under  the  belief 
that  he  was  the  only  living  man  on  the 
island. 

That  he  must  have  contrived  his  hiding- 
place  with  great  success  wae  clear  enough; 
for  whether  the  allegations  against  him 
were  true  or  false,  they  were  so  universally 
believed  by  sailors,  that  if  he  had  been 
discovered  they  would  unquestionably  have 
carried  him  off  to  Quebec.  It  was  now  in 
mil  power  "  to  do  the  state  this  service  :'' 
and  I  began  to  canvass  with  myself  all  the 
reasons  for  and  ag.iinst  it.  If  on  the  one 
hand,  it  reminded  me  of  the  old  legends  I 
usod  to  read  about  striplings  that  led 
ci4)tive  huge  giants  or  fierce  dragons,  on 
the  other.  1  felt  it  would  be  a  species  of 
treachery  to  one  who  had  eaten  bread  from 
my  hands.  Besides,  to  what  end — even 
supposing  him  guilty  to  any  extent — to 
what  end  bring  him  now  to  justice,  when 
a  few  days,  or  hours,  ])erhaps,  w'ould  close 
a  life  whose  suffering  was  manifest  enough! 
Ami  lastly,  was  I  so  certain  of  escape  my- 
self, that  1  already  ])lotted  carrying  away 
a  prisoner  with  me  ?  Tiie  last  rellection 
sived  me  the  trouble  of  thinking  much 
more  on  the  others  ;  and  so  1  fell  a  jionder- 
ing  over  myself  and  my  destitution. 

Not  loiig  was  I  permitted  to  indulge  in 
such  reveries  ;  for  the  negro  uow  began  to 
dream,  and  talk  aloud  with  a  rapidity  of 
utterance  and  vehemence  very  different 
from  the  monosyllabic  efforts  he  had 
favored  me  with!  As  the  language  was 
•Spanish,  I  could  catch  nothing  of  his 
meaning;  but  I  could  see  that  some  fearful 


reminiscence  was  agitating  his  mind  by  the 
working    of    iiis    lingers,  and    the    violent 
I  contortions  of  his  face. 
I      In  the  struggle  of  his  paroxvsm — for  it 
j  was    really  little    less — he    tore  open  the 
I  coarse   rag  of  canvas  that  he  wore,  and  I 
could  ])erceivc  something  fastened    round 
his  neck  by  a  ])itce  of  simn-yarn.     At  first 
1  I  thought  it  one  of  those  charms  that  sea- 
men are  so  fond  of  carrying  about  them — 
amulets,  against  Heaven  knows  what  kind 
'  of   dangers  :    but,    on     stooping   down,    I 
perceived  it  was  an  old'leatlier  ])ocket-book, 
j  which  once  had  been  red,  but  by  time  and 
'  dirt  was  almost  black. 

More  than  once  he  clutched   ibis   in  his 

hand,  with  a  wild   energy,  as  if  it  was  liis 

\  heart's  treasui-e,  and  then  the  great  drojis 

'  of  sweat  would  start  out  ujion  his  forehead, 

and    his   parted    lii)S    would    quiver    with 

\  agony.     In  one  of  these  struggles,  he  tore 

the  book  from   the  cord,  and   opening  it, 

!  seemed  to  seek   for  something   among  its 

contents.     The  rapidity  of  the  mo\i3ment, 

and    the    seeming   collectedness   of    every 

\  gesture, made  me  believe  that  he  was  awake; 

but  I  soon  saw  that  his  great  and  staring 

eye-balls  were  not  turned  to  the  spot,  but 

were  fixed  on  vacancy. 

His  motions  were  now  more  and  more 
j  hurried  :    at  one  time  his  fingers    would 
turn  over  the  papers  in  the  pocket-book, 
I  at  another  he  would  groj)e  with  his  hand 
I  along  the  ground,  and  pat  tb.o  earth  down 
with   his  palm,  iv-  if,  having  buried  some- 
I  thing  in  the  earth,  he  would  conceal  every 
I  trace  of  it  from  discovery;    and  at  these 
I  moments  the  Sjianish  word  "oro" — gold  — 
I  would  escape  him  in  a  half-sigh,  and  this, 
I  and  the  word  "  Ouajaqualla,"  were  the  only 
Jones  I  could  catch  :  but  my  mind  retained 
I  both  for  many  a  day  after. 
I      At  last  he  crushed  the  papers  hurriedly 
!  together,  and  closed  the  pocket-book  :  but 
I  in  doing  so  a  single  inj»of  paper  fell  to  thp 
j  ground.      I   leaned    over,   and    caught   it; 
and    br   the   light  of    the   fire  I   read  the 
following   lines,  which   were  in   jirint,  and 
ap})areutly  cut  from  the  column  of  a  news- 
paper:— 

''OXK   TIIOUS.VXD    DOT.L.Vns    REWAUD. 

'•'  Any  one  will  be  entitled  to  the  above 
reward  who  may  detect,  or  give  such  infor- 
mation as  may  lead  to  the  detection,  of 
Menelaus  Crick,  a  negro  slave,  aged  forty- 
eight;  he  stands  six  feet  two  high:  broad 
chest  and  shoulders,  the  right  higher  than 
the  left;  has  marks  of  the  lash  on  back, 
and  two  cutlass  scars  on  the  face;  the 
great  toe  of  the  left  foot  is  wanting,  and 
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he  walks  occasionully  with  difiiculty,,  from 
a  gunshot  wound  in  the  spine. 

"  As  he  is  a  felh)\v  of  resolute  character, 
and  great  strength,  all  persons  are  hereby 
wui-ned  not  to  attempt  his  capture,  save  ia 
sufficient  numbers,  lie  was  last  seen  at 
San  Luis,  and  is  supposed  to  have  gone  in 
the  direction  of  Guajaqualla,  where  it  is 
said  he  worked  once  as  a  gold-waslicr. 

"Address — The  Office  of  the  Picayune 
— Letter— T.  G—  B.     New  Orleans/" 

There  were  a  few  Avords  in  Spanish 
scrawled  on  the  back. 

"  Here  is  the  man  I  "  said  I,  looking 
down  on  the  slcei)!ng  figure;  "who  would 
have  thought  a  thousand  dollars  could  be 
made  of  him?*'  Not,  indeed,  that  I  spec- 
ulated on  such  an  unholy  gain. — N'o,  the 
very  offer  enlisted  my  sym])athi(?s  in  favor 
of  the  poor  wretch;  besides,  how  many 
years  ago  must  that  advertisement  have 
appeared;  he  was  forty-eight  at  that  time, 
and  now  his  age  might  be  nigh  eighty.  My 
curiosity  became  intense  to  see  the  contents 
of  the  pocket-book,  from  which  1  could 
fancy  abundant  materials  to  eke  out  the 
negro's  history.  I  am  afraid  that  nothing 
but  the  terror  of  discovery  prevented  my 
stealing  it.  I  even  planned  how  it  might 
be  done  without  awaking  him;  but  the  long 
bright  knife  whicli  glistened  in  the  strap 
of  his  blanket  admonished  me  to  prudence, 
and  I  abstained. 

My  fire  waxed  fainter  as  the  dawn  drew 
nigh,  and  as  I  was  afraid,  of  sleep  coming 
over  me,  I  stepped  noiselessly  from  the  hut, 
and  gained  the  open  air.  My  first  occupa- 
tion was  to  hoist  tiie  signal;  and  as  it  rose 
into  the  air,  I  watched  its  massive  folds  un- 
furling, with  a  throb  of  hope  that  gave  me 
new  courage.  The  standard  was  very  lofty, 
and  stood  upon  a  mound  of  earth;  and  as 
tlie  flag  itself  was  large,  I  had  every  i-eason 
to  think  it  could  not  escape  notice.  Scarce- 
ly, indeed,  had  I  made  fast  the  halyard, 
than  I  beheld  on  the  very  verge  of  the  iior- 
izon  what  seemed  to  be  a  vessel.  'J'he 
moment  of  sunrise,  like  that  of  sunset,  is 
peculiarly  favorable  to  distinct  vision,  and. 
as  the  pink  line  of  dawn  sheeted  over  the 
sea,  the  dark  object  stood  out  clear  and 
sharp;  but  the  next  moment  the  glare  of 
brighter  day  covered  sky  and  Avater  to- 
gether, and  I  could  no  longer  see  the  ship. 

In  my  anxiety  to  try  and  earch  sight  of 
it  from  another  sjiot,  I  hastened  down  to 
the  shore;  but  already  a  rosy  tint  was 
spread  over  the  wide  sea,  and  nothing  was 
discernible  except  the  heaving  waves  and 
the  streaked  sky  iibove  them. 

I  sat  upon  a  i-ock  straining  my  eyes,  but 
to  no  purpose;  and  at  last  the  cold  raw  air 


pierced  through  me,  and  I  remembered 
that  I  had  left  my  jacket  in  the  hut.  But 
for  tliis,  indeed,  1  would  not  have  returned 
to  it, — for,  without  absolute  fear  of  the 
negro,  his  re])ulsive  features,  and  scowling 
look,  made  his  companionship  far  from 
pleasurable.  Ilis  suspicion  of  me,  too, 
might  have  led  him  to  some  act  of  violence, 
and  therefore  I  determined,  if  I  were  even 
to  seek  shelter  in  the  Refuge-house  at  the 
other  end  of  the  island,  I  would  not  go  back 
to  this  one. 

It  was  some  time  before  I  could  summon 
courage  to  venture  back  again;  and  even 
when  I  had  reached  the  door,  it  Avas  not 
without  a  struggle  with  myself  that  I  dared 
to  enter.  The  daylight  was  now  streaming 
in,  across  the  long  and  dreary  chainbe)-, 
and,  encouraged  by  this,  I  stepped  across 
the  threshold.  My  first  glance  was  towards 
the  stove,  where  I  had  left  him  lying 
asleep.  The  fire  had  burned  out,  and  the 
negro  was  gone!  With  cautious  steps,  and 
many  a  prying  glance  around,  I  ventured 
forwai'd,  my  heart  thumjuiig  v/ith  a  fear  I 
cannot  explain, — since  his  very  pi'esencc 
had  not  caused  such  terror;  but  lunvhero 
was  he  to  be  found — not  a  ti'ace  of  him  re- 
mained. Indeed,  were  it  not  for  the  scrap 
of  printed  paper,  Avhich  I  had  carefully 
preserved,  I  should  have  believed  the  whole 
events  of  the  night  to  be  the  mere  fancies 
of  a  dream. 

Twice  was  I  obliged  to  take  it  from  my 
pocket  and  read  it  over,  to  assure  myself 
that  I  Avas  not  pursuing  some  hallucination 
of  sleep:  and  if  I  felt  convinced  that  the 
events  Avere  real,  and  had  actually  hap- 
pened, I  will  frankly  own  that  tlie  reality 
inspired  me  with  a  sense  of  fear  Avhich  no 
memory  of  a  mere  vision  coidd  have  in- 
spii'cd. 

Daylight  is  a  bold  companion.  hoAvever, 
and  where  night  Avould  make  the  heartbeat 
fast,  and  the  cheek  pale,  the  sun  will  give 
a  strong  pulse  and  a  ruddy  face.  This  I 
could  not  help  feeling,  as  I  acknowledged 
to  myself  tliat  had  it  been  yet  dark,  I  had 
rather  have  perished  with  cold  than  sought 
for  my  jacket  within  the  hut. 

At  last,  grown  bolder,  I  iiad  even  courage 
to  seek  for  the  uegro  on  every  side.  I  ex- 
amined the  berths  along  tht;  walls;  I  search- 
ed the  recesses  beside  the  biscuit-casks  ;  I 
removed  planks  and  turned'  over  sails, 
but  Avithout  success.  The  difficulty  Avith 
which  ho  moved  made  this  seem  doubly 
strange,  and  satisfied  me  that  his  place  of 
concealment  could  not  be  far  off  ;  nay,  pos- 
sibly, at  that  very  moment  he  might  be 
actually  Avatchiiig  me,  and  Avaitmg  for  a 
favorable  instant  to  pounce  \\\)0\\  me.     This 
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dreiid  iticrcascd  as  my  search  conl  iiiued  to  | 
be  fruitless  ;  so  tliat  1  abuiuloned  the  pur-  j 
suit,  assured  that  1  had  done  cvei-ythiu^^  j 
that  could  have  Jxrn  asked  eitlior  of  my  | 
(•ou rage  or  liumanity,  nor  was  I  sorry  to 
assure  myself  that  I  luid  done  enough. 

My  interest  in  tiie  subject  was  soon  su- 1 
perseik'd  l)y  one  nearer  to  my  lieart ;    for  : 
as  [  left  Mie  liut  1  beheld,  ab<nit  four  miles  | 
off,  a  largo  threr-nuistcd  vessel  bearing  np| 
the  f;uir,  will)  all  her  canvas  spread.      For-  j 
getting    the  distance,  and  everything  save] 
my  longing  to  be  free.  1  ascended   a  little  i 
oininence,  and  shouted  with  all  my  might,  ; 
waving  my  handkerchief  back  and  forward  \ 
above   my   head.  •    I   cannot   describe    tlie 
transport  of  deliglit  I  felt,  at  perceiving 
that  a  flag  was  iioisted  to  the  main  peak, 
and  soon  after  lowered — a  recognition  of 
the  signal  which  floated  abi)ve  me.     I  even 
cried    aloud   Avith    joy,    and    then,   in    thej 
eagerness  of  my  ecstasy,  I  set  off  along  the 
.<:horo,  seeking  out  the  best  place  for  a  boat 
lo  run  in. 

Never  did  a  shi})  appear  so  glorious  an 
object  to  my  eyes  ;  her  sjiars  seemed  morO 
(aper,  her  sails  more  snowy,  her  bearing 
[)i-()uder,  than  ever  a  vessel  owned  before  ; 
:ind  when  at  length  1  could  distinguish  the 
ligures  of  men  in  the  rigging,  my  heart 
iietnally  leaped  to  my  mouth  with  de- 
light. 

'At  last  she  backed  her  topsail,  and  now 
I  saw  shooting  out  from  beneath  licr  tall 
sides  a  light  i)innace,  that  skimmed  the 
water  like  a  sea-binl.  As  if  they  saw  me, 
they  headed  exactly  towards  where  I  stood, 
and  ]-an  the  cral't  into  a  little  bay  just  at 
my  feet.  A  crew  of  four  sailors  and  cox- 
swain now  jumped  ashore,  and  advanced 
towards  me. 

"  Are  there  many  of  you?"  said  the  cox- 
swain, gruffly,  and  as  though  nothing  were 
a  commoner  occurrence  in  life  than  to  res- 
cue a  poor  forloi'n  fellow-creature  from  an 
uninhabited  rock. 

''1  am  alone,  sir,'"  said  I,  almost  burst- 
ing into  tears,  for  mingled  joy  and  disap- 
l)ointment';  for  I  was,  1  own  it,  disa]i[)oint- 
cd  at  the  want  of  sympathy  for  my  lone 
condition . 

"  \Yhat  ship  did  you.  belong  to,  boy?" 
asked  ho,  as  shortly  as  before. 

"A  yacht,  sir— -the  Firefi/.'' 

"  Ah,  that's  it ;  so  they  shoved  you  ashore 
here.  That's  wluit  comes  of  sailing  with 
gentlemen,  as  they  calls  'em.*' 

*'No,  sir  ;  we  landed — a  few  of  us — 
during  a  calm -" 

"Ay,  ay,"  he  broke  in,  '•  I  know  all  that 
— the  oldstory  ;  you  hmded  to  shoot  rab- 
bits, and  somehow  jou  got  sej)arated  from 


the  others  ;  the  wind  sprung  up  m.eanliine 
— the  yiicht  ilred  a  gun  to  come  off — el;, 
isn't  that  iti  Come,  my  lad,  no  gammcn 
with  me.  You're  s(jme  infernal  young 
ficamii  that  was  '  had  up  '  for  i)unishme»U, 
and  they  either  put  you  ashore  here  for  the 
rats,  or  you  jumped  overboard  yourself,  and 
floated  hither  on  a  spare  hen-coop.  But. 
never  mind — we'll  give  you  a  run  to  Qu  - 
bee  ;  jump  in." 

I  followed  the  oiider  with  alacrity,  an<l 
soon  found  myself  on  board  the  Hampden 
tiansixirt,  Avbich  was  conveying  the — th 
liegiment  of  Foot  to  Canada. 

'•  No  one  but  this  here  boy,  sir,"  said  the 
coxswain  ;  shoving  me  befoi'e  him  toward.s 
the  skipi)er,  who,  amidst  a  crowd  of  officers 
in  undress,  sat  smoking  on  the  after-deck. 

A  very  significant  grunt  seemed  to  imply 
that  tlie  vessel's  way  was  lost  for  a  very 
slight  cause. 

'•  lie  says  as  how  he  belonged  to  a  yacht, 
sir,''  resnmed  the  coxswain. 

''Whose  yacht,  boy?"  asked  one  of  the 
officers. 

"  Sir  Dudlev  r>roughton's,  sir  ;  the  Fire- 
/y/'suidl. 

'•Broughton!  Broughton!"  said  an  old 
shrewd-looking  man,  in  a  foraging  cap  ; 
''  don't  you  know  all  about  him?  but,  to  be 
sure,  he  was  before  your  day  ;  and  then 
changing  liis  discourse  to  French,  witli 
which  language,  thanks  to  myjiind  old 
friend  Father  Ifush,  I  was  sufficiently  ac- 
quainted to  understand  what  was  said — ho 
added,  "  .Sir  Dudley  was  in  the  Life  Guards, 
once;  his  wife  eloped  with  a  Russian  or 
Polish  Count — I  forget  which — and  ho  be- 
came deranged  in  consequence.  Were  you 
long  with  Sir  Dudley,  boy  "asked  he,  ad- 
dressing me  in  English. 

''Xot  quite  two  months,  sir."' 

"Not  a  bad  spell  with  such  a  master  ! '' 
resumed  he,  in  French;  "if  the  stories 
they  tell  of  hin\  be  true.  How  did  you 
happen  to  be  left  on  Anticosti?  '" 

"  Xo  use  in  asking,  captain  I''  broke  in 
the  skip[)er.  "  You  never  get  a  word  of 
truth  from  chaps  like  that;  iro  for'ard, 
boy.' 

And  with  this  brief  direction  1  was  dis- 
missed. All  my  fancied  heroism — all  my 
anticipated  glory — vanisliing  at  once  ;  the 
only  thought  my  ])i'ivations  excited,  being 
that  I  was  a  young  scamp — who,  if  he  told 
truth,  would  confess  that  all  his  suffering.s 
and  misfortunes  had  been  but  too  well 
merited. 

This  was  another  lesson  to  me  in  life, 
and  one  which  perhaps  1  could  not  have 
acquired  more  thoroughly  than  by  a  few 
davs  on  Anticosti. 
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CHAPTER  Xir. 
"A  GLIMPSE  OF  A:roT::::i?  o;'c:.ixa  in  life." 

Alttiougii  only  afcw  hiiiuli-ed  miiosfrom 
Quebec,  ourvoviigo  still  continued  for  sev- 
<'r;il  days;  tlie  Hampden,  like  all  ti-ansport- 
ships,  was  only  "great  in  a  calm,"  and  tlie 
Oulf-stream  being  powerful  enough  to  re- 
tard far  better  sailers. 

To  those  who,  like  myself,  were  not 
]>rcssed  for  time,  or  had  no  very  pleasing 
vista  opening  to  them  on  shore,  the  voyage 
was  far  from  disagreeable.  As  the  channel 
j)arrowcd,  the  tall  mountains  of  Vermont 
came  into  view,  and  gradually  the  villages 
on  the  shore  could  be  detected — small,  dark 
clusters,  in  the  midst  of  what  appeared  in- 
termimible  pine  forests.  Here  and  there 
less  pleasant  sights  presented  themselves, 
in  the  shape  of  dismasted  hulks,  being  the 
]-cmains  of  vessels  whicli  had  got  fastened 
in  the  ice  of  the  early  "fall," and  were  de- 
serted by  the  crews. 

On  the  whole  it  was  novelty,  and  novelty 
alone,  lent  any  charni  to  the  picture;  for 
the  shores  of  the  Gulf,  until  you  come  wiih- 
iu  two  days'  journey  of  Quebec,  are  sadly 
fliscouraging  and  dreary.  The  Log-house 
is  itself  a  mournful  object;  and  Avhcn  seen 
.standing  alone  in  some  small  clearing,  with 
blackened  stumps  studding  the  space, 
through  which  two  or  three  figures  are  seen 
to  move,  it  is  inexpressibly  sad-looking  and 
solitary. 

Now  and  tlien  we  would  pass  some  little 
town,  with  a  humble  imitation  of  a  harbor 
for  shipping,  and  a  quay;  and  in  the  midst 
a  standard,  with  a  flag,  would  denote  that 
some  Government  official  resided  there, — 
the  reward,  doubtless,  of  some  gallant  deed. 
iouxQ  bold  achievement  afloat;  for  I  heard 
that  they  were  chiefly  lieutenants  in  the 
navy,  who,  having  more  intimacy  with 
French  grape  and  canister  than  Avith 
"  First  Lords,"  were  fain  to  spend  the  rem- 
nant of  their  days  in  these  gloomiest  of 
exiles. 

The  absence  of  all  signs  of  life  and  move- 
ment in  the  picture,  cannot  fail  to  depress 
the  spectator.  No  team  of  oxen  draws  the 
loaded  waggon  along  ;  not  a  plough  is  seen. 
There  are  no  gatherings  of  people  in  the 
open  places  of  the  towns;  no  cattle  can  be 
descried  on  the  liills.  The  settlements  ap-' 
pear  like  the  chance  resting-places  of  men 
travelling  through  the  dark  forests,  and  not 
their  homes  for  life.  At  times  a  single 
figure  would  be  seen  on  some  high  cliff 
above  the  sea,  standing  motionless,  and,  to 
all  seeming,  watching  the  ship.  I  cannot 
say  Iiow  deeply  such  a  sight  always  affected 


me;  and  I  could  not  help  fancying  him 
some  lone  emigrant,  following  with  beating 
heai't  the  track  Ik^  was  never  again  to 
travel. 

Apparently,  these  things  made  a  deeper 
impression  on  me  than  u]ion  most  others 
on  boai'd.  As  for  the  soldiers,  they  were 
occu])icd  Avith  getting  their  arms  and  equip- 
ments in  order,  to  make  a  respectable  ap- 
pearance on  landing.  It  was  one  etcrmil 
scene  of  soap  and  pipeclay  all  day  long; 
and  creatures  barely  able  to  crawl,  from 
sea-sickness  and  debility,  Avere  obliged  to 
scour  and  polish  away,  as  if  the  glory  of 
England  depended  upon  the  show  the  gal- 
lant — th  Avould  make,  tlie  day  avc  should 
set  foot  on  shore.  The  skipper,  too,  Avas 
bent  on  making  an  equally  imposing  show 
to  the  landsmen;  his  Aveather  topmasts 
Avere  stoAved  away,  and  in  their  place  Averc 
hoisted  some  light  and  taper  spars,  not  ex- 
actly in  accordance  Avith  the  -lubberly  hull 
beneath.  Pitch  and  white  paint  Avere  in 
great  requisition  too;  and  every  day  saAV 
some  half-dozen  of  the  crew  suspended  over 
the  side,  either  scra[)i  ng  or  painting  for  the 
very  life.  Many  a  shirt  dangled  from  the 
boom  and  more  than  one  loAv-crowned  hat 
received  afresh  coat  of  glistening  varnish: 
all  Avere  intent  on  the  approaching  landing, 
even  to  the  group  of  lounging  officers  on 
the  poop,  Avho  had  begun  to  reduce  their 
beards  and  Avhiskers  to  a  more  "regula- 
tion "  standard,  and  Avho  usually  passed  the 
morning  inspecting  epaulettes  and  SAVord- 
knots,  chakos,  gorgets,  and  all  such  like, 
Avith  the  importance  of  men  Avho  felt  Avhat 
havoc  among  the  fair  Canadians  they  Avcre 
soon  about  to  ijiflict. 

]\[y  services  Avere  in  request  among  this 
section  of  the  passengers,  since  I  had  be- 
come an  expert  hand  at  cleaning  arms  and 
equipments  Avith  Sir  Dudley;  besides  that, 
not  Avearing  his  Majesty's  cloth,  the  officers 
Avcre  at  liberty  to  talk  to  me  Avith  a  freedom 
they  could  not  have  used  Avitli  their  men. 
They  Ave  re  all  more  or  less  cu;-ious  to  hear 
about  Sir  Dudley,  of  Avhom,  Avit bout  trans- 
gressing Halkett's  caution,  I  was  able  to 
relate  some  amusing  particulars.  As  my 
hearers  invariably  made  their  comments 
on  my  narratives  in  French,  I  was  often 
amused  to  hear  them  rccoixl  their  opinions 
of  myself,  expressed  with  perfect  candor  in 
my  own  presence.  The  senior  officer  was 
a  Captain  Pike,  an  old,  keen-eyed,  pock- 
marked man,  Avith  a  nose  as  thin' asa sheet 
of  parchment.  He  seemed  to  read  me  like 
a  book;  at  least,  so  far  as  I  knew,  his  opin- 
ions perfectly  divined  my  true  character. 

"Our  friend.  Con,"  he  Avould  say,  *'is 
an  uncommonly  shrewd  varlet,  but  he  is 
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only  telliiif^  us  some  of  the  truth;  ho  sees 
triuil  he  is  entertain in,i(  enough,  und  won't 
produce  'Lufittc/  so  long  as  we  enjoy  his 
'Ordinaire.'" 

''  Now  wliat  will  become  of  such  a  fellow 
as  tluiL?"  asked  another;  ''heaven  knows! 
such  rascals  turn    out  consummate  scoun- 


blue  beads  were  gold  and  tuniuoise?  but 
they  pass  for  the  same  in  village?  not  fifty 
miles  from  where  we  are  saihug.  Mothr-r 
Davis  was  the  wife  of  a  skipper  in  tin;  tim- 
ber trade,  who  died  harbor-master  here: 
she  is  not  a  very  likely  person  to  be  critical 
about  a  butler  or    footman's    accomplish- 


drcls,   or   rise    to    positions    of   eminence.  !  ment>.* 

Never  was   there  r/more  com])lete  lottery  I      "Uy  Jove!"  cried  another.   "  Pike  is  all 

tiian  the  life  of  a  young  rogue  like  that."*^  j  riiht!'go  on  with  your  plan."' 

"I  can't  fancy',"  drawled  out  a  young  j  '''My  ]»lan  is  this:  we'll  dress  up  our 
subaltern,  "  how  an  ignorant  cur,  without  |  fiiend  Con,  here, — give  him  a  few  lessons 
education,  manners,  and  means,  can  ever  j  about  waiting  at  table,  delivering  a  mes- 
rise  to  anything."  sage,  and  so    forth, — furnish   him   with  a 

AVho   can    say   whether  he  has    not   all  j  jolly  set  of  characters, — and   start  him  on 
these  .?"said  the  captain,  quietly.     "  Trust  1  the  road  of  life  with  Mother  Davis." 
me,  Carrington,  you'd  cut  a  much  poorer  |      A    merry    roar    of    approving    laughter 
figure  in  7i/'.s' place' than  would  he  in  ^/owrs."  j  broke   forth  from   the   party,  at   this  brief 

The  ensign  gave  a  haughty  laugii,  and  j  summary  of  Captain  Pike's  intentions;  and 
the  captain  1-esumed:  "I  stiid,'  it  were  not  [indeed,  it  was  not  without  great  difficulty 
impossible  that  he  had  each  of  the  three  }  I  avoided  joining  in  it." 
requisites   ymi  spoke  of,  and  I  repeat  it.        " '"    '     ' 


He  may,  without  possessing  learning,  have 
picked  up  that  kind  of  rndiinentary  knowl- 
edge, that  keenness  and  zeal  improve^  on 
every  day;  and  as  for  tact  and  address  such 
fellows  possess  both  as  ubirthright.  I  have 
a  plan  in  my  head  for  the  youngster;  but 
you  must  all  pledge  youvselvrs  to  secrecy, 
or  I'll  not  venture  upon  it.'' 

Here  a  very  general  chorus  of  promises 
and  "on  honors  "broke  forth;  after  the 
Hul)sidence  of  which,  Cajjtain  Pike  contin- 
ued, still,  however,  in  French:  and  although 
being  far  from  a  proficient  in  that  tongue, 
I  was  able  to  follow  the  tenor  of  his  dis- 
course, and  divine  its  meaning,  particularly 
as,  from  time  to  time,  some  of  the  listeners 
would  propound  a  question. or  two  in  En- 
glish, by  the  aid  of  which  I  invariably  con- 
trived to  keep  up  with  the  "argument." 

"  You  know  lads,"  said  the  captain, 
"that  our  old  friend,  Mrs.  Davis,  who 
keeps  the  boa.rding-houso  in  .the  Upper 
Town,  has  been  always  w-orrying  us  to  bring 
her  out  M-hat  she  calls  a  iirst-rate  man-ser- 
vant from  England;  by  which  she  means,  a 
creature  capable  of  subsisting  on  quarter 
rations,  and  who,  too  far  from  home  to 
turn  restive,  must  put  up  with  any  wages. 
The  very  fact  that  he  came  out  s])ecial  she 
well  knows  will  be  a  puff  for  the  '  Estab 


He  looks  so  devilish  young!  "  said  Car- 
rington; '•  he  can't  be  fifteen." 

•'Possibly  not  fourteen."  said  Pike; 
"  but  we'll  shave  his  head,  and  give  liim  a 
wig.  ril  answer  for  the  'make  up;'  and 
as  I  have  had  some  experience  of  private 
theatricals,  rely  on't  he'll  pass  muster." 

"  How  will  you  di-ess  him,  Pike?" 

"  In  livery,— a  full  suit  of  snuff-brown, 
lined  with  yellow;  "I'll  devote  a  large 
cloak  I  have  t,o  the  purpose,  and  we'll  set 
the  tailor  at  work  to-day." 

"  Is  he  to  have  shorts^"" 

"Of  course:  some  of  you  must  'stand  " 
silk  stockings  for  him,  for  we  shall  have  to 
turn  him  out  with  a  good  kit." 

A  very  generous  burst  of  promises  here 
broke  in,  about  shirts,  vests,  cravats, 
gloves,  and  other  wearables,  which,  I  ow!i 
it,  gave  the  whole  contrivance  a  far  brighter 
coloring  in  my  eves,  than  when  it  offered 
to  be  a  mere  larlc. 

"  Will  the  rogue  consent,  think  you?" 
asked  Carrington. 

"  Will  he  prefer  a  bed,  and  a  dinner,  to 
nothing  to  eat,  and  a  siesta  under  the 
])lanks  on  the  quays  of  Quebec?"  asked 
Pike,  contemptuously.  "  Look  at  the  fel- 
low!'watch  his  keen  eyes  and  his  humorous 
mouth  when  he's  speaking  to  you,  and  say 
if  he  wouldn't  do  the' thing  for  the   fun  of 


lishmeut' among  the  Canadian  Members  of  it?     Not  but  a  right  clever  chap   like  him 

will  see  somethinc:  besides  a  joke  in  the 


Parliament,  and  the  small  fry  of  officials 
who  dine  at  the  house;  and  as  to  qualifica- 
tions3  who  will  dare  question  the  'London 
footman  '  ?  " 


whole  contrivance." 

"I  foresee  he'll  break  down   at  the  first 
go  off,"  said  Carrington:  who,  through  all 


"  Pooh,    i)ooh  !  "  broke    in    Carrington;  j  the  controversy,  seemed  impressed  with  tlic 
"that   fellow  don't   look    like    a    London    very  humblest  opinion  of  my  merits. 


footman." 

"Who  savs  he  docs?"  retorted  the  cap- 


"  I  foresee  exactly  tiie  reverse,'' saitl  Pike. 
'I've  seldom  met  a  more  acute  youngster, 


taiu:  "who   ever   said  brass  buttons  and  ,  nor  one  readier  to  take   up  your  meaning; 
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and  if  tlio  vui-let  doesn't  get  spoilt  by  edu- 
cation, but  simply  follows  out  the  bent  of 
liis  own  shrewd  intelligence,  he'll  do  well 
yet." 

''You  rate  him  more  highly  than  I  do," 
said  Carringtou  again. 

"Not  impossible  either;  we  take  our 
soundings  with  very  dissimilar  head-lines," 
said  Pike,  scoffingly.  "My  opinion  is 
formed  by  hearing  liie  boy's  own  observa- 
tions about  character  and  life,  when  he  was 
speaking  of  Broughton;  but  if  you  were 
luu  times  as  right  about  him,  and  I  twice 
as  many  times  in  the  wrong,  he'll  do  for 
wliat  I  intend  him." 

The  others  expressed  their  full  concur- 
rence in  the  captain's  view  of  tlie  matter — 
voted  me  a  ])hoenix  of  all  young  vagabonds, 
and  their  brother  officer  Carringtou  a  down- 
right ass,  both  being  my  own  private  sen- 
timents to  the  letter. 

And  now  for  an  honest  avowal!  It  was 
the  flattery  of  my  natural  acuteness — the 
captain's  panegyi'ic  on  my  aptitude  and 
smartness — that  won  me  over  to  a  concur- 
rence in-  the  scheme;  for,  at  heart,  I  neither 
liked  the  notion  of  "  service,"  nor  the 
prospect  of  the  abstemious  living  he  had  so 
jiointedly  alluded  to.  Still,  to  justify  the 
favorable  impression  he  had  conceived  of 
me,  and  also  with  some  half  hope  that  I 
should  see  "life" — the  ruling  ]iassion  of 
my  mind — under  a  new  aspect,  I  resolved 
to  accept  the  proposition  so  soon  as  it  should 
be  made  to  me:  nor  had  I  long  to  wait  that 
moment. 

"  Con,  my  lad,"  said  the  captain,  "you 
may  leave  that  belt  there;  come  aft  here, 
— 1  want  to  speak  to  you.  What  are  your 
plans  when  you  reach  Quebec?  Do  you 
mean  to  look  after  your  old  master,  Sir 
Dudle}',  again?" 

"No,  sir:  I  have  had  enough  of  salt 
water  for  a  time—I'll  keep  my  feet  on  dry 
land  now." 

'•'But  what  line  of  life  do  vou  propose  to 
follow?" 

I  hesitated  for  the  answer  and  was 
silent. 

"  I  mean,"  resumed  he,  "  is  it  your  in- 
tention to  become  a  farm-servant  with 
some  of  the  emigrant  families,  or  will  you 
seek  for  employment  in  tlie  town?" 

"  Or  would  you  like  to  enlist,  my  lad?  " 
broke  in  another. 

"No,  thank  you,  sir;  ]>romotion  is  slow 
from  the  ranks,  and  I've  a  notion  one 
ou^ht  to  move  'up,'  as  they  move  'on,'  in 
life." 

"  Listen  to  the  varlet  now."  said  Pike, 
in  French;  "  the  fellow's  as  cool  with  us  as 
if  we  were  exactly  his  equals,  and  no  more. 


I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  lads,"  added  he, 
seriously,  "  when  such  rogues  journey  the 
road  of  life  singly,  they  raise  themselves  to 
station  and  eminence;  but  when  they  heixl 
together  in  masses,  these  i\4g  the  fellows 
who  pull  others  down,  and  effect  the  most 
disastrous  social  revolutions.  So  you'll  not 
be  a  soldier.  Con?"  added  he,  resuming 
the  vernacular;  "well,  what  are  your  ideas 
as  to  the  civil  service  ?  " 

"  Anything  to  begin  with,  sir." 

"Quite  right,  lad — well  said;  a  fair  start 
is  all  you  ask?  " 

"  Why,  sir,  I  carry  no  Aveight,  either  in 
the  shape  of  goods  or  character;  and  if  a 
light  equipment  gives  speed,  I've  a  chance 
to  be  placed  well." 

The  captain  gave  a  side-glance  at  the 
others,  as  thougli  to  say,  "'Was  I  correct 
in  my  ojiiriion  of  this  fellow?  "and  then 
went  on, — "  I  have  a  thought  in  my  head 
for  you.  Con:  there  i.s  a  lady  of  my  ac- 
quaintance at  Quebec  wants  a  servant;  now 
if  you  could  pick  up  some  notion  of  the 
duties,  I've  no  doubt  you'd  learn  the  re- 
mainder rapidly." 

"I  used  to  wait  on  Sir  Dudley,  sir,  and 
am  therefore  not  entirely  ignorant." 

"  Very  true;  and  as  these  gentlemen  and 
myself  Avill  i)ut  you  into  training  while  the 
voyage  lasts,  I  hope  vou'll  do  us  credit  in 
the  end." 

"Much  Avill  depend  on  my  mistress, 
sir,"  said  I, — determined  to  prcjfit  by  what 
1  had  overheard,  but  yet  not  use  the  knowl- 
edge rashly  or  unadvisedly.  "  Should  siie 
not  be  very  exacting  and  very  particular, 
l)ut  have  a  little  patience  Avitli  me,  accept- 
ing zeal  for  skilJ,  I've  no  doubt,  sir,  I'll  not 
discredit  your  recommendation." 

"That's  the  very  point  I'm  coming  to,' 
Con,"  said  the  captain,  lowering  his  voice 
to  a  most  confidential  tone.  "  The  true 
state  of  the  case  is  this;  "—and  here  he  en- 
tered upon  an  explanation,  which  I  need 
not  trouble  the  reader  by  recapitulating, 
since  it  merely  went  the  length  I  have  al- 
ready rehited,  save  that  he  added,  in  con- 
clusion, this  important  piece  of  informa- 
tion. 

'•  Your  golden  rule,  in  every  difficulty, 
will  then  be,  to  assure  Mrs.  Davis  that  you 
always  did  to,  whatever  it  may  be,  when 
you  were  living  with  Lord  George,  or  Sir 
Chtwles,  or  the  Bisho})  of  Di-one.  You 
understand  me — eh?" 

"I  think  so,  sir,"  said  I  brightening  up, 
and  at  the  same  time  stealing  an  illustm- 
tion  from  my  old  legal  practices.  "In 
Mrs.  Davis'  Court  there  are  no  precedents." 

"Exactly,  Con  ;  hit  the  nail  on  the  very 
head,  my  boy  I" 
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^'It  will  not  boa  very  difficult  game,  sir, 
if  the  guests  are  like  tiio  mistress." 

"  80  they  are,  for  the  most  i)ai't  ;  now 
and  then  you'll  have  a  military  and  naval 
officer  at  table,  and  you'll  bo  obliged  to 
look  out  sliarp,  and  not  let  them  detect 
you  ;  -but  with  the  skippers  of  mei-chant- 
men,  dockyard  people,  storekeepe"s,  male 
and  female,  I  fancy,  you  can  hold  your 
own.'' 

"  Why,  sir,  I  hope  they'll  be  satisfied 
with  the  qualification  that  contented  my 
former  titled  masters,"  said  I,  with  a  know- 
ing twinkle  of  the  eye,  he  seemed  to  relish 
])rodigiously,  and  an  assumed  tone  of  voice, 
that  suited  well  the  ])art  1  was  to  j^lay. 

"Come  down  below,  now,  and  we'll 
write  your  characters  for  you  ; "  and  so  he 
beckoned  the  others  to  accomjiany  him  to 
the  cabin,  whither  I  followed  them. 

An  animated  debate  ensued  as  to  the 
number  and  nature  of  the  certificates  I 
ought  to  [)ossess.  Some  being  of  opinion 
that  I  should  have  those  of  every  kind  and 
degree ;  others  alleging  that  ray  age  forbade 
the  likelihood  of  my  having  served  in  more 
than  'two  or  three  situations. 

**  What  say  you  to  this,  lads?"  said 
Pike,  reading  from  a  rough  and  much- 
coiTected  draft  before  him. 

''  The  bearer,  Cornelius  Cregan,  has 
lived  in  my  service  ten  months  as  a  page  ; 
he  is  scru])ulously  honest,  active,  and  in- 
telligent, well  acquainted  with  the  duties 
of  hi3  station,  and  competent  to  discharge 
them  in  the  first  families.  I  now  dismiss 
him  at  his  own   request.     Cecilia  Men- 

nLESIIAW." 

"  Gad  !  I'd  rather  make  him  start  as  what 
they  call  in  his  own  country  a  'Tay-bo^s'" 
said  Carrington,  "one  of  those  bits  of  tar- 
nished gold-lace  and  gaiters  seen  about  the 
outskirts  of  Dublin." 

"  Your  honor  is  right,  sir,"  said  I,  "glad 
to  show  myself  above  any  absurd  vanity  on 
the  score  of  my  early  beginning;  a  '  Tay- 
boy,'  on  the  Rathmines  road,  able  to  drive 
a  jaunting  car,  and  wait  at  table." 

"Tiiat's  the  mark,  1  believe,"  said  Pike. 
"Suppose,  then,  we   say.  Con  Cregan  has? 
served  me  twelve  months,  waited  at  table,  ' 
and  taken  care  of  a  horse  and  car."  i 

'•'Ah,  sir!''  said    I,  "sure  an    Irish  gen-, 
tleman   with  a  'Tav-boy'  would  be  finer ; 
spoken  than  that.     It  would  be,  I  certify' 
that  Cornelius  Cregan,  who  served  in  my 
establishment   as   under  butler,  and  occa- 
sionally assisting  the  coachman,  is  a  most 
respectable  servant,  well-mannered  and  re- 
spectful, having  always  lived  in  high  situa- 
tions, and    with     the    most   distinguished 
individual.'^." 

VOL.  IV  — 2G 


I      "Ah,  that's    it,"  broke    in   Cu;rington; 

I  "  understands  lamps,  and  is  perfectlv  com- 
petent   to   make    jellies,    son[)i--,   and    j)re- 

1  serves. " 

j      "Confound  it,  man!  you're  making  him 

j  a  cook." 

I      '"  By  Jove,  so  I  was  ;  it's  so  hard  to  re 

\  member  what  the  ft-llow  i.-." 

I  "I  think  we  may  leave  it  to  himself," 
said  Pike  ;  "  he  seems  to  have  r,  very  good 
notion  of  what  is  necessary  ;  so.  Master 
Con,  Avrito  your  own   biography,  my  lad, 

!  and  we'll  give  it  all  the  needful  currency 
of  handwriting  and  seal." 

!      "It's  a  pity  you're  a  Papist,''  said  another, 

I  "  or  you  could  have  such  a  recommendation 

'from  a  'serious  familv,'  I  know  of,  in  Sur- 

!rey." 

"Never   mind,"    rejoined    the    captiiin, 

I  "  one   signed  'P.    0.  Dowdlnm,  l>ish(>p  of 

I  Toronia,'  will  do  even  better  in  the  Lower 
Province," 

"Exactly,  sir;  and,  as  I  used  to  serve 
mass  once,  I  can  'come  out  strong' about 
mv  early  training  with  '  his  grace! '  " 

""  Very  well,"  said  Pike  ;  "  tell  the  tailor 
to  take  your  measure  for  the  livery,  and 
you'll  wait  on  us  to-day  at  table."  With 
this  order  I  was  dismissed  to  con  over  my 
fictitious  and  speculate  on  my  true  "'  char- 
acter." 


CIIAPTKPt  XIII. 


QCEEEC. 


As  viewed  fi-om  Diamond  Harbor,  a 
more  striking  city  than  Quei)ec  is  seldom 
seen.  The  great  rock  rising  above  the 
Lower  Town.and  crowned  with  its  batteries, 
all  bristling  witli  guns,  seenird  to  my  eyes 
the  very  realization  of  inipi-egnabili'ry.  I 
looke<l  from  the  ship  that  lay  ti'anquilly  on 
the  water  below,  and  whose  decks  were 
thronged  Avith  blue  jackets — to  the  Uigh- 
lander  who  paced  his  short  pat  as  sentry, 
some  hundred  feet  high  upon  the  wall  <>f 
the  fortress  ;  and  I  thought  to  myself,  with 
such  defenders  as  these,  that  standard 
yonder  need  never  carry  any  other  bannei. 

The  whole  view  is  panoiamic.  The 
bending  of  the  river  shuts  out  the  channel 
by  which  you  have  made  your  approach, 
giving  the  semblance  of  a  lake  on  whose 
surface  vessels  of  every  nation  lie  at  anchor, 
some  with  the  sails  hung  out  to  dry,  grace- 
fully drooping  from  the  taper  spars  ; 
others  refitting  again  for  sea.  and  loading 
the  huge  pine-trunks,  mooi-e(l  as  vast  rafts 
to  the  stern.  There  were  people  every- 
where ;    all   was  motion,  life,  and  activity 
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Jolly-boats  with  twenty  oars,  men-of-war 
gigs  bonnding  rapidly  past  them  with 
eight;  canoes  skimming  by  without  a  ripple, 
and  seemingly  without  impulse,  till  you 
caught  sight  of  the  lounging  figure  who 
lay  at  full  length  in  the  stern,  and  whose 
red  features  were  scarce  distinguishable 
from  the  C(Jppered-colorc'd  bark  of  his  boat. 
Some  moved  upon  the  rafts,  and  even  on 
single  trunks  of  ti'ees,  as,  separated  from 
the  mass,  they  floated  down  on  the  swift 
current,  boat-hook  in  hand,  to  catch  at  the 
first  object  chance  might  offer  them.  The 
quays,  and  the  streets  leading  down  to 
them  were  all  thi'onged  ;  and,  as  you 
cast  your  eye  upwards,  here  and  there 
above  the  tall  roofs  might  be  seen  the 
winding  flight  of  stairs  that  lead  to  the 
upper  town,  alike  dark  with  the  moving 
tide  of  men.  On  every  embrasure  and 
gallery,  on  every  terrace  and  platform,  it 
was  the  same.  Never  did  I  behold  such  a 
human  tide! 

Now,  there  was  something  amazingly 
inspiriting  in  all  this,  particularly  when 
coming  from  the  solitude  and  monotony  of 
a  long  voyage.  The  very  voices  that  ye- 
hoed;  the  hoarse  challenge  of  the  sentinels 
on  the  rock;  the  busy  hum  of  the  town 
— made  delicious  music  to  my  ear;  and  1 
could  have  stood  and  leaned  over  the 
bulwark  for  hours  to  gaze  at  the  scene.  I 
own  no  higher  interest  invested  the  picture, 
for  I  was  ignorant  of  Wolfe.  I  had  never 
heard  of  Mjntcalm;  the  plains  of  ''iVbra'm" 
were  to  me  but  grassy  slopes,  and  ''nothing 
more."  It  was  the  life  and  stir — the  tide  of 
that  human  ocean,  on  which  I  longed  my- 
self to  be  a  swimmer — these  were  what 
charmed  me.  Nor  was  the  deck  of  the  old 
Hampden  inactive  all  the  while,  although 
seldom  attracting  much  of  my  notice. 
Soldiers  were  mustering,  knapsacks 
packing,  rolls  calling,  belts  buffing,  and 
coats  brushing  on  all  sides ;  men  grum- 
bling; sergeants  cursing;  officers  swearing; 
half-dressed  invalias  po])ping  up  their 
heads  out  of  hatchways,  answering  to 
wrong  naines,  and  doctors  ordering  them 
down  again  with  many  an  anathema  ; 
soldiers  in  the  way  of  sailors,  and  sailors 
always  hauling  at  something  that  interfered 
with  the  inspection-drill  ;  every  one  in 
the  wrong  place,  and  each  cursing  his 
neighbor  for  stupidity. 

At  last  the  shore-boats  boarded  us,  as  if 
our  confusion  wanted  anything  to  increase 
it.  Ked-faced  harbor-masters  shook  hands 
with  the  skipper  and  pilot,  and  disappeared 
into  the  *"' round-house  "  to  discuss  grog 
and  the  late  gales.  Officers  from  the 
garrison  came  out  to  welcome  their  friends 


— for  it  was  the  second  battalion  we  had 
on  board  of  a  regiment  whose  tii'st  had  been 
some  yeai's  in  Canada — and  then  wliat  a 
rush  of  inquiries  were  exchanged.  "  How's 
the  Duke?"  "All  quiet  in  England?" 
"  No  signs  of  war  in  Eui-ope?"  '"Are  the 
8th  corne  home?"  "Where's  Forbes?" 
"Has  Davern  sold  out?" — with  a  mass  of 
such  small  interests  as  engage  men  who 
live  in  coteries. 

Then  there  were  emissaries  for  newspa- 
pers, eagerly  hunting  for  spicy  rumors  not 
lound  in  the  last  journals ;  waiters  of 
hotels,  porters,  boatmen,  guides,  Indians 
with  moccasins  to  sell,  and  a  hundred 
other  functionaries  bespeaking  custom  and 
patronage;  and,  and  although  often  driven 
over  the  side  most  ignominiously  at  one 
moment,  certain  to  reajipear  the  next  at 
the  opposite  gangway. 

How  order  could  ever  be  established  in 
I  this  floating  Babel  I  knew  not,  and  yet 
I  at  last  all  got  into  train  somehow. 

First  one  large  boat  crammed  with  men, 
I  who  sat  even  on  the  gunwales,  moved 
slowly  away;  then  'another  and  another 
followed;  a  lubberly  thing,  half  lighter 
half  jolly-boat,  was  soon  loaded  with  bag- 
gage— amid  which  some  soldiers'  wives 
and  a  scattering  population  of  babies  were 
seen  ;  till  by  degrees  the  deck  was  cleared, 
and  none  remained  of  all  that  vast  multi- 
tude, save  the  "mate"  and  the  "watch;" 
who  proceeded  to  get  things  ''  ship-shape," 
pretty  much  in  the  same,  good-tempered 
spirit  servants  are  accustomed  to  put  the 
drawing-rooms  to  rights,  after  an  enter- 
tainment which  has  kept  them  up  till  day- 
light, and  allows  of  no  time  for  sleep.  Till 
then  I  had  not  the  slightest  conception  of 
what  a  voyage  ended  meant,  and  that  when 
the  anchor  dropped  from  the  bow  a  scene 
of  bustle  ensued  to  which  nothing  at  sea 
bore  any  proportion.  Now,  I  had  no 
friends — no  one  came  to  welcome  me — none 
asked  for  my  name.  The  officers,  even  the 
captain,  in  "the  excitement  of  arriving,  had 
forgotten  all  about  me  ;  so  that  when  the 
mate  put  the  question  to  me,  "  why  I 
didn't  go  ashore?"  I  had  no  other  answer 
to  give  him  than  the  honest  one,  "that  I 
had  nothing  to  do  when  I  got  there. "  "'I 
suppose  you  know  how  to  gain  a  livin' 
one  way  or  t'other,  my  lad?"  said  he,  with 
a  very  disparaging  glance  out  of  the  corner 
of  his  eye. 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  sir,  that  I  do 
not." 

"  Well,  I  never  see'd  Picaroons  starve, 
that's  a  comfort  you  have;  but  as  we  don't 
mean  to  mess  you  here,  you'd  better  get 
your  kit  on  deck,  and  prepare  to  go  ashore." 
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Now  the  kit  iilluJed  to  was  the  chest  of 
clothes  ojven  to  me  by  tlie  captain,  wliith, 
being  bestowed  for  a  particnhir  purpose, 
and  Avith  an  object  now  seemingly  al)an- 
doned  or  forgotten,  I  began  to  feol  scrnples 
as  to  my  liaving  any  chiim  to.  Like  an  ac- 
tor whose  engagement  had  been  for  one 
l)art,  I  did  not  tliink  myself  warranted  in 
carrying  away  the  wardrobe  of  my  charac- 
ter; besides,  who  should  tell  how  the  cap- 
tain might  resent  such  conduct  on  my 
side.  I  might  be  treated  as  a  thief! — I, 
Con  Cregan,  who  liad  registered  a  solemn 
vow  in  my  own  heart  to  be  a  "  gentleman:  " 
such  an  indignity  should  not  be  entertained 
even  in  thought.  Yet  was  it  very  hard  for 
one  in  possession  of  such  an  admirable  wai'd- 
robe  to  want  a  dinner — for  one  so  luxurious- 
ly apparelled  on  the  outside,  to  be  so  lament- 
ably unjirovided  within.  From  the  solu- 
tion of  this  kriotty  question  I  was  most  for- 
tunately preserved  by  tiie  arrival  of  a  cor- 
poral of  the  — th,  w!'o  came  with  an  order 
from  Captain  Pike,  that  I  sliould  at  once 
rejiair  to  his  quarters  in  the  Upper  Town. 
Not  being  perhaps  in  his  captain's  con- 
fidence, nor  any  very  clear  notion  of  my 
])reciso  station  in  life — for  I  Avas  dressed  in 
an  old  cloak  and  a  foraging  cap — the  cor- 
])oral  delivered  his  message  to  me  with  a 
military  salute,  and  a  certain  air  of  defer- 
ence very  grateful  to  my  feelings. 

"  Have  you  a  boat  alongside,  corporal?" 
said  I,  as  1  lounged  listlessly  on  the  bin- 
nacle. 

'^  Yes,  sir;  a  pair  of  oars — will  that  do?" 
"^Ycs,   tiiat   will   do,"  replied   I,   negli- 
gently; '*  sec  my  traps  safe  on  board,  and 
tell  me  Avhen  all's  ready." 

The  corporal  stiluted.  once  more,  and 
Avent  to  give  the  necessary  directions: 
ineanAvhilc  the  mate,  who  had  been  a  most 
amazed  spectator  of  the  scene,  came  over 
and  stood  right  opposite  me,  with  an  ex- 
pression of  the  most  ludicrous  doubt  and 
liesitation.  It  Avas  just  at  that  moment. 
that,  in  drawing  the  clo:ik  around  me,  I 
discovere<l  in  a  pocket  of  it  an  old  cigar- 
case.  I  took  ic  out  with  the  most  easy 
nonchalance,  and  leisurely  striking  a  light, 
began  smoking  away,  and  not  bestowing 
even  a  glance  at  my  neighbor. 

Astonishment  had  so  comjiletely  gotten 
the  better  of  the  man,  that  he  could  not 
utter  a  word;  and  I  perceived  that  he  had 
to  look  over  the  side.  Avhere  the  boat  lay, 
to  assure  himself  that  the  Avhole  Avas  re- 
ality. 

"All  right,  sir,"  said  the  corporal,  car- 
rying his  hand  to  his  cap. 

I  arose  languidly  from  my  recumbent 
position,  and  folloAved   the  soldier  to  the 


gangway;  then  turning  slov/ly  around,  1 
surveyed  the  mate  from  head  to  foot,  with 
a  glance  of  mild  but  contemptuous  pity, 
wiiile  I  said,  "In  your  station,  my  good 
man,  the  lesson  is  perhaps  not  called  for, 
since  you  may  rarely  be  called  on  to  exer- 
cise it;  but  I  wouhl  wish  to  observe,  that 
yon  Avill  saA'c  yourself  much  humiliation, 
and  consideralile  eojitcmpt,  by  not  taking 
people  for  Avhat  tbey  seem  by  externals." 
With  this  gi-ave  admonition,  ilelivered  in  a 
half-theatrical  tfuie  of  voice,  I  drai)ed  my 
"toga,"  so  as  to  liido  any  imperfection  of 
my  interior  costume,  and  descended  majes- 
tically into  the  boat. 

Yvhen  avo  reached  the  ban-ack,  Avhich 
Avas  in  tlic  Upper  Town,  the  captain  was  at 
mess;  but  had  left  orders  that  I  should 
have  my  dinner,  and  be  ready  at  his  quar- 
ters, in  my  full  livery,  in  the  evening. 

I  dined,  very  much  to  my  satisfaction, 
on  some  of  the  *'  debris  "  of  the  mess;  and 
luider  the  auspices  of  the  captain's  servant, 
arrayed  myself  in  my  new  linery,  Avhich,  I 
am  free  to  confess,  presented  what  artists 
Avould  call  "a  flashy  bit  of  color,"  being 
far  more  in  the  style  of  Horace  Ycrnet  than 
Van  Dyke.  Had  the  choice  been  given 
me,  I  own  I  should  have  ])i-eferred  Avooing 
Fortune  in  more  sombre  habiliments;  but 
this  Avas  a  mere  minor  consideration — and 
so  I  felt,  as  I  found  myself  standing  alone 
in  the  captain's  sitting  room,  and  endeavor- 
ing to  accustom  mysflf  to  my  oavu  very 
showy  identity,  as  reflected  in  a  large 
cheval  glass,  Avhich  exhibited  me  doAvu  to 
the  very  buckles  of  my  shoes. 

I  Avili  not  affirm  it  positively,  but  only 
throw  it  out  as  a  hint,  that  the  major  part 
of  a  decaliter  of  sherry,  Avhich  I  discussed 
at  dinner,  aided  in  lifting  me  above  the 
paltry  consideration  of  mere  ap])earance, 
and  made  me  feel  Avhat  I  have  often  heard 
ragged  vagabonds  in  the  streets  denomi- 
nate, "  the  dignity  of  a  man."  By  degrees, 
too,  I  grcAV  not  only  reconciled  to  tlic 
gaudy  costume,  but  began — strange  accom- 
modation of  feeling — actually  to  enjoy  its 
distinctive  character. 

''There  are  young  gentlemen.  Con," 
said  I,  in  soliloquy,  **  many  are  there  who 
would  look  absurd  merry-andrews  if  dress- 
ed in  this  lashion.  There  are  fellows  to 
whom  this  kind  of  thing  would  be  a  sore 
test!  These  bright  tints  would  ]ilay  the 
very  devil  with  their  complexion — not  to 
mention  that  every  one's  legs  couldn't  af- 
ford such  pid)licity!  But  Con,  my  friend, 
you  have  a  natural  aptitude  for  every  shade 
of  color,  and  for  every  station  and  con- 
dition! Courage,  my  boy!  although  in  tlie 
rear  rank  at  present,  you'll   march  in  the 
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Vim  yet.  Nature  lius  been  gracious  witli 
you,  Mr.  Cregan !  "  said  I,  warming  with 
"the  subject,  while  witli  my  liands  deep 
down  in  my  coat-pockets,  I  walked  back- 
ward and  forward  before  tbc  glass,  stealing 
sidelong  glances  at  myself  as  I  passed; 
■•'  there  are  fellows  who,  born  in  your  sta- 
tion, would  have  died  in  it,  without  a  bit 
more  influence  over  their  fate  in  this  life 
than  a  Poldoody  oyster;  they'd  vegetate  to 
the  end  of  existence,  and  slip  out  of  the 
world,  as  a  fellow  shirks  out  of  a  shebeen- 
house  when  he  hasn't  tu'pcnce  for  another 
'  dandy '  of  punch.  Not  so  with  you.  Con 
Cregan!  You  have  hydrogen  in  you — you 
have  the  buoyant  element  that  soars  above 
the  vulgar  herd.  These  are  not  the  partial 
sentiments  of  a  dear  friend,  Con;  they  are 
the  current  opi  nions  of  the  world  about  you. 
How  soon  the  '  Captain'  saw  what  stuff  you 
were  made  of.  How  long  was  old  Pike  in  de- 
tecting the  latent  powers  of  your  intellect?" 
What  a  shout  of  laughter  followed  these 
words!  It  came  from  lialf  a  dozen  officers, 
who,  having  entered  the  room  during  my 
apostrophe,  had  concealed  themselves  be- 
hind a  screen  to  listen  to  the  peroration. 

They  now  rushed  out  in  a  body,  and 
throwing  themselves  into  chairs  and  upon 
sofas,  laughed  till  the  very  room  rang  with 
the  clamor,  the  captain  himself  joining  in 
the  emotion  with  all  his  heart.  As  for  me, 
however  self-satisfied  but  one  moment 
back,  r  was  humbl.ed  to  the  very  earth 
now;  the  vauntings  by  Avhich  I  had  been 
soothing  my  vanity  were  suddenly  turned 
into  scoffs  and  sneers  at  my  self-conceit, 
and  I  actually  looked  to  see  if  I  could  not 
leap  out  of  the  window,  and  never  be  seen 
by  one  of  the  party  again.  The  wiudov/, 
however,  w^as  barred — the  door  was  unap- 
l)roachable — there  was  a  fire  in  the  grate — 
and  so,  as  escape  was  denied  me,  I  at  once 
abandoned  a  plan  which  I  saw  unfeasible; 
and  with  a  quickness  to  which  I  owe  much 
in  life,  immediately  adopted  an  opposite 
tactic.  Assuming  a  deferential  position,  I 
drew  back  towards  the  wall,  to  be  laughed 
at,  as  long  as  the  honorable  company 
should  fancy  it. 

"So,  Mr,  Cregan,"  cried  one,  drying  liis 
eyes  with  his  handkerchief,  "modesty  is 
one  of  those  invaluable  gifts  with  which 
nature  has  favored  you  ?" 

'"I  sincerely  trust  it  maybe  no  bar  to 
your  advancement,"  said  another. 

"  Rather  cruel,"  added  a  third,  '"■■  to  be 
balked  for  such  a  mere  trifle." 

"  I  say.  Pike,"  added  another,  "  I  rather 
envy  you  the  insinuated  flattery  of  your 
discriminntion.  It  would  seem  that  you 
detected  the  precious  metal  here  at  once." 


"  What  country  do  you  come  from,  boy?  " 
sakl  a  hard-icatured  old  oflticer,  who  had 
laughed  less  than  the  others. 

"How  can  you  ask,  Chudleigh ? "  said 
another;  '•there's  only  one  land  rears  that 
plant." 

•'  There's  a  weed  very  like  it  in  Scotland, 
M'Aldine,"  said  the  ca]-)tain,  with  a  grin 
Avhich  the  last  sjieaker  did  not  half  relish. 

"  You're  Hiri.sh,  ;iin't  you?"  said  a  very 
boyish-looking  ensign,  with  sore  eyes. 

'*Yes,  sir." 

''Very  much  so,  I  fancy,"  said  he,  laugh- 
ing as  though  he  had  been  very  droll. 

"  I  alwjiys  heard  your  countrymen  had 
wings  ;  what  has  become  of  them?" 

"I  believe  we  used  to  have,  sir;  but  the 
English  plucked  us,"  said  I,  witli  a  look 
of  assumed  simplicity. 

"And  what  is  all  that  about  the  Blarney 
stone?"  said  another;  '"isn't  there  some 
story  or  other  about  it?  " 

"It's  a  stone  they  kiss  in  wz?/ country, 
sir,  to  give  us  a  smooth  tongue." 

"I  don't  see  the  great  use  of  that,"  re- 
joined he,  with  a  stupid  look. 

"It's  mighty  useful  at  times,  sir,"  said 
I,  with  a  half  glance  towards  Captain 
Pike. 

"  You're,  too  much,  gentlemen,  far  too 
much  for  my  poor  friend  Con,"  said  the 
captain  :  "you  forget  that  he's  only  a  poor 
Irish  lad.  Come,  now,  let  us  rather  think 
of  starting  him  in  the  world,  with  some- 
tliin.g  to  keep  the  devil  out  of  his  pocket." 
And  with  this  kind  suggestion,  he  chucked 
a  dollar  into  his  cap  ;  and  then  commenced 
a  begging  tour  of  the  room,  which,  I  am 
ready  to  confess,  showed  the  company  to  be 
far  more  generous,  than  they  were  witty. 

"  Here,  Master  Con,''  said  he,  as  he  pour- 
ed the  contents  into  my  two  hands,  "here 
is  wherewithal  to  pay  your  footing  at  Mrs. 
Davis's.  As  a  traveller  from  the  old  conn- 
try,  you'll  be  expected  to  entertain  the  ser- 
vant's hall — do  it  liberally  ;  there's  nothing 
like  a  bold  push  at  the  first  go  off." 

"I  know  it,  sir  ;  my  father  used  to  say 
that  the  gentleman  always  won  his  election 
who  made  most  freeholders  drunk  the  first 
day  of  the  poll." 

"  Your  father  was  a  man  of  keen  obser- 
vation. Con." 

"And  is,,  sir,  still,  with  your  leave,  if 
kangaroo  meat  hasn't  disagreed  with  him, 
and  left  me  to  sustain  the  honors  of  the 
house." 

"Oh,  that's  it.  Con,  is  it?"  said  Ca])tain 
Pike,  with  a  sly  glance. 

"  Yes,  sir,  that's  it,"  said  I,  replying 
more  to  his  look  than  his  words. 

"  Here's  the  letter  for  Mrs.  Davis— you'll 
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present  it  early  to-morrow  ;  Ije  di.-^cre'et — 
keep  vour  own  coun&el,  aiul  I've  \w  doubt 
you'll  do  Wfll." 

*' I'd  be  an  ungrateful  vagabond,  if  I 
made  your  lionor  out  a  false  ]u-ophet,''  .said 
I  ;  and  bowing  respectfully  to  the  C(nnpany, 
I  withdrew. 

''What  a  Avoiidcrfiil  pi-inciplc  of  equi- 
liln'iuni  exists  l)fLween  oue's  heart  and  one's 
pocket!"  thought  I,  as  1  went  downstairs. 
"I  never  felt  tiie  former  so  light  as  now 
that  the  latter  is  heavy." 

1  wandered  out  into  the  town,  somewhat 
puzzled  how  to  dis])ose  of  myself  for  tlie 
evening.  Had  I  been  ])erforining  the  i)art 
of  a  "wali<ing  gentleman/'  1  fancied  I 
could  have  easily  hit  upon  some  appropri- 
ate and  becoming  pastime.  A  theatre — 
there  was  one  in  the  "  Lower  Town  " — and 
a  tavern  afterwards,  would  have  filled  the 
interval  before  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed. 
"Time  to  go  to  bed!"' — strange  phrase! 
born  of  a  thousand-and-one  conventionali- 
ties. For  some,  that  time  conies  when  the 
sun  has  set,  and  with  il;s  last  beams  of  rosy 
light  reminds  labor  of  the  coming  morrow. 
To  some  it  is  the  hour  v.iien  wearied  facul- 
ties can  do  no  more — when  tired  intellect 
falters  '•  Iiy  the  way,"  and  cannot  keep  the 
"  line  of  march."  To  others  it  comes  with 
dawning  light,  and  when  roses  and  rouge 
look  ghastly  ;  and  to  others,  again,  whose 
"deeds  are  evil,"  it  is  the  glare  of  noon- 
day. 

Now,  as  for  me,  I  was  neither  wearied 
l)y  toil  nor  pleasure  ;  no  sense  of  past 
fatigue — no  anticipation  of  coming  exertion 
— invited  slumber;  nay,  I  was  actually 
more  wakeful  than  I  had  been  dui-ing  the 
entire  evening,  and  I  felt  a  most  impulsive 
desire  for  a  little  social  enjoyment — that 
kind  of  intercourse  with  strangers.  whi«h 
I  always  remarked  had  the  effect  of  elicit- 
ing my  own  conversational  cpuilities,  to  a 
degree  that  astonished  even  myself. 

In  search  of ■  some  house  of  entertain- 
ment— some  public  resort — I  paced  all  the 
streets  of  the  Upper  Town,  but  to  no  ])ur- 
pose.  Occasionally,  lights  in  a  di-awing- 
room,  and  tlie  sound  of  a  ])iano,  would  tell 
where  some  small  evening  party  was  as- 
sembled ;  or  now  and  then,  from  a  lower 
story,  a  joyous  roar  of  laughter,  or  the 
merry  chorus  of  a  drinking  song,  would  be- 
speak some  after-dinner  convivialities;  but 
to  mingle,  in  scenes  like  these,  I  felt  that  I 
had  yet  a  long  road  to  travel — ay,  to  pass 
muster  in  the  very  humblest  of  tliose  cir- 
cles, Avhat  a  deal  had  I  to  learn!  IIow 
much  humility,  how  much  confidence; 
what  deference,  and  what  self-reliance  ; 
w4iat    mingled  gravity  and  levity  ;    what 


shades  and  gradations  of  coloi-,  so  nicely 
balanccnl  and  proportioned  too,  that,  unre- 
solved by  the  prism,  they  sIkjw  no  prepon- 
derating tint — make  up  that  pellucid  pro- 
perty men  call  ••Tact!"  Ay,  Con,  that  is 
your  rai'est  gift  of  all!  only  ac(juire  that, 
and  you  may  dispense  with  ancestry,  and 
kindred,  and  even  wealth  itself;  sinew  he 
who  has  "  tact"  particii)atcs  in  all  these 
advantages,  "■among  his  friends  ^ 

As  I  mused  thus,  1  had  reached  the 
"  Lower  Town,"  and  found  myself  opposite 
the  door  of  a  tavern,  over  which  a  brilliant 
lamp  illuminated  the  sign  of  "The  British 
Greiuulier,"  a  species  of  canteen,  in  high 
favor  with  sergeants  and  quarter-masters 
of  the  garrison.  I  entered  boldly,  and  with 
the  intention  of  behaving  generously  to 
myself ;  but  scarcely  had  I  passed  the 
threshold,  than  I  heard  a  sharp  voice  ntter 
in  a  half-whisper,  "  Dang  me,  if  lie  an't  in 
livery!" 

I  did  not  wait  for  more.  My  "tact" 
assured  me  that  even  there  I  was  not  ad- 
missible ;  so  I  strolled  out  again,  mutter- 
ing to  myself,  "  When  a  man  has  neither 
friend  nor  su])])er,  and  the  hour  is  past 
midnight,  the  chances  are  it  is  Mime  to  go 
to  bed;'"  and  with  this  sage  rellection,  I 
wended  my  way  towards  a  humble  lodging- 
house  on  the  quay,  over  which  on  landing 
I  read  the  words,  "  The  Emigrant's  Home." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

HOW  I  "  FELL  IN  "  AND  "  OUT  "  WITH  THE  "  WIDOW 
DAVIS." 

For  the  sake  of  conciseness  in  this  vera- 
cious history,  I  prefer  making  the  reader 
acquainted  at  once  with  facts  and  indivi- 
duals, not  by  the  slow  process  in  which  the 
knowledge  of  them  was  acquired  by  myself, 
but  in  all  the  jilenitude  which  intimate 
acquaintance  now  su])plies;  and  although 
this  may  not  seem  to  accord  with  the  bit- 
by-bit  and  day-by-day  narrative  of  a  life,  it 
saves  a  world  of  time,  some  patience,  and 
mayhap  some  skipping  too.  Lender  this 
plea,  I  have  already  introduced  Sir  Dudley 
I3ronghton  to  the  reader  ;  and  now,  with 
permission,  mean  to  present  Mrs.  Davis, 

]\Irs.  Davis,  relict  of  Thomas  John 
Davis,  was  a  character  so  associated  with 
Quebec,  that  to  speak  of  that  city  without 
her,  would  be  like  writing  an  account  of 
Newfoundland  and  never  alluding  to  the 
article  "  cod-fish. "  For  a  great  number  of 
years  her  house  had  been  the  rendezvous 
of   evervthing  houseless,   from    the  newly 
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come  '*  married  "  officer  to  the  flash  com- 
mercial traveller  from  the  States;  from  the 
agent  of  an  unknown  land  company  to  the 
"skipper"  of  a  rank  pretentious  enough 
to  dine  at  a  boai'ding-house.  The  estab- 
lishment— as  she  loved  to  style  it — com- 
bined all  the  free-and-easy  air  of  domes- 
ticity with  the  enjoyment  of  society.  It 
was  an  ''acted  nevvsjiaper,"  where  para- 
graphs, military  and  naval,  social,  scandal- 
ous, and  commercial,  were  fabricated  with 
a  speed  no  "compositor"  could  have  kept 
up  with.  Here  the  newly-arrived  subaltern 
heard  all  the  pipeclay  gossip,  not  of  the 
garrison,  but  of  the  Province;  here  the 
bagman  made  contracts  and  took' orders; 
hero  the  "French  Deputy"  picked  up 
what  he  called  afterwards  in  the  Chamber 
'M'opinion  publique;"  and  here  the  men 
of  pine-logs  and  white  deal  imbibed  Avhat 
they  fervently  believe  to  be  the  habits  and 
manners  of  the  '•'English  aristocracy." 
"  To  invest  the  establishment  with  this 
character,"  to  make  it  go  forth  to  the  world 
as  the  mirror  of  high  and  fashioiuible  life, 
had  been  the  passion  of  Mrs.  D.'s  exist- 
ence. Never  did  monarch  labor  for  the 
safeguard  that  might  fence  and  hedge 
round  his  dynasty  more  zealously  :  never 
did  minister  strive  for  the  guarantees  that 
should  ensure  the  continuance  of  his  sys- 
tem. It  was  the  moving  purpose  of  her 
life;  in  it  she  had  invested  all  her  activity, 
both  of  mind  and  body;  and  as  she  looked 
back  to  the  barbarism  from  which  her 
generous  devotion  had  rescued  hundreds, 
she  might  well  be  pardoned  if  a  ray  of 
self-glorification  lighted  up  her  face. 
"  When  I  think  of  Quebec,  when  T.  J." 
— her  familiar  mode  of  alluding  to  the 
defunct  Thomas  John — "  and  myself  first 
beheld  it,"  would  she  say,  "and  see  it 
now,  I  believe  I  may  be  proud."  ,The 
social  habits  were  indeed  at  a  low  ebb. 
The  skippers, — and  there  were  few  other 
strangers, — had  a  manifest  contempt  for 
the  use  -of  the  fork  at  dinner,  and  per- 
formed a  kind  of  sword-exercise  while 
eating,  of  the  most  fearful  kind.  Napkins 
were  alwa^-s  misconstrued — the  prevailing 
impression  being  that  they  were  pocket- 
handkerchiefs.  No  num  had  any  vested 
interest  in  his  own  wine-glass ;  while 
thirsty  souls  even  dispensed  with  such 
luxuries,  and  drank  from  the  bottle  itself. 
Then  sea-usages  had  carried  themselves 
into  shore  life.  The  company  were  con- 
tinually getting  up  to  look  out  of  windows, 
watching  the  vessels  that  passed,  remark- 
ing on  the  state  of  the  tide,  and  then  re- 
suming their  places  with  a  muttering  over 
the    "half  ebb,"  and  that  the  wind  was 


"  north ing-by- west,"  looked  for  change. 
All  the  conversation  smacked  of  salt-water; 
every  allusion  had  an  odor  of  tar  and  sea- 
weed about  it. 

Poor  Mrs.  Davis!  hoAV  was  she  to  civilize 
these  savages?  how  invest  their  lives  with 
any  intfrest  above  timber?  They  would 
not  listen  to  the  polite  news  of  "Govern- 
ment House;"  they  would  n.o.t  vouchsafe 
the  least  attention  to  the  interesting  para- 
gniphs  she  recited  as  table-talk, — how  the 
Prince  of  Ilohenhumbughousen  had  ar- 
rived at  Windsor  on  a  visit  to  Majesty; 
nor  how  Eoyalty  walked  in  "  The  Slopes," 
or  sat  for  its  picture. 

Of  the  Duke  of  Noriliumberland,  they 
only  knew  a  troopsliip  of  the  name,  and 
even  that  had  been  water-logged !  The 
Wellington  traded  to  Mirimachi,  and  the 
Robert  Peel  was  a  barque  belonging  to 
Newfoundland,  and  employed  in  genei'al 
tratlic,  and  not  believed  very  seaworthy. 

Some  may  make  the  ungracious  remark, 
that  she  might  have  spared  herself  this 
tnsk  of  humanizing — that  she  could  have 
left  these  "ligneous  Christians,"  these 
creatures  of  tar  and  turpentine,  Avhere  she 
found  them.  The  same  observation  Avill 
apply  equally  to  Cooke,  to  Franklin,  to 
Brooke  of  Borneo,  and  a  hundred  otl^er 
civilizers:  so  jMrs.  D.  felt  it,  and  so  she 
labored  to  make  T.  J.  feel  it ;  but  he 
wouldn't.  The  ungrateful  old  bear  saw 
the  ordinai-y  grow  daily  thinner — he  per- 
ceived that  Banrjuo  might  have  seated 
himself  at  any  ]wrt  of  the  table,  and  he 
actually  upbraided  his  wife  with  the  fact. 
Every  day  he  anr.ounced  some  new  defec- 
tion from  tlic  list  of  their  old  supporters. 
Now  it  was  old  Ben  Crosscley,  of  the  Livelif 
Biddy,  that  would Ti't  stand  being  ordered 
to  shake  out  his  canvas — that  is,  to  spreiid 
his  napkin — when  he  was  taking  in  sea 
store:  then  it  was  I'om  Galket,  grew  in- 
dignant at  not  being  permitted  to  beat 
"  to  quarters  "  with  his  knuckles  at  every 
pause  in  the  dinner.  Some  were  put  out 
by  being  obliged  to  sit  with  their  legs 
under  tTie  table,  being  long  habituated  to 
dine  at  a  cask  with  a  plank  on  it,  and  of 
course  kee])ing  their  limbs  "  stowed  Mway" 
under  the  seat ;  and  one,  an  old  and  much 
respected  river  })ilot,  was  cai'ried  away 
insensible  from  taiile,  on  hearing  that  grog 
was  not  a  recognized  table  beverage 
throughout  the  British  dominions. 

The  banishment  of  lobscouse  and  sea-pie, 
— pork,  with  its  concomitant  cataplasm  of 
peas,  and  other  similar  delicacies  from  the 
bill  of  fare,  completed  the  defection;  and 
at  last,  none  remained  of  the  "  once  good- 
lie    company,"   save     an    old    attenuated 
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Guernsey  skipper,  too  mueli  in  debt  to  leave,  ' 
but  who  attributed  his  feiilry  to  the  })i-efer- , 
euce  lie  entertained  for  ''  les   nsui^es   de  la  | 
bonne  socic'ti';,  et  hichurmante  Mde.  Davis."  ; 
T.  J.  could  never  hold  up  his  head  again; 
he  moped  about  the  docks  an<l  quays,  like 
the  restless  spirit  of  some  Ancient  ^lariner. 
Every  one  pitied  him;  and  he  grew  so  ac- 
customed t©  condolence — so  dei)endent,  in 
fact,  on  commiseration — that  he  spent  his 
days  in  rowing  from  one  ship  to  the  other 
in  the  harbor,  drinking  grog  with  the  skip- 
pers,  till,   by  dint  of  pure  symi)athy,  he 
slipped  quietly  into  his  grave,  after  some- 
thing like  a  two  years'  attack  of  delirium 
tremens. 

The  same  week  that  saw  T.  J.  descend  ^ 
to  the  tomb,  saw  his  widow  ascend  to  the 
"  U[)i)er  Town" — tiie    more  congenial  lo- 
cality for  as|)irations  like  hers.     If  no  eulo- 
gistic inscription  marked  A/.s  I'esting-place, 
a   very   showy   brass    plate    adorned   liers. 
From    that  hour  she  was   emancipated:  it  i 
seemed,    indeed,   as    if   she    had  turned  a: 
corner  in   life,  and  at  once  emerged  from  j 
gloom    and    darkness    into    sunshine.      It  j 
chanced  that  the  barracks  were  at  that  very 
moment    undergoing    i-cpair,    and   several 
officers  were  glad  to   find,  at  a  convenient 
distance,  the  comforts  and  accommodations 
which    a   plausible    advertisement    in    the 
Quebec  Messenger  assured  them  were  to  be 
obtained  (or  one  pound  one  shilling  weekly. 

There  are  people  who  tell  you  that  we  live 
iu  a  heartles.s,  selfi.sh,  grablnng,   grasping 
age,  where  each  preys  upon  his  neighbor, and 
Avliere  gain  is  the  spirit  of  every  contract;! 
and  yet,  in  what  period   of  the  world  was 
maternal    tenderness,    the    comforts    of  a 
home,   the  watchful  anxieties  of  parental; 
love,  to  be  had  so  cheaply-'    Who  ever  heard  i 
of  bachelors  being  admitted    into  families,  | 
where  music  and  the  arts  formed  the  even- 1 
ing's  recreation,  in  the  Middle  Ages?    Does 
Herodotus  inform  u.s,  that  "  young  and  at- I 
tractive    ladies    would     take    charge  of    a| 
widower's  household,  and  sui)erintend  the; 
care  of  his  family  ?"     Xot  a  bit  of  it!    On 
this  point,  at  least,  the  wisdom  of  our  an-' 
cestors  has   no  chance  with   us.     There  is  i 
not  a  wish  of  the  heart,  there  is  not  a  yearn- ! 
ing  of  the  affections,  that  a   three-and-six- ! 
penny  advertisement  in  the  Times  will  notj 
evoke  a  remedy  for.      You  can  make  love,  i 
or  a  book,  or  a  speech,  by  deputy;  for  every  ' 
relative  you  lose,  there  are  tiftv  kind-heart- 
ed creatures  to   supply  the   place;  and  not, 
only  may  you  travel  over  half  the  globe  with- ; 
out  more   per.sonal   exertion   than    it  costs: 
you  to  go  to  bed,  but  you  can  be  measured  : 
either  tV)r  a  wife  or  a  suit  of  clothes  with- 
out ever  seeing  the  lady  or  the  tailor. 


The  "  Hotel  Davis."  so  said  the  news- 
paper. "  was  situated  in  the  most  airy  and 
healthful  locality  of  the  Upper  Town."  No 
one  ever  rung  the  bell  of  tlie  hall-door  from 
the  first  of  October  to  May.  but  would  ac- 
knowledge the  truth  of  the  first  epithet. 
"  The  society,  for  admission  to  which  the 
most  jiarticniar  references  ai"e  requited, 
embraces  all  that  is  intellectual,  high-l)red, 
and  refini-d.  The  table,  where  preside  the 
'  feast  of  reason  and  the  floAv  of  soul,' com- 
bines the  elegance  and  delicacy  of  the 
French,  with  the  less  sophisticated  succu- 
lence of  English  cookery.  Intellectual  re- 
sources,— the  humanizing  influences  of 
Song  and  poetry — the  varied  pleasures  of 
cultivated  and  kindred  spirits,  which  have 
won  for  this  establishment  the  epithet  of 
the  Davisian  Acropolis,  continue  to  make 
it  the  chosen  retreat  of  gentlemen  connect- 
ed with  civil  and  military  pursuits,  who  are 
lodged  and  boarded  for  one  guinea  weekly. 

"  Receptions  every  Thursday.  Balls, 
during  the  winter,  on  the  first  Monday  of 
each  month." 

Such  was  one  among  many — I  select  it 
as  the  shoriest — announcements  of  this 
cheap  Elysium:  and  now,  two  words  about 
Mrs.  D.  iiciself.  She  was  a  poor,  thin, 
shrivelled-up  little  woman,  with  a  rugged, 
broken- up  face,  whose  ])rofile  looked  like  a 
jagged  saw.  IS'ext  to  elegance  of  manner, 
lier  passion  was  personal  ap})earance — by 
which  she  meant  the  adventitious  aid  of 
false  hair,  rouge,  and  cosmetics,  and  these 
she  employed  with  such  ever-varying  in- 
genuity, that  her  complexion  changed  daily 
from  classic  pallor  to  Spanish  richness, 
while  the  angle  of  incidence  of  her  eye- 
brows took  in  everything  from  forty-five 
degrees  to  the  horizontal.  Her  style  Avas 
"  sylph,"  and  so  she  was  gauzy  and  floating 
in  all  her  draperv.  A  black  veil  to  the  back 
of  her  head — a  filmy,  gossanier-kin<i  of 
scarf  across  her  shoulders — assisted  this 
deception,  and,  Avhen  she  ciossed  the  room, 
gave  her  the  air  of  a  clothes'-line  in  a  high 
wind. 

r>laek  mittens,  over  fingers  glowing  in 
all  the  splendor  of  imitation  rings,  and  a 
locket  about  the  size  of  a  cheese  plate,  con- 
taining the  hair — some  said,  the  scalp — of 
th.e  late  T.  J.,  completed  a  costume  which 
Mrs.  D.  herself  believed  Parisian,  but  to 
which  no  revolution,  democratic  or  social, 
could  reduce  a  Frenchwoman. 

She  borrowed  her  language  as  well  as  her 
costume  from  the  Grande  Station,  and  with 
this  comfortable  reflection,  that  slie  was 
not  likely  to  be  asked  to  restore  the  loan. 
Her  French  was  about  as  incongruous  as  her 
dress — but    Quebec,    fortunately,    was  not 
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Paris;  and  she  drove  her  coucli  and  six 
through  "  Adelow,"  witli  a  hardiliood  that 
outstripped,  if  it  did  not  defy,  criticism. 

By  tlie  military  and  naval  people  sli.e 
was  deemed  the  best  "fun"  going;  her 
pretension,  her  affectation,  her  shrewd- 
ness, and  her  simplicity;  her  religious  hom- 
age to  fashion;  her  unmerciful  tyi'anny 
towards  what  siie  thought  vulgarity,  made 
her  the  subject  of  many  a  Joke  and  much 
amusement.  Tne  other  classes,  the  more 
regular  habitues  of  the  "  house,"  thought 
she  was  a  princess  in  disguise;  they  revered 
her  opinions  as  oracles,  and  only  wondered 
how  the  court-end  could  spare  one  so  evi- 
dently formed  to  be  the  glass  of  fashion. 

If  1  have  been  too  prolix  in  ray  sketch, 
kind  reader,  attribute  it  to  the  true  cause 
— my  anxiety  to  serve  those  who  are  good 
enough  to  place  themselves  under  my  guid- 
ance. Mrs.  D.  still  lives;  the  establishment 
still  survives;  at  five  o'clock  each  day — 
ay,  this  very  day,  I  have  no  doubt — ^lier 
table  is  crowded  by  "  the  rank  and  fashion '"' 
of  the  Quebec  world;  and  the  chances  are, 
if  you  yourself,  worthy  reader,  should  visit 
that  city,  that  you  may  be  glad  to  give  your 
blank  days  to  the  fare  of  Madam  Davis. 

It  was  ten  o'clock  in  the  forenoon  as  I 
arrived  at  her  door,  and  sent  in  Captain 
Pike's  letter,  announcing  my  arrival.  I 
found  Mrs.  D.  in  what  she  called  her  own 
room— a  little  den  of  about  eleven  feet 
square,  shelved  all  round,  and  showing  an 
array  of  jnrs  and  preserve-pots  that  was 
most  imposing — the  offerings  of  skippers 
from  the  West  India  Islanrls'an!!  Madeira, 
who  paid  a  kind  of  black-mail  in  preserved 
ginger,  guavas,  yams,  pepper-pots,  chili, 
and  potted  crabs,  that  would  have  given 
liver  complaints  to  half  the  Province. 

Mrs.  D.  was  standing  on  a  step-ladder, 
a'n-anging  her  treasures  by  the  aid  of  a 
negro-boy  of  about  twelve  years  old,  as  I 
entered;  and  not  feeling  tlnit  I  was  of  con- 
sequence sufficient  to  require  a  more  for- 
mal audience,  she  took  a  steady  and  patient 
observation  of  me,  and  then  resumed  her 
labors.  The  little  window,  about  six  feet 
from  the  ground,  threw  a  fine  Pembrandt 
light  upon  me,  as  I  stood  in  my  showy  ha- 
biliments, endeavoring,  by  an  imposing  at- 
titude, to  exhibit  myself  to  the  best  advan- 
tage. 

"Forty-seven;  Guava  jelly,  Sambo  I — 
where  is  forty-seven  ?  " 

"  Me  no  see  him,"  said  Sambo;  "  missus 
e;it  him  np,  perh.ijjs." 

"  Monsonze!  you  filthy  creature — look 
for  it.  sirrah;  "so  saying,  Mrs.  Diivis  ap- 
plied her  donlde  eye-glass  to  her  eyes,  and 
again  surveved  me  for  some  seconds. 


"You  are  the" — she  hesitated — "the 
voung  person  my  friend  Pike  brought  out, 
I  believe?" 

"  Yes,  my  lady,"  said  I,  bowing  pro- 
foundly. 

"  What's  your  name?  The  Captain  has 
not  written  it  clearly," 

"  Ci-egan,  my  lady — Con  Cregan." 

"Con — Con,"  repeated  she  twice  or 
thrice;  "  what  does  Con  mean?" 

"It's  the  short  for  Cornelius,  my  lady." 

"  Ah,  the  abbreviation  for  Cornelius  I — 
and  where  have  you  lived,  Cornelius?" 

"  My  last  ])hice,  my  lady,  was  Sir  Miles 
O'Ryjin's,  of  Eoaring  Water." 

"'  What  are  yon  doing,  you  wretch? — 
take  your  filthy  fingers  out  of  that  jiot  this 
instant!"  screamed  she,  suddenly. 

"Me  taste  him,  an'  he  be  dnm  hoti" 
cried  the  nigger,  dancing  from  one  foot  to 
the  other,  as  his  mouth  was  on  fire  from 
tasting  capsicum  pods. 

I  thought  of  my  own  mustard  experience, 
and  then,  turning  a  glance  of  ineffable  con- 
tempt upon  my  black  friend,  said,  "Those 
creatures,  my  lady,  arc  sg  ignorant,  they 
really  do  not  know  the  nature  of  the  com- 
monest condiments." 

"Very  true,  Cornelius;  I  Avonld  wisli, 
however  to  observe  to  you,  that  although 
my  family  are  all  persons  of  rank,  I  have 
no  title  myself — that  is  to  say,"  added  she, 
with  a  ]:)leasing  smile,  "I  do  not  assume  it 
here — therefoi'e,  until  we  return  to  En- 
gland, you  needn't  adress  me  as  ladyshi]i." 

"No,  my  lady — I  beg  your  ladyship's 
pardon  for  forgetting,  but  as  I  have  always 
lived  in  high  families,  I've  got  the  habit, 
my  lady,  of  saying  my  lady." 

"lam  Madam — plain  Madam  Davis — 
there,  I  knew  yon'd  do  it,  yon  nasty  little 
beast,  you  odious  black  creature!"  This 
sudden  apostrophe  v/as  evoked  by  the  nig- 
ger endeavoring  to  balance  a  jam-pot  on 
his  thumb,  while  he  spun  it  round  with  the 
other  hand — an  exploit  that  ended  in  a 
smash  of  the  jar,  and  a  squash  of  the  jam 
all  over  my  silk  stockings. 

"  It's  of  no  consequence,  my  lady.  T  shall 
change  them  when  I  dress  for  dinner,"  said 
I,  with  consummate  ease. 

"The  jam  is  lost,  however — will  you 
kindly  beat  him  about  the  head  with  that 
candlestick  beside  you?" 

I  seized  the  implement,  as  if  in  a  most 
cdioleric  mood;  but.  my  black  was  not  to  be 
caught  so  easily  ;  and  with  a  dive  between 
my  legs  he  bolted  for  the  door — whilst  I 
was  pitched  forward  against  the  step-ladder, 
head  foremost.  In  my  terror  I  threw  out 
my  hands  to  save  myself,  and  canght — not 
the  ladder,  but  Madam  Davis's  legs — and 
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down  we  went  to<(ellier,  with  :i  .small  ava- 
lanclie  of  brown  jar.s  and  })re.serve-potji 
claUering  over  us. 

As  I  hud  gone  head  foremost,  my  head 
througli  ihe  hidder,  and  as  Mrs.  Davis  had 
fallen  on  the  top  of  me — her  liead  being 
reversed — there  wc  lay,  like  herrings  in  u 
barrel,  till  her  swoon  hud  ])assed  away.  At 
hist  she  did  rally  ;  and  gathering  herself 
uj),  sat  against  tne  wall,  a  most  luiefiil  ))ie- 
ture  of  bruises  and  disordei',  while  I,  emerg- 
ing from  between  the  steps  of  tlie  ladder, 
began  to  examine  whether  it  were  the  mar- 
malade or  my  bruins  that  I  felt  coming 
down  my  cheek. 

"You'll  never  mention  this  shocking 
event,  Cornelius,"  said  she,  trying  to  udjust 
her  wig,  which  now  faced  over  the  left 
shoulder. 

'•  Never,  my  ludy.  Am  I  to  consider  my- 
self engaged?" 

"  Yes,  on  the  terms  of  Captain  Pike's 
note — ten  })ounds  ;  no  wine  nor  tea-money, 
no  passage-fare  out,  no  livery,  no — "'  I  was 
ufraiel  she  was  going  to  add  no  ])rog,  but 
she  grew  faint,  and  merely  said,  "bring  me 
u  glass  of  water." 

•'  I'll  put  you  in  charge  of  the  lamps  and 
plate  to-morrow,"'  said  she  recovering. 

"  Very  well,  madam,"  said  I  aloud — 
while  to  myself  I  muttei'ed,  "they  might 
easily  be  in  better  hands." 

'•  You'll  wait  at  table  to-day." 

"Y'es,  my  lady — madam,  I  mean/' 

"  Soup  always  goes  first  to  Mrs.  Truss- 
ford — Ijlack  velvet,  and  vei'y  fat ;  then  to 
the  lady  in  blue  speciacles  ;  afterwards  to 
j\liss  Moriurty.  Ah,  I'm  too  weak  for  giving 
directions  ;  Tm  in  what  they  call  '  un  etat 


de  fuillet( 


and    with  these  words  Mrs. 


Davis  ivtii'cd,  leaving  me  to  the  contem- 
])lation  of  the  battle-tield  and  my  own 
bruises.  j 

My  next  care  was  to  j)resent  myself  below  j 
stairs  ;    and  although  some  niuy  smile  at 
the   avowal,    1    hud    far   more    misgivings 
about  how  I  siiould   pass  muster  with  the 
underlings,  than  with  the  head  of  the  de- j 
]»artment.      Is  the  reader  aware  that  it  was  ; 
u  farrier  of  the  Em[)eror  Alexander's  guard  , 
who  first  predicted    the  destruction  of   the  i 
"grand    army"    in    Russia?      A    French  I 
horseshoe  was  shown  to  him  as  a  curiosity; 
and  he  immediately  exclainu'd,  "  What!  not 
yet  f lost- roughed!  these  fellows  don't  know 
the  climate  ;  the  snows  begin  to-morrow!  "  ' 
so  is  it — ignorance  and  pretension  are  in-  i 
fallibly   discovered    by  "  routine; "  people  ; ! 
they  look  to  details,  and  they  at  once  de-  I 
tect  him  who  mistakes  or  overlooks  them,  j 

Resolving,    at  all   events,    to    make  my 
*•  Old  World ''  habits  stand  my  part  in  every  ; 


difficulty,  and  to  sneer  down  evei-ything  f 
did  not  understand,  J  put  on  a  bold  lace, 
j  and  descended  to  the  lower  regions. 
I      Great  people,    ".Ministers,"   and  Secrc- 
j  taries  for   the    '•Home"    and    "Foreign," 
little  know  how  great  their  i>rivilege  is,  that 
in    taking  office,  they   aie  sj>ared   all  un- 
pleasant meetings  with  their  ]»redecessors. 
At  least,  I  conclude  such  to  be  the  case  ; 
and  that  my   Lmd  I'almerston  "ste])ping 
in "  does    not  come   abrui)tly    upon    Lord 
Aberdeen  "g(nng  out,"  nor  does  an  angry 
altercation  arise  between   him   who  arrives 
to  stay  and  he  who  is  ])acking  his  portman- 
I  teau  to  be  off".     I  say  tiiac  I  opine  as  much, 
1  and  that  both  the  entrance  and  the  depar- 
j  ture  are  conducted  with  due  etiquette  and 
propriety  ;  in  fact,  that  Lord  A.  has  called 
i  liis  cab  and  slipi)ed  away,  before  Loi'd  P. 
j  has    begun    to    "  take  up"  the  "  spoons;" 
not  a  bad  metaphor,  by   the   way — for   an 
I  entrance  into  the  Foreign  Office. 
I      No  such   decorous  reserve  presides  over 
I  the  change  of  a  domestic  ministry.     The 
I  whole  warfare  of  ojij^osition   is  eondi'nsed 
]  into  one  angry  moment,  and  the  rival  ])ar- 
I  ties  ure  brouglit  fuce   to   fuce  in  the  most 
ungrucious  fushion. 

Now,  my  system  in  life  was  that  so  well 

'and  popularly  known  by  the  name  of  3L 

'  Guizot,    "  la  i)aix  a  tout  prix  ;  "  and  1  take 

1  pride  to  myself  in  thinking  that  I  have  car- 

!  ried  it  out  with  more  success.     AVith  a  firm 

I  resolve,  therefore,  that  no  temptation  should 

I  induce  me  to  deviate  from  a  })acific  ])olicy. 

I  entered  the  kitciien,  whei'e  the  "  lower 

house"  was    then    "in    committee," — tlie 

"  cook  in  the  chair!" 

I      "Here  he  com,  now!  "  said  Blackic:  and 
j  the  assembly  grew  hushed  as  1  enteied. 

"'  Ay,  here  he  comes!  "  said  I,  re-cciioing 
the  speech;  "  and  let  us  see  if  we  shall  not 
[  be  merry  comrades." 

1  The  addi-ess  was  a  hup])y  one;  and  that 
evening  closed  uj>on  me  in  the  veiy  ])in- 
nacle  of  popularity. 

1  have  hesitaieil  for  some  time  whether  I 
should  not  ask  of  my  reader  to  enrol  him- 
self for  a  short  space  as  a  member  of  "  liie 
establishment;  '"or  even  to  sojourn  one  day 
beneath  a  roof  where  so  many  originals 
were  congregated;  to  witness  the  very  table 
itself,  Set  out  with  its  artificial  fruits  and 
flowei's,  its  ])ine-apples  of  wax.  and  its 
peai-hes  of  paper;  all  the  appliances  by 
which  3Irs.  1).,  in  her  ardent  zeal,  hoped 
to  i)ropagate  refinenjent  and  ab^temiou^- 
ness;  high-breeding  and  low  diet  being,  iu 
her  esteem,  inseparably  united.  To  see  the 
com])any — the  j)oor  oid  failed  and  crusheti 
flowers  of  mock  gentility — widows  and  un- 
married   daughters   of   tax-collectors  long 
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"  feathered;  "polite  storekecix'rs,  and  apoth- 
ecaries to  the  "Forces,"  cultivacing  the 
Graces  at  the  cost  of  their  ap[)etite:-;,  and 
descending,  in  costumes  of  twenty  years 
back,  iu  tlie  pleasing  delusion  of  being 
"  dressed  "  fordiunery  while  here  and  there 
some  unhappy  skip[)er,  undergoing  a  course 
of  r(>finement,  looked  like  a  heariu  a  "bal- 
let." ashamed  of  his  awkwardness,  and  even 
fetili  more  ashanictl  of  thecompariy  wherein 
he  found  himself ;  and  lastly,  some  old 
Seigneur  of  the  Lower  Province — a  poor, 
wasted,  wrinkl(.*d  creature,  covered  with 
hair-powder  aud  suuff,  but  yet,  strangely 
enough,  preserving  some  "taste  of  his 
once  qualit}^,"  and  not  altogether  destitute 
of  the  graces  of  the  land  he  sprung  from; — 
curious  and  incongrous  elements  to  make 
up  society,  and  worthy  of  the  presidency  of 
that  gi-eater  incongruity  who  ruled  them. 

Condemned  to  eat  food  they  did  nc^t 
relish,  and  discuss  themes  they  did  not 
comprehend, — what  a  noble  zeal  was  theirs! 
What  sacrifices  did  they  not  make  to  the 
genius  of  "gentility!"  If  they  would 
sneer  at  a  ha^li,  Mrs.  D.'s  magic  wand 
charmed  it  into  a  "ragout;"  when  they 
almost  sneezed  at  the  sour  wine,  Mrs.  D. 
called  for  another  glass  of  "  La  Kose." 
"Rabbits,"  they  were  assured,  were  the 
daily  diet  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  and 
Lady  Laduington  ate  kid  every  day  at  din- 
ner. Li  the  same  way  potatoes  were  vulgar 
things,  but  "'  Pommes  do  teri-e  a  la  maitre 
d'hotel'"  were  a  delicacy  for  royalty. 

To  support  these  delusions  of  diet,  I  was 
everlastingly  referred  to.  "  Cregan,"  would 
she  say,  placing  her  glass  to  her  eye,  and 
fixing  on  some  dish,  every  portion  of  which 
her  own  dainty  fingers  had  compounded — 
;n^regan,  what  is  that?" 

"  Poulet  a  la  George  quatrc,  Madame!  " 
— she  always  permitted  me  to  improvise 
the  nomenclature, — "  the  receipt  came 
from  the  Bishop  of  Beldoff's  cook." 

"Ah!  pre[)ired  with  olives,  I  believe?" 

"  Exactly,  Madame,"  Avould  I  say,  pre- 
senting the  dish,  whose  success  was  at  once 
assured. 

If  a  wry  face,  or  an  unhappy  contortion 
of  the  mouth  from  any  guest,  announced 
disappointment,  ]\Irs.  D.  at  once  appealed 
to  me  for  the  explanation.  "  What  is  it. 
Cregan? — ^Irs.  Blotter,  I  fear  you  don't  like 
that  -plat?'" 

"  The  truffles  were  rather  old,  IMadame;  " 
or,  "the  anchovies  were  too  fresh;"  or, 
"  there  was  too  little  caviar."  or  something 
of  the  kind,  I  would  unhesitatingly  aver; 
for  my  head  was  stocked  with  a  strong  cat- 
alogue from  an  old  French  cookery-book 
which  I  used  to  study  each  morning.     The 


more  absti'use  my  <'xplanation,  the  more 
certain  of  its  being  indorsed  by  the  com- 
pany— only  too  happy  to  lie  suj)i)o.sed  cap- 
able of  detecting  the  subtle  deliciency;  all 
but  the  old  French  Deputy,  who  on  such 
occasions  would  give  a  little  shake  of  his 
narrow  ht-ad,  and  mutter  to  himself,  "Ah; 
il  est  mutin,  ce  gaiilard-la!  " 

Under  the  inlluencc  of  gi'cat  names,  they 
would  have  eaten  a  stewed  mummy  from 
the  Pyramids.  What  the  Marquis  of  Ash- 
eldown,  or  the  Earl  of  Bj'ockmore  invar- 
iably ordered,  could  not  without  risk  be 
des})ised  by  these  "  small  boys  "  of  refine- 
ment. It  is  true,  they  often  moni'ncd  in 
secret  over  the  altered  taste  of  the  old  coun- 
trv,  Avhich  preferred  kick-shaws  and  trum- 
peiy  to  its  halloAved  ril)s  and  sirloins;  but, 
like  the  folk  who  sit  at  the  Opera  wJiile 
they  long  for  the  Haymarket,  and  who 
listen  to  Jenny  Lind  Avhile  llicir  hearts  are 
with  Mrs.  Keeley,  they  "took  out"  in 
fashion  what  they  lost  in  amusement, — a 
very  English  habit,  by  the  way.  To  be 
sure,  and  to  their  honor  bo  it  sjioken,  they 
wished  the  Queen  would  be  pleased  to  fancy 
legs  of  mutton  and  loins  of  veal,  just  as 
sonic  others  are  eager  for  royalty  to  enjoy 
the  national  drama;  but  they  innocently 
forgot  the  while,  that  "they"  might  have 
the  sirloin,  and  "the  others"  Shakspeare, 
even  Avithout  majesty  partaking  of  either, 
and  that  a  roast  goose  and  Falstaff  can  be 
relished  even  without  such  august  prece- 
dent. Dear,  good  souls  (hey  were,  never 
deviating  from  that  fine  old  sturdy  sjiirit  of 
independence  which  makes  ns  feel  our- 
selves a  match  for  the  Avhole  world  in  arms, 
as  Ave  read  the  Times,  and  hum  "Pule, 
Britannia."  , 

All  this  devout  homage  of  a  class  with 
Avhora  they  had  nothing  in  common,  and 
Avith  which  they  could  never  come  into 
contact,  produced  in  me  a  very  strange  re- 
sult; and  in  place  of  being  ready  to  smile 
at  the  imitators,  I  began  to  conceive  a  stu- 
pendous idea  of  the  natural  greatness  of 
those  Avho  could  so  impress  the  i-anks  be- 
neath them.  "Con,"  said  I  to  myself, 
"'  that  is  the  class  in  life  Avould  suit  you 
perfectly.  There  is  no  trade  like  that  of  a 
gentleman.  He  Avho  does  nothing  is  always 
ready  for  everything;  the  little  shifts  and 
straits  of  a  handicraft  or  a  profession  nar- 
roAv  and  confine  the  natural  expansivencss 
of  the  intellect,  Avhich,  like  a  tide  over  a 
flat  shore,  should  swell  and  spread  itself 
out,  free  and  Avithout  effort.  {See  to  this, 
Master  Con;  take  care  that  you  don't  sit 
down  contented  Avith  a  low  round  on  the 
ladder  of  life,  but  strive  ever  upAvards;  de- 
pend on  it,  the  vieAV  is  best  from  the  top, 
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even  if  it  enublo  you  to  look  down  on  your 
competitors." 

Those  iniiifri ninths,  us  niijrlit  be  easily 
imagined,  led  me  to  foi-m  a  very  deprecia- 
ting estirnaLc  of  my  lords  and  masters  of 
tlie  "  estahlisliment."  Not  only  their  lii  tie 
foibles  and  weaknesses,  their  small  ])rt'ten- 
sions  and  their  ])ctty  attempts  at  line  life, 
wei-e  all  ])alj)able  to  my  eyes,  but  their 
humble  fortunes  and  narrow  moans  to  sup- 
port such  assumption  wove  equally  so;  and 
there  is  iiotiiing  which  a  vulgar  mind — I 
was  vulgar  at  that  period — so  unhesitating- 
ly seizes  on  for  sarcasm,  as  the  endeavor  of 
a  ])oor  man  to  "do  the  fine  gentleman." 

If  no  nian  is  a  hero  to  his  valet,  he  who 
has  no  valet  is  never  a  hero  at  all — is  no- 
body. I  conceived,  then,  the  most  insult- 
ing contempt  for  the  com])any,  on  whom  1 
})]'actised  a  hundred  i)etty  devices  of  an- 
noyance. I  would  drop  gi'avy  on  a  fine 
satin  dress,  in  which  the  wearer  only  made 
her  appearance  at  festivals,  or  stain  with 
sauce  the  *'  russia  ducks"  destined  to  fig- 
ure through  half  a  \Veek.  Sometimes,  by 
:iii  adroit  change  of  decanters  during  din- 
ner, I  would  })roduce  a  scene  of  aliiiost  ir- 
remediable confusion,  when  the  owner  of 
sherry  would  find  himself  taking  toast-and- 
wiiter,  he  of  the  last  beverage  having  im- 
])roved  the  time  and  finished  the  I'acier 
li<iuid.  Such  reciprocities,  altiiough  strict- 
ly in  accordance  with  '*  free-trade,"  invar- 
iably led  to  very  warm  discussions,  that 
lasted  through  the  remainder  of  the  even- 
ing. 

Then  I  i-emoved  plates  ere  the  eater  was 
satisfied,  and  that  with  an  air  of  such  im- 
])osing  resolve  as  to  silence  remonstrance. 
When  a  stingy  guest  passed  uj)  his  decanter 
to  a  friend,  in  a  moment  of  enthusiastic 
munificence,  I  never  suffered  it  to  return 
lill  it  was  emptied;  while  to  the  elderly 
ladies  I  measured  out  tlie  wine  like  lau- 
danum; every  now  and  then,  too,  1  would 
forget  to  hand  the  dish  to  some  one  or  other 
of  the  comjiany,  and  affect  only  to  discover 
my  error  as  the  last  spoonful  was  disaj)- 
])earing. 

IS'ur  did  my  liberties  eiul  here.  I  was 
constantly  introducing  innovations  in  the 
order  of  dinner,  tluit  i)roduced  most  ludic- 
rous scenes  of  discomfiture — now  insisting 
on  the  use  of  a  fork,  now  of  a  spoon,  under 
circumstances  where  no  adroitness  could 
compensate  for  the  implement;  and  one 
day  1  actiuilly  went  so  far  as  to  introduce 
soap  with  the  finger-glasses,  aven-ing  that 
"it  was  always  done  at  Devonshii-e  House 
on  grand  occasions."  I  thought  I  should 
have  betrayed  myself,  as  I  saw  the  effoi-ts 
of  the  party  to  perform  their  parts  with 


suitable  dignity;  all  1  could  do  was   to  ic- 
strain  a  burst  of  open  laughter. 

So  long  as  I  prosecuted  my  i<formson  the 
actual  staff  (jf  the  establishment,  all  went 
well.  Now  and  then,  it  is  true,  I  used  to 
overhear  in  French,  of  which  they  believed 
me  to  be  ignorant,  rather  sharp  comments 
on  the  "free-and-easy  tone  of  mymanner.s 
*— how  careless  I  had  become,"  and  so  on; 
complaints,  however,  sure  to  be  met  by 
some  assurance  that  '*  my  manners  were 
quite  London  " — that  what  I  did  was  tlio 
type  of.  fashiomiblc  servitude;  apologies 
made  less  to  screen  me  than  to  exalt  those 
who  invented  them,  as  thoroughly  conver- 
sant with  high  life  in  England. 

At  lust,  partly  from  being  careless  of  con- 
sequences, for  I  Avas  getting  very  weaiy  of 
this  kind  of  life — the  great  amusement  of 
which  used  to  be,  repeating  my  perfoi-m- 
ances  for  the  ear  of  Ca])tain  Pike,  and  he 
was  now  removed  with  his  regiment  to 
Kingstown — and  partly  Avishing  for  some 
incidents,  of  what  kiiTd  I  cared  not,  that 
might  break  the  monotony  of  my  existence, 
I  contrived  one  day  to  stretch  my  preroga- 
tive too  far,  or,  in  the  i)hrase  of  the  Gulf, 
"I  harpooned  a  bottle-nose," — the  peri- 
phrasis for  making  a  gross  mistake. 

I  had  been  some  years  at  Mrs.  Davis's — 
in  fact  I  felt  and  thought  myself  a  man 
when  the  last  ball  of  the  season  was  an- 
nounced— an  entertainment  at  which  usu- 
ally a  more  crowded  assemblage  used  to 
congregate  than  at  any  of  the  jirevious  ones. 

It  was  the  choice  occasion  for  the  habit- 
ues of  the  house  to  invite  their  grand 
friends,  for  Mrs.  D.  Mas  accustomed  to 
put  forth  all  her  strength,  and  the  ar- 
rangements were  made  on  a  scale  of  magni- 
ficence that  invariably  occasioned  a  i)elty 
famine  for  the  fortnight  beforehand.  Soup 
never  appeared,  that  there  might  be 
"bouillon"  for  the  dancers;  every  one 
was  on  a  short  allowance  of  milk,  eggs,  and 
sugar;  meat  became  almost  a  tradition: 
even  candles  waned  and  went  out,  in 
waiting  for  the  auspicious  night  when  tlu-} 
should  blaze  like  noon-day.  Nor  did  the 
company  fail  to  })articipate  in  these  prepa 
ratory  schools.  What  frightful  heatis  in 
curl-})apers  would  a])pear  at  breakfast  and 
dinner  !  What  buttoned-up  coats  and 
black  cravuts  refuse  all  investigation  on 
the  score  of  linen  !  What  mysterious 
cooking  of  cosmetics  at  midniglit,  wiih 
jietry  t  liefts  of  lard  and  thick  cream  !  What 
wasliings  of  kid  gloves,  that  when  wafclud 
wouUl  never  go  on  again  !  What  inven- 
tions of  French-polish  that  refused  all 
])ersuasious  to  dry,  but  continued  to  ."-tick 
to  and  paint  everything  it  came  in  contact 
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with  !  'J'hcn  there  were  high  dresses  cut 
down,  like  frigiites  nizced  ;  frock-coats 
reduced  to  dress  ones;  nio(d<  lace  and  false 
jewelry  were  at  a  ])remium;  and  all  the 
little  patelnvorlv  devices  of  ribbons,  bows, 
and  carnations,  ginip,  gauze,  and  gei-a- 
nium?,  wore  put  into  i-equisition,  petty  acts 
of  deception  tlnit  each  saw  through  in  her 
neighbor,  but  fii'inly  believed  were  unde-' 
tectable  in  herself. 

Then  what  caballings  about  the  invited! 
what  scrutiny  into  rank  and  station — 
'Mvhat  set  they  were  in,"' and  Avhom  did 
they  visit ;  with  little  Star  chamber  in- 
quisitions as  to  character,  all  breaches  of 
which,  it  is  but  fair  to  state,  were  most 
charitably  deemed  remediable  if  the  ])arty 
had  any  pretension  to  social  position  ;  for 
not  only  the  saint  in  crape  was  twice  a 
saint  in  lawn,  but  the  satin  sinner  was 
pardonable  where  the  "washing  silk" 
would  have  been  found  guilty  without  a 
'•  recommendation."^ 

Then  there  was  eternal  tuning  of  the 
pianoforte,  which  still  most  perversely 
insisted  on  not  suiting  voices  that  might 
liavesungduets  with  a  peacock.  .  Quadrilles 
Avere  practised  in  empty  rooms;  and  Miss 
Timmock  Avas  actually  seen  trying  to  teach 
Blotter  to  waltz — a  proceeding,  I  rejoice 
to  say,  that  the  moral  feeling  of  the  house- 
hold at  once  suppressed.  And  then,  what 
a  scene  of  decoration  went  forward  in  all 
the  apartments!  As  in  certain  benevolent 
families,  whatever  is  uneatable  is  always 
given  to  the  poor;  so  here,  all  the  artificial 
llowers  unavailable  for  the  toilet  were 
generously  bestowed  to  festoon  along  the 
walls  to  conceal  tin  sconces,  and  to 
wreathe  round  rickety  chandeliers.  Con- 
trivance— that  most  belauded  phenomenon 
in  Nature's  craft — was  everywhere.  If 
necessity  be  the  mother  of  invention,  poor 
gentility  is  the  "step-mother."  Never 
were  made  greater  efforts,  oi-  greater  sacri- 
fices incurred,  to  make  Mrs.  D.  appear 
like  a  West-end  leader  of  fashion,  and  to 
make  the  establishment  itself  seem  a 
Holderness  House. 

As  for  me,  I  was  the  type  of  a  stage 
servant — one  of  those  creatures  who  hand 
round  coffee  in  the  "  School  for  Scandal." 
My  silk  stockings  were  embroidered  with 
silver,  and  my  showy  coat  displayed  a 
bouquet  that  might  have  filled  a  vase. 

In  addition  to  these  personal  graces,  I 
liad  long'been  head  of  my  department ;  all 
the  other  officials,  from  the  negro  knife- 
cleaner  upwards,  besides  all  those  begged, 
borrowed,  and  I  believe  I  might  add,  stolen 
domestics  of  other  families,  being  placed 
under  my  orders. 


Among  the  many  functions  committed 
to  me,  the  drilling  of  these  gentiy  stood 
first  in  dlTiculty,  not  only  because  they 
were  rebellious  under  control,  but.  because 
I  hiid  actually  to  invent  "  the  discipline 
during  parade."  One  golden  rule,  how- 
ever, I  had  adopted,  and  never  suffered 
myseli:  to  deviate  from,  viz.,  to  do  nothing 
as  it  had  been  done  before — a  maxim  which 
relieved  me  from  all  the  consequences  of 
inexperience.  Traditions  ai"e  fatnl  things 
for  a  I'adical  reformer;  and  I  remembered 
having  heard  it  remarked,  how  Napoleon 
himself  first  sacrificed  his  dignity  by- 
attempting  an  imitation  of  the  monarchy. 
By  this  one  precept  I  ruled  and  squared  all 
my  conduct. 

The  most  refractory  of  my  subordinates 
was  a  jackana])es  about  my  own  age.  who, 
having  once  waited  on  the  "young  gentle- 
men" in  the  cock-pit  of  a  man-of-war, 
fancied  he  had  acquired  very  extendeed 
views  of  life.  Among  other  traits  of  his 
fashionable  experience,  he  remembered 
that  at  a  dejeHner  given  by  the  officers  at 
Cadiz  once,  the  company  who  breakfasted 
in  the  gun-room,  had  all  left  their  hats 
and  cloaks  in  the  midshipman's  berth, 
receiving  each  a  small  piece  of  card  with  a 
number  on  it,  and  a  similar  one  being 
attached  to  the  property — a  process  so 
universal  now  in  our  theatres  and  assem- 
blies, that  I  ask  pardon  for  particularly 
describing  it  ;  but  it  Avas  a  novelty  at  the 
time  I  speak  of,  and  had  all  the  the  merits 
of  a  new  discovery. 

Smush — this  was  my  deputy's  name — 
— had  been  so  struck  with  the  admirable 
success  of  the  arrangement,  that  he  had  ac- 
tually preserved  the  pieces  of  card,  and 
now  produced  them,  black  and  ragged, 
from  the  recesse?  of  his  trunk. 

"  i\Ir.  Cregan  " — such  Avas  the  respectful 
title  by  which  I  Avas  now  always  addressed — 
'•  Mr.  Cregan  can  tell  us," said  he,  "if  this 
is  not  the  custom  at  great  balls  in  London." 

"  It  used  to  be  so,  formerly,"  said  I,  Avith 
an  air  of  most  consummate  coolness,  as  I  sat 
in  an  arm-chair,  regaling  myself  A;v'ith  a 
cigar  ;  "  the  practice  you  allude  to.  Smush, 
did  prevail,  I  admit.  But  our  fashionable 
laws  change  ;  one  day  it  is  all  ultra-refine- 
ment and  Sybarite  luxury, — the  next,  they 
affect  a  degree  of  mock  sini])licty  in  their 
manners:  anything  for  novelty!  Now,  for 
instance,  eating  fish  Avith  the  fingers '* 

"Do  they,  indeed,  go  so  far?" 

"Do  they!  ay,  and  fifty  things  worse. 
At  a  race  dinner  the  same  silvei-  cup  goes 
round  the  table,  drunk  out  of  by  every  one, 
— r  have  seen  strange  things  in  my  time." 

"  That  you  must,  Mr.  Cregau." 
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*' Liittcrly,"  siiid  I,  warming'  with  n\v 
subject,  and  Kceiiig  my  uiiditory  ready  i<j 
hcdieve  iiiiyLliiii;^,  *'  tlioy  began  the  same 
system  with  the  soup,  and  always  passed 
the  tureen  round,  eafdi  tasting  it  as  it  went. 
This  was  an  innovation  of  th(^  Duke  of 
StruttenhamV,  but  J  don't  fancy  it  will 
last." 

''And  how  do  Ihev  manage  about  tiie 
liaLs,  Mr.  Cregan?" 

"The  last  thing,  in  tiiat  way,  was  what 
I  saw  at  Lord  Mudbrooke's,  at  Richmond, 
where,  not  to  hamper  the  guests  witli  these 
foolish  bits  of  card,  which  tlicy  were  always 
losing,  the  servant  in  waiting  chalked  a 
number  on  the  hat  or  coat,  or  whatever  it 
might  be,  and  then  marked  the  same  on  the 
gentleman's  back!  " 

Had  it  not  been  for  the  imposinggravity 
of  my  manner,  the  absnrdity  of  this  sug- 
gestion had  been  at  once  apparent  ;  but  I 
spoke  like  an  oracle,  and  I  impressed  my 
words  with  the  simple  gravity  of  a  common- 
place truth. 

"  If  you  wish  to  do  the  vciy  newest 
thing,  Smush,  that's  the  latest;  quite  a 
fresh  touch  :  and,  I'll  venture  to  say,  per- 
fectly unknown  liere.  It  saves  a  world  of 
trouljle  to  all  ]iarties  :  and  as  yon  can  brush 
it  off  ijefore  they  leave,  it  is  always  another 
claim  for  the  parting  douceur!" 

"I'll  do  it,"  said  Sinush  eagerly  ;  "they 
cannot  be  angry " 

"  Angry!  angry  at  what  is  done  witli  the 
very  first  people  in  London!  "said  I,  af- 
fecting horror  at  the  bare  thought.  The 
train  was  now  laid  ;  I  had  only  to  wait  for 
its  explosion.  At  first,  I  did  this  with 
eager  impatience  for  the  result  ;  then,  as 
the  time  drew  near,  with  somewhat  of 
anxiety;  and,  at  last,  with  downright  fear 
of  the  consequences.  Yet  to  revoke  the 
order,  to  confess  that  I  was  only  hoaxing 
on  so  solemn  a  subject,  would  have  been 
the  downfall  of  my  ascendency  for  ever. 
What  was  to  be  done  ? 

I  could  imagine  but  one  escape  from  the 
difficulty  ;  which  was  to  ])rovide  myself 
with  a  clothes-brush,  and  as  my  station 
was  at  the  drawing-room  door,  to  erase  the 
numerals  before  tlieir  wearers  entered.  In 
this  way  I  should  escape  the  forfeiture  of 
my  credit,  and  the  risk  of  maintaining  it. 

I  would  willingly  recall  some  of  the 
strange  incidents  of  that  great  occasion, 
but  my  mind  can  only  dwell  upon  one  ;  as, 
brush  in  hand,  I  asked  permission  to  re 
move  some  accidental  dust, — a  leave  most 
graciously  accorded,  and  ascribed  to  my 
town-bred  hal)its  of  attention.  At  last — 
it  was  nigh  midnight,  and  for  above  an 
hour  the  company  had  received  no  acces- 


sion to  its  ranks  ;  quadrilles  had  succeeded 
quadrilles,  and  the  business  of    the  scene 
1  went  swimmingly  on. — all  the  time  hojior- 
I  ed  events  of  similarassemldages  ha])pening 
!  with  that  rigid  I'egularity  which,  if  evening 
I  parties  wer«'  managed  by  tteam,  and  regu- 
lated by  a  lly-weel,  coukhnot  ])roceed  with 
more  ordinary  loutine.    "  Heads  of  houses'' 
with  bald  scalps  led   out  simpering  young 
'  Ijoai'ding-school  misses,  and  danced  with  a 
noble  show  of  agility,  to  refute  any   hitent 
su.si)icion  of  coining  .ige.     Thee  were  the 
usual    number    of    very   old    people,    who 
vowed    the   dancing   was  only  a  shnflling 
I  walk,  not  the  merry  movement  tlicy  had 
I  practised   half  a  centui-y  ago  ;    and  there 
j  were  lack-a-daisical  young  gentlemen,  with 
1  waistcoats  variegated  as  a  hearth-rng.  and 
j  magnificent     Itreast-pins — like     miniature 
I  pokers — who  lonngeil  and  lolled  about,  as 
'  though  youth  were  tlie  most  embarrassing 
I  and  wearving  infliction  mortality  was  heir 
'  to. 

There  were,  besides,  all  the  varieties  of 
the  class,  younglady— as  seen  in  every  land 
where  muslin  is  sold  and  white  shoes  ai'c 
manufactured.  There  was  the  slight 
young  lady,  who  floated  about  with  her 
ganzy  dress  daintly  pinched  in  two  ;  then 
there  was  the  short  and  dum])ling  yonng 
lady,  who  danced  with  a  dnck  in  her  gait  ; 
and  tiiore  Avere  a  large  ])roporti<)n  of  the 
flouncing,  flannting  kind,  who  t(.ok  the 
figures  of  the  quadrille  by  storm,  and  went 
at  the  "right  and  left  "  as  if  they  were  es- 
caping from  a  fire  :  and  there  was  Mi-s. 
Davis  herself,  in  a  spangled  toque  and  red 
shoes,  pottering  about  from  jilace  to  ])lace, 
with  a  terrible  eagerness  to  be  agreeable 
and  fashionable  at  the  same  time. 

It  was,  I  have  said,  nigh  midnight,  as  I 
stood  at  the  half-open  door,  watching  the 
animated  and  amusing  scene  within,  when 
Mrs.  Davis,  catching  sight  of  me,  and 
doubtless  for  the  puipose  of  displaying  my 
specious  livery,  ordered  me  to  oj^en  a  win- 
dow, or  close  a  shutter,  or  something  of 
like  importance.  I  had  scarcely  jierfornied 
the  service,  when  a  kind  of  half  titter 
through  the  room  made  me  look  around, 
and,  to  my  unspeakable  iiorror,  I  beheld, 
in  the  centre  of  the  room,  Town-^Iajor 
McCan,  the  most  passionate  little  nnin  in 
Quebec,  making  his  obeisances  to  Mrs. 
Davis,  while  a  circle  around  were,  with 
handkerchiefs  to  their  mouths,  stifling  as 
they  best  could,  a  burst  of  laughter;  since 
exactly  between  his  shoulders,  in  marks  of 
abont  four  inches  long,  stood  the  numerals 
I  "158,"  a  great  flouiish  underneath  pro- 
claiming tliat  the  roll  had  jirobably  con- 
'  eluded,  and  that  this  was  the  "last  man." 
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Of  the  Major,  tnidiLioii  had  already  con- 
secrated one  ex})loib;  he  had  once  kicked 
an  im})ertinent  tradesman  down  the  great 
llight  of  iron  stairs  which  leads  from  the 
Upper  Town  to  Diamond  Harbor, — a  feat, 
to  api)reciate  whicli,  it  is  necessary  to  bear 
in  mind  tliat  tiie  stair  in  question  is  almost 
perpendicular,  and  contains  six  hundix'd 
and  forty-eight  steps!  My  very  back  ached 
by  anticii)alion  as  I  thought  of  it;  and  as  I 
retreated  towards  the  door,  it  was  in  a  kind 
of  shuflle,  feeling  like  one  who  had  been 
well  tlirashed. 

'■  A  large  party,  Mrs.  D.;  a  very  brilliant 
and  crowded  assembly,"  said  tlie  Major, 
pulling  out  his  bushy  whiskers,  and  look- 
ing importantly  around.  ''  Now  what  nnra- 
ber  have  you  here?" 

"I  cannot  even  guess,  IMajor;  but  we 
have  had  very  few  apologies.  Could  yon 
approximate  to  our  numbers  this  evening, 
Mr.  Cox?"  said  she,  addressing  a  spiteful- 
looking  old  man,  who  sat  eying  the  com- 
pany through  an  opera-glass. 

"  I  have  counted  one  hundred  and 
thirty-four,  madam;  but  the  major  makes 
them  more  numei'ous  still!" 

"  How  do  you  mean,  Cox?  "  said  he,  get- 
ting fiery  red. 

"If  you'll  look  in  that  glass  yonder, 
wdiich  is  opposite  the  mirror,  you'll  soon 
see!"  wheezed  out  the  old  man,  malicious- 
ly. I  did  not  wait  for  more  ;  with  one 
spring  I  descended  the  first  flight;  another 
brought  me  to  the  hall;  but  not  before  a 
terrible  shout  of  laughter  apprised  me  that 
all  was  discovered.  I  had  just  time  to  open 
the  clock-case,  and  step  into  it,  as  Major 
McCan  came  thundering  down  stairs,  with 
,  his  coat  on  his  arm. 

A  shrill  yell  from  Sambo  now  told  me 
that  one  culpi'it  at  least  was  "up  "for 
punishment.  "Tell  the  truth,  you  d — d 
piece  of  carved  ebony!  who  did  this?  " 

''  Not  me,  Massa!  not  me,  Massa!  Smush 
aid  him!" 

Smush  was  at  this  instant  emerging  from 
the  back  parlor  with  a  tray  of  colored 
fluids  for  the  dancers.  With  one  vigorous 
kick  the  major  sent  the  whole  flying;  and 
ere  the  terrified  servitor  knew  what  the  as- 
sault portended,  a  strong  grasp  caught  him 
by  the  throat,  and  ran  him  up  bang! 
against  the  clock-case.  Oh,  what  a  terrible 
moment  was  that  for  me!  I  heard  the  very 
gurgling  rattle  in  his  throat,  like  choking, 
and  felt  as  if  when  he  ceased  to  breathe 
that  I  should  expire  with  him. 

"  You  confess  it!  you  own  it,  then!  you 
infernal  rascal!"  said  the  major,  almost 
hoarse  with  rage. 

"Oh,  forgive  me,   sir!  oh,  forgive  me! 


It  was  Mr.  Cregan,  sir,  Ihe  butlei-,  who  told 

me!     Oh  dear,  Tm "  what,  he  couldn't 

finish;  for  the  major,  in  relinquishing  his 
grasp,  flung  him  backwards,  and  he  fell 
against  the  stairs. 

"So  it  was  Mr. — Cregan, — the — butler, 
— was  it  ?  "  said  the  major,  with  an  empha- 
sis on  each  word,  as  though  he  had  bitten 
the  syllables.  ''  Well !  as  sure  as  my  name 
is  Tony  McCan,  Mr.  Cregan  shall  ])ay  for 
this!  Turn-  about  is  fair  play;  you  have 
marked  me,  and  may  I  be  drummer  to 
the  Cape  Fencibles  if  I  don't  mai'k  you!'' 
and  with  this  denunciation,  uttered  in  a 
tone,  every  accent  of  Avhich  vouched  for  the 
truth,  he  took  a  hat — the  first  nexi;  to  him 
— and  issued  from  the  house. 

Shivering  with  terror — and  not  without 
cause — I  waited  till  v5mnsii  had,  with  Sam- 
bo's aid,  carried  down  stairs  the  broken  frag- 
ments; and  then,  the  coast  being  clear,  I 
stepped  from  my  hiding-place,  and  opening 
the  hall-door,  fled;  ay,  ran  as  fast  as  my 
legs  could  carry  me.  I  crossed  the  grass 
terrace  in  front  of  the  barrack,  not  heeding 
the  hoarse  "  Who  goes  there?"  of  the  sen- 
try; and  then,  dashing  along  the  battery- 
wall,  hastened  down  the  stairs  that  lead  in 
successive  flights  to  the  filthy  "Lower 
Town?"  in  whose  dingy  recesses  I  well 
knew  that  crime  or  shame  could  soon  find 
a  sanctuarv. 


CHAPTER  XY. 

AN   EMIGKANT'S   first   STEP   "OX   SHORE." 

If  I  say  that  the  Lower  Town  of  Quebec 
is  the  St.  Giles's  of  the  metropolis,  1  con- 
vey but  a  very  faint  notion  of  that  terrible 
locality.  I  have  seen  life  in  some  of  its 
least  attractive  situations.  I  am  not  igno- 
rant of  the  Liberties  of  Dublin  and  the 
Claddagh  of  Galway;  I  have  passed  more 
time  than  I  care  to  mention  in  the  Isle  St. 
Louis  of  Paris;  while  the  Leopoldstadt  of 
Vienna,  and  the  Ghetto  of  Rome,  are  toler- 
ably familiar  to  me;  but  still,  for  wicked- 
ness in  its  most  unwashed  state,  1  give  palm 
to  the  Lower  Town  of  Quebec. 

The  population,  originally  French,  be- 
came gradually  intermixed  with  emigrants, 
most  of  whom  came  from  Ireland,  and  who, 
having  expended  the  little  means  the}'  could 
scrape  together  for  the  voyage,  firmly 
believing  that  once  landed  in  America, 
gold  was  a  "chimera  "  not  worth  troubling 
one's  head  about, — they  were  unable  to  go 
farther,  and  either  became  laborers  in  the 
city,  or,  as  the  market  grew  speedily  over- 
stocked, sunk  down  into  a  state  of  pauper- 
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ism,  tlio  very  coimtei-i»:irt,  of  Unit  lliev  liiul 
Iflt  oil  the  otiicr  .side  of  tliu  oucan.  riu'ir 
tiirbiiluiict',  their  clruiikeiiiics.s,  the  reckle.ss 
violence  of  all  their  luiljits,  at  first  shocked, 
•iiid  tlieii  terrified  the  poor  timid  Cana- 
dians— of  all  people  ti)e  most  submissive 
and  yieldin^r — so  that  very  soon,  feeling 
how  impossible  it  was  to  maintain  co-part- 
iioiy  with  snch  associates,  they  left  the 
neii,diborhood,  and  abandoned  the  field  to 
the  new  race.  Intermarriaj^es  had,  how- 
ever, taken  i)lace  to  a  great  extent;  from 
■which,  and  the  daily  intercourse  with  the 
natives,  a  species  of  langnago  came  to  be 
spoken  which  was  currently  called  French; 
but  which  might,  certainly  with  equal  pro- 
})riety,  be  called  Cherokee.  Of  course  this 
new  tongue  modified  itself  with  the  exi- 
gencies of  those  who  spoke  it;  and  as  the 
French  ingredient  declined,  the  Milesian 
jn-epondcrated,  till  at  length  it  became  far 
more  Irish  than  French. 

Nothing  assists  barbarism  like  a  dialect 
adapted  to  its  own  wants.  Slang  is  infin- 
itely more  conducive  to  the  propagation  of 
vice  than  is  generally  believed;  it  is  the 
''paper  currency"  of  iniquity,  and  each 
man  issues  as  much  as  he  likes.  If  I  want- 
ed an  evidence  of  this  fact  1  should  "  call 
u[)  ■'  the  i)lace  I  am  speaking  of,  where  the 
very  jargon  at  once  defied  civilization,  and 
ignored  the  "  schoohnaster."  The  authori- 
ties, either  regarding  the  task  as  too  hope- 
less, or  too  dangerous,  or  too  troublesome, 
seemed  to  slur  over  the  existence  of  this  in- 
famous locality.  It  is  not  impos.sible  that 
they  saw  with  some  satisfaction  that  wick- 
edness had  selected  its  only  i)eculiar  and  ap- 
j)ropriate  territory,  and  that  they  had  k-ft 
this  di'U  of  vice. as  Yankee  farmers  are  accus- 
tomed to  leave  a  spot  of  tall  grass  to  attract 
the  snakes,  by  way  of  preventing  them  scat- 
tering and  spreading  over  a  l.irger surface. 

As  each  emigrant  ship  arrived,  hosts  of 
these  idlers  of  the  Lower  Town  beset  the 
newly-landed  strangers,  and  by  their  voice 
and  accent  imposed  upon  the  poor  wander- 
ers. The  very  tones  of  the  old  country 
were  a  magic  the  new-comers  could  not 
withstand,  after  weeks  of  voyaging  that 
seemed  like  years  of  travel.  Whatever  re- 
minded them  of  the  country  they  had  quit- 
ted— :iy,  strange  inconsistency  of  the 
human  heart! — of  the  huid  they  had  left 
for  very  hopelessness,  touched  their  hearts, 
and  moved  them  to  the  very  tenderest  emo- 
tions. To  trade  on  this  susceptibility  be- 
came a  recognized  livelihood;  so  that  the 
•  plays  were  crowded  with  idle  vtigabonds, 
who  sought  out  the  prey  with  as  much  skill 
as  a  West-end  waiter  displays  in  detecting 
the  rank  of  a  new  arrival. 


This  filthy  locality,  too,  contained  all  the 
lodging-houses  resorti-d  to  by  ihe  emigrants, 
who  were  easily  jicrsuaded  to  fcjjlow  their 
"  countryman  "  wherever  he  might  lead. 
Here  were  spent  the  days — .sometimes,  un- 
liappily,  the  weeks — before  ihey  c(^n!d  fix 
upon  the  part  of  the  country  to  which  they 
should  bend  their  stei)s;  and  here,  but  too 
often,  were  wasted  in  excess  and  debauch- 
ery the  little  hoards  (hat  had  cost  years  to 
accumulate,  till  further  ])rogr^ss  became 
impossible;  and  the  stranger  who  lan.ded 
but  a  few  weeks  l)ack,  full  of  strong  hope, 
sunk  down  into  the  degraded  condition  of 
those  who  had  been  his  ruin — the  old  story, 
the  dupe  become  blackleg. 

It  were  well  if  deceit  and  falsehood, — if 
heartless  treachery  and  calculating  ba.se- 
ness,  were  all  that  went  forward  here.  But 
not  so;  crimes  of  every  character  were  rife 
also,  and  not  an  inhabitant  of  the  city,  with 
money  or 'character,  would  have,  for  any 
consideration,  put  foot  within  this  district 
after  nightfall.  The  vei-y  cries  that  broke 
upon  the  stillness  of  the  night  were  often 
licard  in  the  Upper  Town;  and  whenever 
a  shriek  of  agony  arose,  or  the  heartrend- 
ing cry  for  help,  prudent  citizens  would 
close  the  window  and  say,  ''It  is  some  of 
the  Irisli  in  the  Lower  Town." — a  comj)re- 
hensivc  statement  that  needed  no  com- 
mentary. 

Towards  this  pleasant  locality  I  now 
hastened,  with  a  kind  of  instinctive  sense 
that  I  had  some  claims  on  the  sanctuary. 
It  chanced  that  an  emigrant  ship  which 
had  arrived  that  evening  was  just  disem- 
barking its  passengers  ;  mingling  with  the 
throng  of  which,  1  entered  the  filthy  and 
narrow  lanes  of  this  Alsatia.  The  new  ar- 
rivals were  all  Irish,  and,  as  usual,  were 
heralded  by  parlies  of  the  resident  popula- 
tion, eagerly  canvassing  them  for  this  or 
that  lodging-house.  Had  not  my  own 
troubles  been  enougii  for  me,  I  should  have 
felt  interested  in  the  strange  contra.st  be- 
tween the  simple  peasant  first  stei)ping  on 
a  foreign  shore,  and  the  shrewd  roguery  of 
him  who  proposed  guidance,  and  who 
doubtless  had  himself  once  been  as  unsus- 
pecting and  ai-lkss  as  those  he  now  cajoled 
and  endeavored  to  dupe. 

I  soon  saw  that  single  individuals  were 
accounted  of  little  consecpience  ;  the  claim 
of  the  various  lodging-houses  was  as  family 
hotels,  perhaps  ;  s>  tlnit  I  mixed  myself  up 
with  a  gi'oup  of  ?ome  eight  or  ten,  whose 
voices  sounded  pleasantly,  lor,  in  the  dark, 
I  had  no  other  indication  to  suggest  a  jiref- 
erence. 

1  was  not  long  in  establishing  a  footing, 
so  far  as  talking  went,  with  one  of  this  party 
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— ail  old,  voiy  old  nuvii,  vhose  greatest 
uiixiety  avjis  to  know;  first,  if  "  thci-e  was 
any  Ingins  wiicro  we  were  going?"  and 
secondly,  if  I  iiud  ever  beard  of  liis  grand- 
son, Dan  Culiinane?  The  first  donbt  I 
solved  for  him  IVankly  and  freely,  that  an 
Indian  wouldn't  dare  to  show  his  nose 
where  we  were  walking  ;  and  as  to  the 
second,  I  hesitated,  promising  to  refer  to 
"my  tablets"  when  I  came  to  the  light, 
for  t  thongiit  tlie  name  was  familiar  to  me. 

"Ho  was  a  shoemaker  by  trade,"  said 
the  old  man,  "and  a  better  never  left  Ire- 
land ;  he  was  'pi-entice  to  ould  Finucane 
in  Ennis,  and  might  have  done  well,  if  he 
hadn't  the  turn  for  Aniericay." 

"But  he'll  do  better  here,  rely  upon  it," 
said  I,  inviting  some  further  disclosures; 
*' I'm  certain  he's  not  disappointed  with 
having  come  out." 

"No,  indeed;  glory  be  to  God!  he's 
doing  finely  ;  and  'twas  that  persuaded  my 
son  Joe  to  sell  the  little  place  and  come 
here — and  a  wonderful  long  way  it  is!" 

After  expending  a  few  generalities  on  sea 
voyages  in  general,  Avith  a  cursory  glance 
at  naval  architecture,  from  Noah's 
''square"  stern,  down  to  the  modern 
*' round"  innovation,  we  again  returned 
to  Dan,  for  whom  I  already  conceived  a 
strong  interest. 

"And  is  it  far  to  New  Orleans  from 
this?"  said  the  old  man,  who  I  perceived, 
was  struck  by  the  air  of  sagacity  in  my  dis- 
course. 

"  New  Orleans!  why  that's  in  the  States, 
a  thousand  miles  away!  " 

"Oh!  murther,  murther!"  cried  the  old 
fellow,  wringing  his  hands;  "and  ain't  we 
in  the  States? ' 

"No,"  said  I  ;  "this  is  Canada." 

"Joe!  Joe!  "  cried  he,  pulling  his  son 
by  the  collar,  ''listen  to  this,  acushla.  Oh, 
murther,  murther!  we're  kilt  and  destroyed 
entirely! " 

"  What  is  it,  father?  "  said  a  tall  power- 
fully built  man,  who  spoke  in  a  low  bat 
resolute  voice  ;  "what  ails  you?" 

"Tell  him,  darlint— tell  him  !"  said  the 
old  man,  not  able  to  utter  his  griefs. 

"It  seems,"  said  I,  "that  you  believed 
yourselves  in  the  States  ;  now  this  is  not 
so.  This  is  British  America — Lower  Can- 
ada." 

"  Isn't  it  '  Quaybec? '  "  said  he,  standing 
full  in  front  of  me. 

"It  is  Quebec  ;  but  still  that  is  Canada." 

"And  it's  ten  thousand  miles  from 
Dan !  "  said  the  old  fellow,  whose  cries  were 
almost  suffocating  him. 

"Whisht,  father,  and  let  me  talk,"  said 
the  son  ;  ''do  you  know  New  Orleans?" 


"Perfectly — every  street  of  it,"  said  I, 
with  an  efiirontery  the  darkness  aided  con- 
siderably. 

"  And  how  far  is't  from  liere?" 

"Something  like  thirteen  or  fourteen 
hundred  miles,  at  a  rough  guess." 

"Oh,  111'  eternal  villain!  if  I  htid  him  by 
the  neck!  "cried  Joe,  as  he  struck  the 
ground  a  blow  with  his  blackthorn  which 
certainly  would  not  have  improved  the  hu- 
man face  divine  ;  "he  towld  me  they  were 
a  few  miles  asunder — an  casv  day's  walk!" 

"Who  said  so?"  asked  I." 

"The  chap  on  Eden  Quay,  in  Dublin, 
where  wo  took  our  passage." 

"Don't  be  down-heai'tcd  anyway,"  said 
I;  "distance  is  nothing  here  ;  we  think  no 
more  of  a  hundred  miles  than  you  do  in 
Ireland  of  a  walk  before  breakfast.  If  it's 
any  comfort  to  you,  I'm  going  the  same 
way  myself."  This  very  consolatory  as- 
surance, which  I  learned  then  for  the  first 
time  also,  did  not  appear  to  give  the  full 
confidence  I  ex]iected,  for  Joe  made  no  an- 
swer, but,  with  head  di'oppcd  and  clasped 
hands,  continued  to  mutter  some  words  in 
Irish,  that,  so  far  as  sound  went,  had  rmt 
the  "clink"  of  blessings. 

"Ho  knows  Dan,"  said  the  old  man  to 
his  son,  in  a  Avhisper,  which,  low  as  it  was, 
my  quick  ears  detected. 

"What  does  he  knoAv  about  him?  "  ex- 
claimed the  son,  savagely;  for  the  memoiy 
of  one  deception  was  too  strong  upon  him 
to  make  him  lightly  credulous. 

"  I  knew  a  very  smart  young  man — a 
very  promising  young  fellow  indeed,  at  New 
Orleans,"  said  1,  "of  the  name  you  speak 
of — Dan  Culiinane." 

"What  part  of  Ireland  did  he  come 
from?"  asked  Joe. 

"  The  man  I  mean  was  from  Clare,  some- 
where in  the  neighborhood  of  Ennis." 

"That's  it!"  said  the  old  num. 

"Whisht!"  said  the  son,  whose  caution 
was  not  so  easily  satisfied  ;  and  turning  to 
me,  added,  "  What  was  he  by  trade?" 

"He  was  a  shoemaker,  and  an  excellent 
one  ;  indeed,  I've  no  hesitation  in  saying, 
one  of  the  best  in  New  Orleans." 

'•What  was  the  street  he  lived  in?" 

Here  was  a  puzzler!  for,  as  my  reader 
knows,  I  was  at  the  erid  of  my  information, 
and  had  not  the  slightest  knowledge  of 
New  Orleans  or  its  localities.  The  little 
scrap  of  newspaper  I  had  picked  up  on  An- 
ticosti  was  the  only  thing  having  any 
reference  to  that  city  I  ever  possessed  in 
my  life.  But.  true  to  my  theory,  to  let 
nothing  go  to  loss,  I  remembered  this  now, 
and,  with  an  easy  confidence,  said  "I  can- 
not recall  the  street,  but  it  is  just  as  you 


THE   COXFESSIONS   OF  CON  CREGAK 


417 


turn  out  of  the  street  where  the  Picayune 
no\vs|)iii)or-ofl[ico  stiiuds. " 

'Miight!— iill  right,  by  the  father  of 
Mosorf!  "  cried  Joe,  .stretching  out  u  l)rawiiy 
liauil,  ;md  shaking  mine  wiih  tlie  cordiali- 
ty of  frieud.shij).  Tlieii  ste})ping  forward 
to  wliere  the  rest  of  the  i)arty  were  walking 
with  two  most  lo([uacious  guides,  he  said, 
"  Molly!  here's  a  boy  knows  Dan!  Biddy! 
conio  hero,  and  hear  about  Dan!"' 

Two  young  girls,  in  long  cloth  cloaks, 
turned  hastily  round,  and  drew  near,  as 
they  exclaimed  in  a  breath,  '•Oh,  tell  us 
about  Dan,  Sir! " 

'•'Tis  betther  wait  till  we're  in  a  house," 
said  the  old  man,  who  was,  however  greedy 
for  news,  not  a  little  desirous  of  a  fire  and 
something  to  eat.  '*'  Sure  you'll  come 
with  us,  and  take  yer  share  of  what's  going," 
said  he  to  me  ;  an  invitation  which,  ere  I 
could  reply  to,  was  reiterated  by  the  whole 
party. 

''  Do  you  know  where  we're  going  here?" 
asked  Joe  of  me,  as  Ave  continued  our  way 
through  mazes  of  gloomy  lanes  that  grew 
gradually  less  and  less  frequented. 

"  Xo,"  said  I,  in  a  whisper,  '*  but  'tis  best 
be  on  our  guard  here — we  are  in  a  bad 
neighborhood." 

*'  Well,  tliere's  three  boys  there,"  said 
he,  pointing  to  his  sons,  who  walked  in 
front,  ''  that  will  pay  for  all  they  get.  Will 
you  ax  the  fellows  how  far  we're  to  go  yet, 
for  they  don't  mind  ///f." 

'•  Are  we  near  this  same  lodging  house?" 
said  I,  bluntly,  to  the  guides,  and  using 
French,  to  show  that  I  was  no  unfledged  ar- 
rival from  beyond  the  seas. 

*'  Ahi!"  cried  one,  "  a  gaillard  from  the 
battery." 

'*  VVhere  from,  a  la  guenlc  do  loup,  young 
mounsier  ?"said  the  other,  familiarly  catch- 
ing me  by  the  lapel  of  my  coat. 

'*  Because  I  am  not  afraid  of  his  teeth," 
said  I,  with  an  easy  effrontery  my  heart 
gave  a  liat  lie  to. 

**' Vrai?"  said  he,  with  a  laugh  of  terri- 
ble meaning. 

"Vrai!"  repeated  T,  with  a  sinking 
courage,  but  a  very  bold  voice. 

**'  1  wish  we  were  in  better  comi)any," 
whispered  I  to  Joe  ;  "what  directions  ilid 
you  give  these  fellows?  " 

*'  To  sliow  us  the  best  lodging-house  for 
the  night,  and  that  we'd  pay  well  for  it." 

''  Ah!"  thought  I,  '•  that  explains  some- 
thing." 

"  Here  we  are  mounseers,"  said  one,  as, 
stoi>[)ing  at  the  door  of  a  two-storied  house, 
he  knocked  with  both  knuckles  on  the  panel. 

"Nous  tillons,  slick,  en  suit,  here,"  said 
the  other,  holding  out  his  hand. 
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I      "They  are  going!  "  Avhispcred  I  ;  "  they 
I  want   to  be  paid,   and  we  are   well  rid  of 
them." 

■*  It  would  be  manners  to  wait  and  see  if 
they'll  let  us  in,"  said  Joe,  who  did  not 
fancy  this  sumnuiry  dej)arture  while  he 
fumbled  in  his  j)ocket  for  a  suitable  coin. 
"  \'ite! — (juick  !  — sharp  time!  "cried  one 
of  the  fellows,  who,  as  the  sound  of  voices 
was  heard  fiom  within,  seemed  impatient 
to  be  oil ;  and  so,  Miiitchmg  rather  than 
taking  the  shilling  which  still  lingered  in 
Joe's  reluctant  fingers,  he  wheeled  about 
and  lied,  followed  rajjidly  by  the  other. 

"Qui  va!  "cried  a  sharp  voice tr.ji;i  with- 
in, as  I  knocked  for  the  second  time  o.i  the 
door-i)anel  with  a  stone. 

."Friends,"  said  I,  "we  want  a  lodging 
and  something  to  eat." 

The  door  was  at  once  o])ened.  and,  by 
the  light  of  a  lantern,  we  saw  the  liguie  of 
an  old  woman,  whose  eyes,  bleared  and 
bloodshot,  glared  at  us  fixedly. 

"  'Tis  a  lodgen'  ycz  want?"  said  she,  in 
an  accent  that  showed  her  to  be  Irish. 
"  And  wdio  brought  ycz  here?  " 

"Two  young  fellows  Ave  met  on  the 
quay,"  said  Joe;  one  called  the  other 
'Tony.'" 

"Ay,  indeed!"  muttered   the  hag;  "I 

Avassurc  of  it;  "  his  own  son!  his  oavu  son!" 

'JMiese  Avords  she   repeated  in   a  tone  of 

profound  sorrow,  and  for  a  time  seemed 

quite  unmindful  of  our  presence. 

"Are  Ave  to  get  in  at  all?"  said  the  old 
man,  in  an  accent  of  impatience. 

"What  a  hurry  yer  in;  and  maybe 'tis 
Avishing  yerself  out  again  ye"d  be,  after  ye 
wor  in!" 

"I  think  Ave'd  better  try  somewhere 
else,"  Avhispered  Joe  to  me;  "  I  don't  like 
the  look  of  this  iilace."  Before  I  could  re- 
ply to  this,  a  loud  yell  burst  forth  from  the 
end  of  the  street,  accompanied  by  the  tramp 
of  many  people,  who  seemed  to  move  in  a 
kind  of  regulated  step. 

"Here  they  are!  Here  they  come!" 
cried  the  old  Avoman;  "step  in  quick,  or 
ye'U  be  too  late!"  and  she  dragged  the 
young  girls  forward  by  the  cloak,  into  the 
hall;  we  followed  without  furtherciut'Stion. 
'JMu-n  })lacing  the  lantern  on  the  floor,  she 
drew  a  heavy  chain  across  the  door,  and 
dropped  her  cloak  over  the  light,  saying  in 
a  low  tremulous  voice,  'Them's  the  ''J'ap- 
ageers! ' " 

The  croAvd  noAv  came  closer,  and  Ave  per- 
cei\'ed  that  they  Avere  singing  in  chorus  a 
song,  of  which  the  air  at  least  was  Irish. 

The  barbarous  rhyme  of  one  rude  verse, 
as  they  sung  it  in  passing,  still  lingers  in 
my  memory: 
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"  Xf)  bloody  agiiit  here  wo  see 

Kc'.uly  to  niek,  {listrain  and  saze  us, 
Whate'cr  we  ax,  we  liavo  it  free, 
And  take  at  liaiid,  wlialcver  plaze  us. 
Tow,  row,  row, 
Will  yez  sliow  mc  now, 
Tlie  polls  that'll  dare  to  face  us!  " 

''  Tlicre  they  go!  'tis  well  yc  wor  safe  !  " 
said  tlie  old  hag,  iis  the  sounds  died  away, 
and  all  became  silent  in  the  streets  with- 
out. 

'•' Wlio,  or  what  are  th.ey?"  said  I;  my 
curiosity  being  stimulated  by  fear. 

"  Them's  the  'Tapageers!'  The  chaps 
that  never  spared  man  or  woman  in  their 
rounds.  'Tis  bad  enough,  the  place  is;  but 
they  make  it  far  worse!" 

"  Can  we  stop  here  for  the  night?  "  said 
Joe,  growing  impatient  at  the  colloquy.' 

"  And  Avhat  for  wud  ye  stop  here?  "  ask- 
ed the  crone,  as  she  held  up  the  lantern 
the  better  to  see  him  who  made  the  de- 
mand. 

'•'  AVe  want  our  supper,  and  a  place  to 
sleep,"  said  the  old  man;  "and  we're  able 
and  willin'  to  pay  for  both." 

'"Tis  a  nice  place  ye  kern  for  either!" 
said  she;  and  she  leaned  back  against  the 
wall,  and  laughed  with  a  fiend-like  mtdice, 
that  made  my  blood  chill. 

'*  Then  I  suppose  we  must  go  somewhere 
else,"  said  Joe;  "come,  boys,  'tis  no  use 
losing  our  time  here!" 

"God  speed  you!"  said  she,  preparing 
to  undo  the  chain  that  fastened  the  door. 
"Ye  have  bould  hearts,  any  way!  There 
they  go!  d'ye  hear  them?  "  This  was  said 
in  a  half-whisper,  as  the  wild  yells  of  the 
"  Tapageers  "  arose  without;  and  soon  after, 
the  noise  and  tumult  of  a  scuffle;  at  least 
we  could  hear  the  crashing  of  sticks,  and 
the  shouting  of  a  fray;  from  which,  too, 
piercing  cries  for  help  "burst  forth, 

"  AVhat  are  ye  doin'?  are  ye  mad?  are  ye 
out  of  your  sinses?"  cried  the  hag,  as  Joe 
endeavored  to  wrest  open  the  cliain — the 
secret  of  which  he  did  not  understand. 

"They're  murdering  some  one  without 
there!  "  said  he.  ' '  Let  me  free,  or  I'll  kick 
down  your  old  door,  this  minute  !  " 

"  Kick  away,  honey!  "  said  the  hag;  "'  as 
strong  men  as  yourself  tried  that  a'ready; 
and  d'ye  hear,  it's  done  now;  it's  over ! '^ 
These  terrible  words  were  in  allusion  to  a 
low  kind  of  sobbing  sound,  which  grew 
fainter  and  fainter,  and  then  ceased  alto- 
gether. 

"They're  taking  the  body  away."  whis- 
pered she,  after  a  pause  of  death-like  still- 
ness. 

'*  Where  to?  "  said  I,  half  breathless  with 
terror. 


"  To  the  river!  the  stream  runs  fast,  and 
the  corpse  will  l>e  down  below  Goose  Island 
— ay,  in  the  Gulf,  'fore  morning!" 

The  two  young  girls,  unable  longer  to 
control  their  feelings,  here  bui-st  out  a  cry- 
ing; and  the  old  man,  ])ulling  out  a  rosary, 
turned  to  the  wall,  and  began  his  prayers. 

"  'Tis  a  bloody  i)lace;  glory  be  to  God! '' 
said  Joe,  at  last,  with  a  sigh,  and  clasped 
his  hands  before  him,  like  one  unable  to 
decide  on  what  course  to  follow. 

I  saw,  now,  that  all  were  so  paralyzed 
by  fear,  that  it  devolved  upon  me  to  act 
for  the  rest;  so,  summoning  my  best  cour- 
age, I  said,  "  Will  yf>u  allow  us  to  stop  here 
for  the  night?  since  Ave  are  strangers,  and 
do  not  know  where  to  seek  shelter."  She 
shook  her  head,  not  so  much  with  tlie  air 
of  refusing  my  request,  as  to  convey  that  I 
had  asked  for  something  scarce  worth  the 
granting. 

"We  only  want  a  shelter  for  the 
night " 

"  And  a  bit  to  cat,"  broke  in  the  old 
man,  turning  round  from  his  prayers. 
"'  Sanctilicatur  in  sec'la — if  it  was  only  a 
bit  of  belly  bacon,  and — Tower  of  Ivory, 
purtect  us — with  a  pot  of  praties,  and — 
Matthew,  Mark,  Luke,  and  John " 

"Is  he  a  friar?"  said  the  hag  to  me, 
eagerly;  "does  he  belong  to  an  'ordher?'" 

"■  jSTo,"  said  I;  "he's  only  a  good  Catho- 
lic." 

She  wrung  her  hands,  as  if  in  disappoint- 
ment; and  then,  taking  up  the  lantern  once 
more,  said,  "  Come  along!  I'll  show  yez 
where  yc  can  stay." 

We  followed,  I  leading  the  othei's,  up  a 
narrow  and  rickety  stair,  between  two  walls, 
streaming  with  damp,  and  patched  with 
mould.  When  she  reached  the  landing, 
she  searched  for  a  moment  for  a  key,  which 
having  found,  she  opened  the  door  of  a 
long  low  room,  whose  only  furniture  was  a 
deal  table  and  a  few  chairs;  a  candle  stuck 
in  a  bottle,  and  some  drinking-vessels  of 
tin,  were  on  the  table,  and  a  piece  of  news- 
paper containing  some  tobacco. 

"There."  said  she,  lighting  the  candle; 
''you  may  stay  here;  'tis  all  I'm  able  to  do 
for  yez,  is  to  give  ye  shelter." 

"And  nothing  to  eat?"  ejaculated  the 
old  man,  sorrowfully. 

"Ilav'n't  you  a  few  potatoes?"  said  Joe. 

"  I  didn't"  taste  food  since  yesterday 
morning,"  said  the  hag;  "  and  that's  what's 
to  keep  life  in  me  to-mori-ow!"  and  as  she 
sjjoke,  she  held  out  a  fragment  of  black- 
ened sea-biscuit,  such  as  llussian  sailors 
call  "rusk." 

"  Well,  by  coorse,  there's  no  use  in  talk- 
ing," said  Joe,  who  always  seemed  the  first 
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to  sec  liis  way  clearly.  '"Tis  worse  for  the 
girls,  for  wc  ciiu  take  a  draw  of  the  pijic. 
Lucky  for  us  we  liave  it !  " 

Meaiiwiiile,  the  two  girls  had  taken  off 
their  cloaks,  and  M'cre  busy  gathering  some 
loose  sticks  together,  to  make  a  lire;  a 
l)iece  of  })ractic;il  wisdom  I  at  once  lent  all 
aid  to. 

The  hag,  ajiparently  moved  by  the  ready 
com[)liance  to  make  the  best  of  mafters, 
went  out,  and  returned  with  some  more 
wood,  fragments  of  ship-timber,  which  she 
offered  us,  saying,  "'Tis  all  Icangiveyez. 
Good  night  to  yez  all!" 

''Well,  father,"  said  Joe,  as  soon  as  he 
had  lighted  his  jiipe,  and  taken  a  seat  by 
the  fire,  "ye  wor  tired  enough  of  the  ship, 
but  1  think  ye  wish  yerself  back  again  there 
now."' 

"1  wish  more  nor  that,"  said  the  old 
man,  querulously;  "I  wish  I  never  seen 
the  same  ship;  nor  ever  Icftould  Ireland!" 

This  sentiment  threw  a  gloom  over  the 
whole  jnirty,  by  awakening  not  only  mem- 
ories of  home  and  that  far  away  land,  but 
also  by  the  confession  of  a  sense  of  disap- 
pointment, which  each  was  only  able  to 
struggle  against,  while  unavowed.  The 
sorrow  made  them  silent,  and  at  last  sleepy. 
At  first,  the  three  '*'  boys,"  great  fellows  of 
six  feet  high,  stretched  themselves  full- 
length  on  the  floor,  and  snored  away  in 
concert;  then  the  two  girls,  one  with' her 
head  on  the  others  lap,  fell  off;  while  the 
old  man,  sitting  directly  in  front  of  the 
fire,  nodded  backwards  and  forwards, 
waking  up,  every  half  hour  or  so,  to  light 
his  })ij)e;  which  done,  he  immediately  fell 
off  into  a  doze  once  more,  leaving  Joe  and 
myself  alone  waking  and  watchful. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A  NIGHT  IX  THE  "  LOWER  TOWN." 

Joe's  eyes  were  l)ent  upon  me,  as  I  sat 
directly  opposite  him,  with  a  fixedness  that 
I  could  easily  see  was  occasioned  by  my 
showy  costume  ;  his  glances  ranged  froiii 
my  buckled  shoes  to  my  white  cravat, 
adorned  with  a  spKndid  brooch  of  mock 
ametliyst  ;  nay,  I  almost  fancied  once  that 
he  was  counting  the  silver  clocks  on  mv 
silk  stockings!  It  was  a  look  of  most  un- 
disguised astonishment, — such  a  look  sis 
one  bestows  upon  some  new  and  singular 
animal,  of  whose  habits  and  instincts  we 
arc  lost  in  conjectui-e. 

Now,  I  was'"'  York,  too"— that  is  to  say. 
I  was  Irish  as  well  as  himself ;  and  I  well 


knew  that  there  was  no  rank  nor  condition 
of  man  for  which  the  pe.isant  in  Ireland 
conceives  the  same  low  estimate  as  the 
'*  Livery  Servant."  The  class  is  associated 
in  his  mind  with  chicaneiw.  imitudcnce, 
falsehood,  theft,  and  a  scoi-e  of  other  good 
l)roperties;  not  to  add,  that  being  occa- 
sionally, in  great  families,  a  native  of 
England,  the  Saxon  element  is  united  to 
the  other  "bitters"  of  the  potion. 

Scarcely  a  '-tenant"  could  be  found  that 
would  not  rather  fac*.-  a  mastiff  than  a  foot- 
man,— such  is  the  dislike  to  these  human 
lilies,  who  neither  toil  nor  spin.  Xow,  I 
have  said  I  knew  this  well  :  I  had  been 
reared  in  the  knowledge  and  practice  of  this 
and  many  similar  antipathies,  so  that  I  at 
once  took  counsel  with  myself  what  I 
should  do  to  escape  from  the  leproach  of  a 
mai'k  so  indelibly  stamped  npon  me  by  ex- 
ternals. "  La  famille  Cullinane  "  suited  me 
admii-ably, — they  were  ])reciscly  the  kind  of 
jicople /wanted  ;  my  care,  therefore,  was 
that  they  should  reci})rocate  the  want,  and 
be  utterly  helpless  without  me.  Thus  re- 
flecting, I  could  not  help  saying  to  myself, 
how  gladly  would  I  have  parted  with  all 
these  gauds  for  a  homely,  ay,  or  even  a 
ragged  suit  of  native  frieze.  I  remembered 
the  cock  on  the  dunghill,  who  would  have 
given  his  diamond  foi*  one  single  grain  of 
corn  :  and  I  felt  that  "  ^Esop  "  was  a  grand 
jiolitical  economist. 

Fi'om  these  and  similar  mental  meander- 
ings  I  was  brought  back  by  Joe  ;  who,  after 
emptying  the  ashes  from  his  l>i]'»o,  said,  and 
with  a  ]>ecnliai'ly  diy  voice,  '•  Ye"r  in  a  ser- 
vice, young  man?" 

Now,  although  the  words  are  few,  and 
the  si>eaker  did  not  intend  that  his  manner 
should  have  given  them  any  i)articular  sig- 
nificance, yet  the  tone,  the  cautious  slow- 
ness of  the  enunciation — cou])led  with  the 
stern  steady  stare  at  my  "bravery,"  made 
them  tingle  on  my  ears,  and  send  the  blood 
I'ushing  to  my  cheeks  with  shame.  It  was 
like  a  sharp  ])rick  of  a  spur  ;  and  so  it 
turned  out. 

'•In  a  service?"  said  I.  Avith  a  look  of 
offended  dignity.  "No,  I  flatter  myself 
not  that  low  yet.  "What  couUl  have  made 
you  suppose  so?  Oh,  I  si'c!" — here  I 
burst  out  into  a  very  well-assumed  laugh  ; 
"that  is  excellent,  to  be  sure!  ha,  ha,  ha! 
so  it  was  these," — and  I  stretched  forth  my 
embroidered  shins — "it  was  these  deceived 
you  I  and  a  very  natural  mistake,  too.  No, 
my  worthy  friend  ;  not  but,  indeed,  I 
might  envy  many  in  that  same  ignoble 
position."  I  said  this  with  a  sudden 
change  of  voice,  as  though  overcast  by  some 
sad  recollection. 
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'■'■  'T\v;i3  indeed  your  dress,"  said  Jot\. 
with  a  modest  deferenee  in  his  manner, 
meant  to  ho  a  full  ai)oh).:^v  for  his  hito  hlun- 
der.     "  Mayhe  'tis  the  fashion  liere." 

'•'No,  Cnlhnane,"  said  I,  using  a  freedom 
wliich  sliould  open  the  way  to  our  relative 
futui-o  standing;  "  not  even  tliat;"  here 
I  heaved  a  lieavy  sigli,  and  hecanie  silent. 
My  companion,  ahashed  by  his  mistake, 
said  nothing;  and  so  we  sat  without  inter- 
changing a  word  for  full  five  minutes. 

'•'I  have  had  a  strngglo  with  myself, 
CuUinane,"  said  I,  at  last;  ''and  I  have 
conquered.  Ay,  I  have  gained  the  day  in 
a  hard-fonglit  battle  against  my  sense  of 
siiamc.     I  will  l)e  irank  with  you  therefore. 

In  this  dress  I  appeared  to-night  on  the 
boards  of  the  Quebec  theatre." 

"A  play  actor!"  exclaimed  Joe,  with  a 
face  very  far  from  expressing  any  high 
sense  of  the  histrionic  ai't. 

"jSTot  exactly,"  said  I,  "  only  a  would-be 
one.  I  am  a  gentleman  by  birth,  family, 
and  fortune  ;  but  taking  into  my  head,  in 
a  foolish  hour,  that  I  should  like  the  ex- 
citement of  an  actor's  life,  I  fled  from  home, 
quitted  friends,  relatives,  affluence,  and 
ease,  to  follow  a  strolling  company.  At 
another  time  I  may  relate  to  you  all  the 
disguises  I  assumed  to  escape  detection. 
Immense  sums  were  offered  for  my  ap- 
prehension— why  do  I  say  were? — a}',  Cul- 
linaue,  are  offered.  I  will  not  deceive  you. 
It  is  in  your  power  this  instant,  by  surren- 
dering me  to  my  family,  to  earn  live  thou- 
sand dollars  ! " 

"Do  ye  think  I'd  be " 

"No,  I  do  not.  In  proof  of  my  confi- 
dence in  you,  hear  my  story.  We  traveled 
through  the  States  at  first  Ijy  unfrequented 
routes  till  we  reached  the  north,  when 
gaining  courage,  I  ventured  to  take  a  high 
range  of  characters,  and,  I  will  own  it,wirh 
success.  At  last  we  came  to  Canada,  in 
Avhicli  country,  although  the  reward  had 
not  been  announced,  my  father  had 
acquainted  all  the  principal  people  with 
my  flight,  entreating  them  to  do  their 
utmost  to  dissuade  me  from  a  career  so 
far  bolow  my  rank  and  future  prospects. 
Among  others,  he  wrote  to  an  old  friend 
and  schoolfellow,  the  Governor-General, 
requesting  his  aid  in  this  affair.  I  was 
always  able,  from  other  sources,  to  learn 
every  step  tliat  was  taken  with  this  object; 
so  that  I  not  only  knew  this,  but  actually 
possessed  a  copy  of  my  father's  letter  to 
Lord  Poynder,  wherein  this  ])assage  occur- 
red— '  Above  all  things,  my  dear  Poynder, 
no  publicity  !  no  exposure  !  remember  the 
position  Cornelius  will  one  day  hold,  and 
let  him  not  be  ashamed  when  he  may  meet 


you  in  after-life,  If  the  silly  boy  can  be 
induced,  by  his  own  sense  of  dignity  to 
abandon  this  unworthy  jjursuit,  so  much 
the  better ;  but  coercion  would,  I  fear, 
give  faint  hoi)e  of  eradicating  the  evil. 
Now  as  I  perceived  th:it  no  actual  force 
was  to  be  employed  against  me,  I  did  uot 
hesitate  to  appear  in  the  part  for  which  the 
bills  announced  me.  Have  you  ever  read 
Shakespeare  ?" 

"No,  sir,"  said  Joe,  respectfully. 

"  Well,  no  matter.  I  was  to  appear  as 
'Hamlet' — this  is  the  dress  of  that  char- 
acter— little  suspecting,  indeed,  how  the 
applause  I  was  accustomed  to  receive  was 
to  be  changed.  To  be  brief.  In  the  very 
center  of  the  dress-circle  was  the  Governor 
himself;  he  came  with  his  Avhole  staff,  but 
without  any  previous  intimation.  No 
sooner  had  I  made  my  entrance  on  the 
scene — scarcely  had  I  begun  that  magnifi- 
cent soliloquy,  '  Show  me  the  thief  that 
stole  my  fame,' — when  his  Excellency 
commenced  hissing  !  "Now,  Avhen  the  Gov- 
ernor-General hisses,  all  the  staff  hiss; 
then  the  President  of  the  Council  and  all 
his  colleagues  hiss;  then  conies  the  bishop 
and  the  inferior  clergy,  with  the  judges 
and  the  Attorney-General,  and  so  on:  then 
all  the  loyal  population  of  the  house  joined 
in,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  in  the 
galleries,  that  hated  the  British  connection, 
and  who  cried  out,  'Three  cheers  for  Con 
Cregan  and  the  independence  of  Canada  !' 
In  this  way  went  on  the  first  act ;  groans 
and  yells  and  catcalls  overtopping  all  I 
tried  to  say,  and  screams  for  the  manager 
to  come  out  issuing  from  every  part  of  the 
house.  At  last  out  he  did  come.  This 
for  a  while  made  matters  worse  ;  so  many 
directions  were  given,  questions  asked., 
and  demands  made,  that  it  was  cleai'ly 
impossible  to  hear  any  one  voice ;  and 
there  stood  the  managei',  swinging  hi? 
arms  about  like  an  insane  telegraph,  now 
running  to  the  stage-box  at  one  side,  tlieu 
crossing  over  to  the  other,  to  maintain  a 
little  private  conversation  by  signs,  till  the 
sense  of  the  house  spoke  out  by  accidentally 
catching  a  glimpse  of  me  in  the  side-scenes. 

'"Is  it  your  pleasure,  my  lords,  ladies, 
and  gentlemen,  that  this  actor  should  not 
appear  again  before  you  ?  ' 

'' '  Yes — yes.  No — no — -no,'  were  shouted 
from  hundreds  of  voices. 

"  'What  am  I  to  understand,'  said  he, 
bowing  with  his  arms  crossed  submissively 
before  him;  'I  submit  myself  to  your 
orders.  If  Mr.  Cregan  does  not  meet  your 
api)robation " 

"'Throw  him  into  the  dock! — Ijreak 
his   neck  ! — set   him   adrift  on  a  log  down 
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the  Culf-streiim  !— chip  him  up  fm-  Imrk  I 
— burn  him  for  churcoal  !' — uihI  twenty 
other  lilvc  humane  pi-opos:ils  burst  forth 
together  ;  und  so  not  waiting  to  see  how 
f;ir  the  manager's  politeness  would  carry 
him,  1  fled  from  the  theater.  Yes,  Culli- 
nane,  I  fled  with  shame  and  disgust  from 
that  fickle  jjublic,  who  applaud  with 
ecstasy  to-day  that  they  may  condemn  with 
infamy  to-morrow.  Nor  was  I  deceived 
by  the  vain  egotism  of  supposing  that  / 
was  the  object  of  their  xmgenerous  anger, 
Alas  !  my  friend,  the  evil  lay  deeper — it 
was  my  Irish  name  and  family  they  sought 
to  insult !  The  old  grudge  that  they  bear 
us  at  home,  they  carry  over  the  seas  Avith 
them.  How  i)lain  it  is  ;  they  never  can 
forgive  our  superiority.  It  is  this  they 
seek  revenge  upon  wherever  they  find  us." 

I  own  that  in  giving  this  i)cculiar  turn 
to  my  narrative,  I  Avas  led  by  perceiving 
that  my  listener  had  begun  to  show  a 
most  lamentable  Avant  of  sympathy  for 
myself  and  7ny  sufferings,  so  I  Avas  driven 
to  try  Avhat  a  little  patriotism  might  do 
in  arousing  his  feelings:  and  I  Avas  right. 
Some  of  Oullinane's  connections  had  been 
'i'errys — or  iilackfeet  or  Whitefeet,  or  some 
one  or  other  of  those  pleasant  fraternities 
Avho  study  ball-practice,  Avith  a  landlord 
for  the  bull's-eye.  He  at  once  caught  up 
the  spirit  of  my  remarks,  and  even  quoted 
some  eloquent  passages  of  Mr.  O'Connell, 
about  the  Avidth  of  our  shoulders,  and  the 
calves  of  our  legs,  and  other  like  personal 
advantages,  incontestably  shoAving  as  tliey 
do  that  we  never  Avere  made  to  be  subject 
to  the  Saxon.  It  Avas  the  laAv  of  the  land, 
however,  Avhicli  had  his  heartiest  abhor- 
rence. This,  like  nine-tenths  of  his  own 
class  in  Ireland,  he  regarded  as  a  systematic 
means  of  oppression,  invented  b}^  the  rich  to 
give  them  the  tyrannical  dominion  over  the 
poor.  Nor  is  the  belief  to  be  Avondered  at;, 
considering  how  cognizant  the  peasant 
often  is  of  all  the  schemes  and  AviUs  by 
Avhich  a  conviction  is  compassed  ;  nay,  the 
very  adroitness  of  a  lee:al  defence  in  crimi- 
nal cases— tlie  feints,  the  quips,  the  strata- 
gems— instead  of  suggesting  admiration  for 
those  barriers  by  Avhich  the  life  and  liberty 
of  a  subject  is  protected,  only  engendered 
a  stronger  conviction  of  the  roguish  char- 
acter of  that  ordeal  where  craft  and  subtle- 
ty could  do  so  much. 

It  Avas  at  the  close  of  a  very  long  diatribe 
over  Irish  law  and  lawyers,  that  Cullinane, 
Avhose  confidence  increased  each  moment, 
said,  Avith  a  sigh,  "Ay!  they  Avorn't  so 'cute 
in  ould  times,  Avhen  my  poor  grandfather 
Avas  tried,  as  they  are  now,  or  nuiybe  he'd 
have  had  betther  luck." 


*'AVhat  ha])i)ened  to  liim?"  said  I. 

"He  Avas  hanged,  acushlal"  said  he, 
knocking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe  as 
leisurely  as  might  be,  and  then  mumbling 
a  scra[)  of  a  i)rayer  below  his  breath. 

"For  Avhat?"  asked  I,  in  some  agita- 
tion; but  he  didn't  hear  me,  being  sunk  in 
his  own  reflections,  so  that  I  was  forced  to 
repeat  my  question. 

•'  Ye  never  heerd  of  one  Mr.  Shinane,  of  the 
Grove?"  said  he,  after  a  pause;  "of  coorso 
ye  didn't — 'tis  many  years  ago  noAv:  but  he 
Avas  Avell  knoAvn  oncet,  and  OAvncd  a  great 
])art  of  Ennistymore,  and  a  hard  man  he 
was.  But  no  matter  for  that — he  AA'as  a 
strong,  full  man,  Avith  rosy  cheeks,  and 
stout  built,  and  sorra  aleasein  the  country 
had  not  his  life  in  iti — a  thing  he  liked 
Avell,  for  he  used  to  sa}',  'It'll  be  the  ruin 
of  ye  all,  if  any  one  shoots  mel'  Well,  my 
grandfather — i-est  his  soavI  in  glory! — was 
his  driver,  and  used  to  manage  everything 
on  the  property  for  him;  and  considerin' 
Avhat  a  hard  thing  it  is,  he  Avas  Avell  liked 
by  the  country  round — all  but  by  one  man, 
j\Iaurice  Catferty  by  name.  I  never  seed 
him,  for  it  Avas  all  'fore  I  was  born,  but  the 
name  is  in  my  mind,  as  if  I  knew  him  A\-ell 
— I  used  to  hear  it  every  night  of  my  life 
Avhen  I  Avas  a  child! 

"There  Avas  a  dispute  about  Cafferty's 
honldin',  and  my  grandfather  Avas  for  turn- 
in'  him  out,  for  he  Avas  a  bad  tenant;,  but 
!Mr.  Shinane  Avas  afeerd  of  him,  and  said, 
'Leave  him  quiet,  Mat,'  says  he,  'he's  a 
troublesome  chap,  and  Ave'll  get  rid  of  him 
in  our  own  good  time;  but  don't  drive  him 
to  extremities:  I  told  him  to  come  up  to 
the  cottage  this  morning:  come  Avith  me 
there,  and  Ave'll  talk  to  him.'  Xoav  the  cot- 
tage Avas  a  little  place  about  tAvo  miles  off, 
in  the  Avoods,  Avhere  the  master  used  to 
dine  sometimes  in  summer,  when  they  A\'ere 
chipjiing  bark,  but  nobody  lived  there. 

"It  Avas  remarked  by  many  that  morn- 
ing, as  they  Avent  along,  that  my  grand- 
father and  Mr.  Shinane  Avere  in  high  Avords 
all  the  time, — at  least  so  the  people  Avork- 
ing  in  the  fields  thought,  and  even  thechil- 
der  that  Avas  picking  bark  said  they  Avere 
talking  as  if  they  Avere  very  angry  Avith  each 
other. 

"  This  was  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  at 
the  same  time  Cafferty,  Avho  Avas  selling  a 
pig  in  Ennistymore,  said  to  the  butcher, 
'  Be  quick,  and  tell  me  what  you'll  give,  for 
I  must  go  home  and  clean  myself,  as  I'm 
to  cpeak  to  the  master  to-day  about  my 
lease.'  Well,  at  a  little  before'^tweh-e  Caf- 
ferty came  through  the  Avood,  and  asked 
the  peojile  had  they  seen  ^Ir.  Shinane  pass 
b}-,  for  that  he  toAvld  him  to  meet  him  at 
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tlie  cottage;  and  the  workmen  said  yes,  and 
more  l)y  token  that  lie  was  qnarrelin' witli 
]\rat  Cullinane.  *  Fm  sorry  I'or  that,'  says 
Caiferty,  '  for  I  wanted  liim  to  be  in  a  good 
humor,  and  long  life  to  him!'  The  words 
wasn't  well  out.  but  what  would  they  see 
but  my  gra.ndfather  running  towards  tliem, 
at  the  top  of  his  speed,  screeching  out  like 
mad,  'the  master's  murdered!  the  master's 
kilt  dead! '  Away  they  went  all  to  the  cot- 
tage, and  there  upon  the  floor  was  the  dead 
body,  with  an  axe  buried  deep  in  the  skull 
— so  deep  that  orily  the  thick  part  of  the 
iron  was  outside.  That  was  the  dreadful 
sight!  and  sui'e  enough,  after  looking  at 
the  corpse,  every  eye  was  turned  on  my 
grandfather,  who  was  leaning  on  the  dresser, 
pale,  and  trembling,  and  his  hands  and 
knees  all  covered  with  blood.  '  How  did 
it  ha|ipon.  Mat?'  said  three  or  four  to- 
gether; but  Cafferty  muttered,  '  It's  better 
ask  nothing  about  it;  it's  not  likely  he'll 
tell  us  the  'truth  ! ' 

"  Tht3  same  night  my  grandfather  was 
arrested  on  suspicion  and  brought  to  Ennis, 
where  he  was  lodged  in  jail;  and  although 
there  was  no  witness  agin'  him,  nor  any- 
thing more  than  I  towld  ye, — the  high 
words  between  them,  the  axe  being  my 
grandfather's,  the  blood  on  his  clothes  and 
hands,  and  his  dreadful  confusion  when  the 
people  came  up, — all  these  went  so  hai'd 
against  him,  and  particularly  as  the  judge 
said  it  Avas  good  to  make  an  example,  that 
he  was  condemned;  and  so  it  was  he  Avas 
hanged  on  the  next  Saturday  in  front  of 
the  jail!" 

"But  what  defence  did  he  make?  what 
account  did  he  give  of  the  circumstance?" 

*'A11  he  could  tell  was,  that  he  was 
standing  beside  the  master  at  the  table, 
talking  quietly,  when  he  heard  a  shout  and 
a  yell  in  the  wood,  and  he  said,  'They're 
stealing  the  bark  out  there;  they'll  not 
leave  us  a  hundredweight  of  it  yet !' and 
out  he  rushed  into  the  copse.  The  shout- 
ing grew  louder,  and  he  thought  it  was 
some  of  the  men  cryin'  for  help,  and  so  he 
never  stopped  running  till  he  came  where 
they  were  at  work  felling  trees.  MYhat's 
the  matter?'  says  he,  to  the  men,  as  he 
came  up  panting  and  breathless,  'where 
was  the  screeching?' 

"  '  We  heerd  nothing,'  said  the  men. 

" '  Ye  heerd  nothing!  didn't  ye  hear 
yells  and  shouting  this  minute?' 

" '  Sorra  bit,'  says  the  men,  looking 
strangely  at  each  other,  for  my  grandfather 
was  agitated,  and  trembling,  between  anger 
and  a  kind  of  fear;  just  as  he  said  aftei'- 
wards,  '  as  if  there  was  something  dreadful 
going  to  happen   him!'     '  Them  was  ter- 


ril>le  cries,  anyway!'  says  my  grandfather; 
and  with  that  he  turned  back  to  the  cot- 
tage, and  it  was  then  that  he  found  the 
master  lying  dead  on  his  face,  and  the  axe 
in  his  skull.  He  tried  to  lift  him  np,  or 
turn  him  over  on  his  back,  and  that  was 
the  Avay  he  bloodied  his  hands,  and  all  the 
front  of  liis  clothes.  'J'hat  was  all  he  had 
to  say,  and  to  swear  before  the  sight  of 
Heaven  that  he  didn't  do  it! 

"  Xo  matter!  they  hanged  him  for  it! 
Ay,  and  I  have  an  ould  newspaper  in  my 
trunk  this  minit,  where  there's  a  great  dis- 
coorse  about  the  wickedness  of  a  crayture 
goino^  out  of  the  world  wid  a  lie  on  his  last 
breath ! " 

"And  you  think  he  was  innocent?" 
said  I. 

"Sure,  we  know  it!  snre,  the  priest  said 
to  my  father, —  'take  courage,'  says  he, 
'your  father  isn't  in  a  bad  place.  If  he's 
in  purgatory,'  says  he,  'he's  not  over  the 
broken  bridge,  where  the  murderers  does 
be,  but  in  the  meadows,  where  the  stream 
is  shallow  and  stepping-stones  in  it!  and 
every  stone  costs  ten  masses — sorra  more! ' 
God  help  ns!  but  blood  is  a  dreadful 
thing!  "  And  with  this  reflection,  uttered 
in  a  voice  of  fervent  feeling,  the  hardy 
peasant  laid  down  his  pipe;  and  I  could 
see,  by  his  muttering  lips,  and  clasped 
hands,  that  he  was  offering  up  a  prayer  for 
the  soul's  rest  of  his  nnhap}iy  kinsman. 

"  And  wdiat  became  of  Cafferty  ?  "  said  I, 
as  he  finished  his  devotions. 

'"Twas  never  rightly  known;  for,  after 
he  gave  evidence  on  the  trial,  the  people 
didn't  like  him,  and  he  left  the  place;  some 
say  he  went  to  his  mother's  relations  down 
in  Kerry!  " 

The  deep-drawn  breathings  of  the  sleep- 
ers around  ns;  the  unbroken  stillness  of 
the  night;  the  fast-expiring  embers,  which 
only  flickered  at  intervals,  contributed 
their  aid  to  make  the  story  more  deeply 
affecting;  and  I  sat  pondering  over  it,  and 
canvassing  Avithin  my  mind  all  the  proba- 
bilities of  the  condemned  man's  guilt  or 
innocence;  nor,  I  must  own  it,  Avere  all  my 
convictions  on  the  side  of  the  narrator's 
belief;  but  even  that  veiy  doubt  heightened 
the  interest  considerably.  As  for  Cullinane, 
his  thoughts  Avere  evidently  less  with  the 
incidents  of  the  characters  as  they  lived, 
than  with  that  long  pilgrimage  of  expia- 
tion, in  which  his  imagination  pictured  his 
poor  relative  still  a  Avandercr  beyond  the 
grave. 

The  fire  noAV  barely  flickered,  throAving 
from  time  to  time  little  jets  of  light  upon 
the  sleejnng  figures  around  us,  and  then 
leaving  all  in  dark  indistinctness.    My  com' 
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pauion  also,  crouching  down,  liid  his  f.ico 
Avitliiii  his  liiuids,  and  either  slei)t  or  was 
lost  in  dee[)  thought,  and  I  ah)ne  of  all  the 
party  was  left  awake,  my  mind  dwelling  on 
the  tale  I  had  just  heard  with  a  degree  of 
interest  to  whieli  the  place  and  the  hour 
strongly  contributed. 

I  had  been  for  some  time  thus,  when  tiie 
sound  of  feet  moving  iieavily  over  head,  at- 
tracted my  attention, — they  were  like  the 
sluggish    footsteps  of  age,  but  passing  to 
and  fro  with  what  seemed  haste  and  eager-  j 
ness.     I  could  hear  a  voice,  too,  which  even 
in  its  indistinctness  I  recognized  as  that  of  j 
the  old  woman;  and  once  or  twice  fancied 
I    could    detect    another,    whose    accents 
sounded  like  pain  and  suffering.     The  shuf- 
fling footsteps  still  continued,  and  I  heard  ! 
the  old  crazy  sash  of  the  window  open,  and 
after  an  interval,  shut  again,  Avhile  I  dis-j 
tinetly  could  catch  the  old  hag's  voice,  say-  I 
ing,  "It's  all  dark  without;  there's  no  use] 
*  trying  ! '"  a  low  winning  sound   followed; 
and  then  I  heard  the  old  woman  slowly  de-  ! 
scending  the  stairs,  and  by  the  motion  of 
her  han.el  along  the  wall  I  conjectured  that 
she  had  no  light. 

She  stopped  as  she  came  to  the  door,  and 
seemed  to  listen  to  the  long-drawn  breath- 
ing of  the  sleepers;  and  then  she  pushed 
open  thedoor  and  entered.  With  a  strange 
dread  of  what  this  might  mean,  I  still  re- 
solved to  let  the  event  take  its  course;  and, 
feigning  deepest  sleep,  I  lay  back  against 
the  wall,  and  watelicd  her  well. 

Guiding  herself  along  by  the  Avail,  she 
advanced  slowly,  halting  every  second  or 
third  step  to  listen, — a  strange  precaution, 
since  her  own  asthmatic  breathing  Avas 
enough  to  mask  all  other  sounds.  At  last 
she  neared  the  grate;  and  then  her  thin 
and  cord-like  fingers  passed  from  the  wall, 
to  rest,  uj)on  my  head.  It  was  Avith  a  kind 
of  thrill  I  felt  them;  for  I  ])erceivcd  by  the 
touch  that  she  ditl  not  know  on  Avhat  her 
hand  Avas  placed.  She  knelt  down  now, 
close  beside  me,  and  stooping  over,  stirred 
the  embers  Avith  her  lingers,  till  she  dis- 
covered some  faint  resemblance  to  fire, 
amid  the  dark  aslus.  To  brighten  this  in- 
to flame,  she  blew  upon  it  iov  several  min- 
utes, and,  even  taking  the  live  embers  in 
her  hands,  tried  in  every  Avay  to  kindle 
them. 

With  a  patience  that  seemed  untirable, 
she  continued  at  this  for  a  long  time  ;  now 
selecting  from  the  hearth  some  \w\\  ma- 
terial to  work  upon,  and  now  abandoning 
it  for  another ;  till  Avhen  I  had  almost 
grown  drowsy  in  Avatching  this  monotonous 
process,  a  thin  bright  light  sju-uug  up,  and 
I  saw  that  she  had  lighted  a  little  piece  of 


candle  that  she  iield  in  her  hand.  I  think 
even  now  I  have  her  before  me,  a^^,  crouched 
down  upon  her  knees,  and  sheltering  the 
candle  from  t\w.  current  of  air  of  the  room, 
she  took  a  stealthy,  but  searching  glance  at 
the  figures,  who  in  every  attitude  of  weari- 
ness, were  sleeping  heavily  around. 

It  was  lujt  Avithout  a  great  elfoit  that 
she  regained  her  feet, — for  she  Avas  very  old 
and  infirm  ;  and  now  she  retraced  her 
steps  cautiously  as  she  came — stooping  at 
intervals  to  listen,  and  then  resuming  her 
Avay  as  before.  I  Avatched  her  till  she 
passed  out ;  and  then,  as  I  heard  her  first 
heavy  foot-step  on  the  stair,  I  slipped  off 
my  shoes,  and  followed  her. 

My  mind  throughout  the  Avhole  of  that 
night  had  been  kep)t  in  a  state  of  tension, 
that  invariably  h;is  the  efi'ect  of  m;ignify- 
ing  the  significance  of  every — even  the  very 
commonest  occui-rences.  It  resembles  that 
peculiar  condition  in  certain  maladies, 
Avhen  the  senses  become  pietcniaturally 
acute  ;  in  such  moments  the  reason  is  never 
satisfied  with  drawing  only/rom  inferences 
for  any  fact  before  it ;  it  seeks  for  more, 
and  in  the  effort  becomes  lost  in  the  mazes 
of  mere  fancy.  I  will  own,  that  as  with 
stealthy  steji,  and  noiseless  gesture  I  fol- 
lowed that  old  hag,  there  Avas  a  kind  of 
ecstacy  in  my  terror  Avhich  no  mere  sense 
of  jileasure  could  convey.  The  light  seem- 
ed to  show  ghastly  shapes,  as  she  passed, 
on  the  green  and  mouldy  Avails  ;  and  her 
head,  with  its  masse  sof  long  and  straggling 
grey  hair,  nodded  in  shadow  like  some  un- 
earthly spectre. 

As  she  came  nigh  the  top,  I  heard  a 
Aveak  and  Avhining  cry,  something  too  deep 
for  the  voice  of  infancy,  but  seeming  too 
faint  for  manhood.  *'  Ay,  ay, "  croaked  the 
hag  harshly,  "'I'm  coming — I'm  coming!"' 
and  as  she  said  this,  she  pushed  open  a 
door,  and  entered  a  room,  which,  by  tlie 
passing  gleam  of  light  as  she  Avent,  I  per- 
ceived lay  next  to  tiie  roof,  for  the  rafters 
and  the  tiles  were  both  visible,  as  there  Avaa 
no  ceiling. 

I  held  my  breath  as  I  slowly  stole  along, 
and  then  reaching  the  door  as  it  lay  half 
ajar,  I  crouched  doAvn  and  peeped  in. 


CIIAPTEK  XVir. 

A   "  scene"   and  "  MY  I.UCIT.UATIONS  ON  THE  ST. 

lawkf:nck." 

When  the  light  of  the  candle  Avhich  the 
old  Avoman  carried  had  somcAvluit  dissijiated 
the  darkness,  I  could  sec  the  Avhole  interior 
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of  the  room  ;  and  certainly,  well  luibituat- 
ecl  as  I  had  been  from  my  earliest  years  to 
such  sights,  poverty  like  this  I  never  had 
seen  before!  Not  a  cliair  nor  table  was 
there  ;  a  few  broken  iileiisils  for  cooking, 
such  as  are  usually  thrown  away  as  useless 
among  rubbish,  stood  upon  the  cold  heai'th. 
A  few  potatoes  on  one  broken  dish,  and  a 
little  meat  on  another,  were  the  only  things 
like  food.  It  was  not  for  some  minutes  that 
I  perceived  in  the  corner  a  miserable  bed  of 
straw  confined  within  a  plank,  and  support- 
ed by  two  rough  stones  ;  nor  was  it  till  I  had 
looked  long  and  closely,  that  I  saw  that 
the  figure  of  a  man  lay  extended  on  the 
bed,  his  stiffened  and  outstretched  limbs 
resembling  those  of  a  corpse.  Towards 
this  the  old  woman  now  tottered  with 
slow  steps,  and  setting  the  small  piece  of 
candle  upright  in  a  saucer,  she  approached 
the  bed.  "There  it  is  now  ;  look  at  it, 
and  make  yer  mindaisy,"  said  she,  placing 
it  on  the  floor  beside  the  bed,  in  such  a  po- 
sition that  he  could  see  it. 

The  sick  man  turned  his  face  round, 
and  as  his  eyes  met  the  light,  there  came 
over  his  whole  features  a  wondrous  change. 
Livid  and  clammy  with  the  death  sweat, 
the  rigid  muscles  relaxed,  and  in  the  star- 
ing eye-balls  and  parted  lips  there  seemed 
a  perfect  paroxysm  of  emotion.  "Is  that 
it? — are  ye  sure  that's  it?"  cried  he,  in  a 
voice  to  which  the  momentary  excitement 
imparted  strength. 

"To  be  sure  I  am  ;  I  seen  Father  Xed 
bless  it  himself  and  sprinkle  it  too  ! ''  said 
she. 

"Oh!  the   heavenly 


''  He  stopped, 
and  in  a  lower  voice  added,  "  Say  it  for  me, 
Molly! — say  it  for  me,  Molly!  1  can't  say 
it  myself." 

"  Keep  your  eyes  on  the  blessed  candle!" 
said  the  hag,  peevishly;  " 'tis  a  quarter 
dollar  it  cost  me." 

"Wouldn't  he  come,  Molly? — did  he  say 
lie  wouldn't  come  ?  " 

"Father  Ned  !  arrah,  'tis  likely  he'd 
come  here  at  night,  with  the  Tapageers  on 
their  rounds,  and  nothing  to  give  him 
when  he  kem  !  " 

"Not  to  hear  my  last  words! — not  to 
take  my  confession!"  cried  he,  in  a  kind 
of  shriek.  "'  Oh  !  'tis  the  black  list  of  sins 
I  have  to  own  to  !  " 

MVhisht— whisht!"  cried  the  hag. 
"  'Tis  many  a  year  ago  now ;  maybe  it's 
all  forgot." 

"  No,  it's  not,"  cried  the  dying  man, 
with  a  wild  energy  he  did  not  seem  to  have 
strength  for.  "  When  you  wor  away, 
Molly,  he  was  here,  standing  beside  the 
bed." 


The  old  hag  laughed  with  a  horrid  sar- 
donic laugh. 

"Don't — don't,  for  the  love  of — ah — I 
can't  say — I  can't  say  it,"  cried  he,  and  the 
voice  died  away  in  the  effort. 

"  What  did  he  say  to  ye  when  he  kem?" 
said  she,  in  a  scoffing  tone. 

"  He  never  spoke  a  word,  but  he  pressed 
back  the  cloth  that  was  on  his  head,  and  I 
saw  the  deep  cut  in  it,  down  to  the  verv 
face  ! " 

"Well,  I  am  sure  it  had  time  to  heal 
before  this  time,"  said  the  Avoman,  Avith  a 
tone  of  mockery  that  at  last  became  i)alpa- 
ble  to  the  dying  man. 

"Where's  Dan,  Molly — did  he  never 
come  back  since  ?  " 

"  Sorra  bit:  he  said  he'd  go  out  of  the 
house,  and  never  come  back  to  it.  You 
frightened  the  boy  with  the  terrible  things 
you  say  in  your  ravings." 

"Oh!  murther — murther — my  oAvn flesh 
and  blood  desart  me." 

"Then  why  don't  you  be  raisonablc — 
Avhy  Avon't  you  hould  your  j)eace  about 
what  happened  long  agone?" 

"  Because  I  can't,"  said  he,  Avitli  a  peev- 
ish eagerness.  "  Because  I'm  going  where 
it's  all  knoAvn  a'ready." 

"Faix,  and  I  Avouldn't  be  remindin' 
them  any  way  !"  said  the  hag,  Avhose  sar- 
castic impiety  added  fresh  tortures  to  the 
dying  sinner. 

"I  wanted  to  tell  Father  Ned  all— I 
wanted  to  have  masses  for  him  that's 
gone — the  man  that  suffered  instead  of 
me  !  Oh  dear! — Oh  dear! — and  nobody 
Avill  come  to  me." 

'•If  ye  cry  that  loud  I'll  leave  you  too," 
said  the  hag.  "  They  know  already  'tis 
the  spotted  fever  ye  have,  and  the  Tapa- 
geers Avould  burn  the  house  under  ye,  if  I 
Avas  to  go." 

"  Don't  go,  Molly — don't  leave  me,''  ho 
cried,  Avitli  heart-rending  anguish.  "  Bring 
the  Ijlessed  candle  nearer,  I  don't  see  it 
well.'' 

"You'll  see  less  of  it  soon,  'tis  nigh 
out,"  said  she,  snuffing  the  Avick  Avitli  her 
fingers. 

The  dying  man  now  stretched  out  his 
fleshless  fingers  towards  the  light,  and  I 
could  see  by  his  lips  that  he  was  praying. 
"  They're  calling  me  noAV,"  cried  he, 
"Molly," — and  his  voice  of  a  sudden  grew 
strong  and  full, — "don't  ye  hear  them? — 
(here  it  is  again — Maurice  Cafferty — Mau- 
rice Cafferty,  yer  Avantin'." 

"Lie  down  and  be  at  peace,"  saiil  she, 
rudely  pushing  him  back  on  the  bed. 

"'  'V\\Q  blessed  candle — ^vhere's  the  blessed 
candle?"  shrieked  he. 
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'^  'Tis  out,"  said  the  hag,  ami  as  she 
sjDoke  the  wick  fell  into  the  saucpr,  and 
all  was  dark. 

A  wild  and  fearful  cry  broke  from  the 
sick  man,  and  re-echoed  through  the  silent 
house,  and  ere  it  had  died  away  I  had 
crei)t  stealthily  back  to  my  place  beside  my 
com])anions. 

'•  Did  ye  hear  anything,  or  was  I  dream- 
in'?  "  said  Joe  to  me  ;  "I  thought  I  heard 
the  most  dreadful  scream — like  a  man 
drownin'." 

"It  was  a  dream,  perhaps,"  said  I, 
shuddering  at  the  thought  of  what  I  had 
just  witnessed,  while  I  listened  with  ter- 
rible anxiety  for  any  sound  overhead,  but 
none  came  ;  and  so  passed  the  long  hours 
till  day-dawn. 

Without  revealing  to  my  companion  the 
terrible  scene  I  had  been  witness  to,  I  told 
him  that  we  were  in  the  same  house  Avith 
a  fearful  malady  — an  announcement  I  well 
knew  had  greater  terror  for  none  than  an 
Irish  peasant.  He  at  once  decided  on  de- 
parting ;  and,  although  d;iy  was  barely 
breaking,  he  awoke  the  others,  and  a  low 
wliisperiug  conversation  ensued,  in  which 
I  felt,  or  imagined  at  least,  that  I  was  an 
interested  party.  At  last,  Joe  turning 
towards  me,  said,  *' And  you,  sir,  what  do 
you  mean  to  do!" 

"The  very  question,"  said  I,  "that  I 
cannot  answer.  If  I  were  to  follow  my 
inclination,  I'd  turn  homeward  ;  if  I  must 
yield  to  necessity,  I'll  call  upon  the  Gov- 
ernor-General, and  remain  with  him  till  I 
hear  from  my  friends." 

There  was  a  pause — a  moment  of  deli- 
beration seemed  to  fall  upon  the  bystanders, 
which  at  length  was  broken  by  the  old 
man  saying,  "Well,  good  luck  be  with  you, 
any  way  'tis  the  best  thing  you  could  do  !  " 

I  saw  that  I  had  overshot  my  bolt,  and 
witli  difficulty  concealed  my  annoyance  at 
my  own  failure.  My  irritation  was,  I 
conclude,  sufficiently  apparent,  for  Joe 
quickly  said,  '''We're  very  sorry  to  part 
with  you  ;  but  if  Ave  could  be  of  any  use 
before  Ave  go " 

"  Which  Avay  do  you  travel  ?  "  said  I, 
carelessly. 

"That's  the  puzzle,  for  we  don't  know 
the  country.  'Tis  New  Orleans  we'd  like 
to  go  to  first." 

"Nothing  easier,"  said  I.  "Take  the 
steamer  to  Montreal,  crossover  into  the 
States,  down  Lake  Cham  plain  to  White- 
hall, over  to  Albany,  and  then  tAventy  hours 
down  the  Hudson  brings  vou  to  New 
York." 

"You  know  the  Avay  well !"  said  Joe, 
with  an  undisguised  admiration  for  my  geo- 


graphy, which  T  need  not  tell  the  reader, 
Avas  all  acquired  from  books  and  maps. 

"I  should  think  so  !"  said  I,  "seeing 
that  I  might  travel  it  blindfold  !" 

"  Is  it  dangerous  ?  Are  there  Injians?" 
said  the  old  man,  Avhoso  mind  seemed  very 
aliA-e  to  the  perils  of  red  men. 

"There  are  some  tribes  on  the  way," 
said  I;  '^but  the  Avhite  fell oavs  you  meet 
with  are  Avorse  than  the  red  ones — such 
rogues,  and  assassins,  tool" 

"  The  saints  preserve  us  !  Hoav  Avill  avo 
ever  do  it  ?" 

"Look  out  for  some  smart  fellow  Avho 
knows  the  way,  and  thoroughly  under- 
stands the  people,  and  Avho  can  speak 
French  fluently,  for  the  first  ])art  of  the 
journey,  and  Avho  is  up  to  all  the  Yankee 
roguery,  for  the  second.  Give  him  full 
poAver  to  guide  and  direct  your  expedition, 
and  you'll  have  both  a  safe  journey  and  a 
pleasant  one." 

'*Ay,    and   Avhere   Avill   Ave    get   him?" 

"And  Avhat  would  he  be  askin' for  his 
trouble?"  said  another;  Avhile  Joe,  Avith 
an  assenting  nod,  reiterated  both  questions, 
and  seemed  to  expect  that  ansAver  from 
me. 

"It  ought  to  be  easy  enougli  :n  such  a 
city  as  this,"  said  I,  negligently.  "Arc 
you  acquainted  with  Forbes  and  Gudgeon? 
They  are  my  bankers.  They  could,  I  am 
sure,  find  out  your  man  at  once." 

"Ah,  sir,  we  knoAV  nobody  at  all  I" 
exclaimed  Joe,  in  an  accent  of  such  humi- 
lity, that  I  actually  felt  shocked  at  my 
OAvn  duplicity. 

"'  By  Jove  ! "  said  I,  as  though  a  sudden 
thought  had  struck  me,,"  very  little  Avould 
make  me  go  Avitli  you  myself."  A  regular 
burst  of  joy  from  the  Avhole  party  here 
interrupted  nic.  "Yes,  I'm  quite  in 
earnest,"  said  I,  with  a  dignified  air. 
"This  place  will  be  excessively  distasteful 
to  me  henceforth.  I  have  placed  myself  in 
Avhat  is  called  a  false  position  here,  and 
'twere  far  better  to  escape fi'om  it  at  once." 

"  That  would  be  the  making  of  us,  all 
out,  if  ye  could  come,  Mr.  Cregan  !"  said 
Joe. 

"Let  me  interrupt  you  one  moment," 
said  1.  "If  I  should  accompany  you  on 
this  journey,  there  is  one  condition  only 
upon  which  I  would  consent  to  it." 

"Whatever  you  like  ;  only  say  it,"  said 
he,  over  Avhom  I  had  established  a  species 
of  magnetic  influence. 

"It  is  this,  then,"  said  I,  "that  you 
treat  me  on  terms  of  i)erfect  equality — 
forget  my  birth  and  rank  in  life  ;  regard 
me  exactly  as  one  of  yoursglves.  Let  me 
be  no  longer  anything  but  Con  Cregan." 
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"That's  mighty  handsome,  entirely!'' 
paid  the  old  m.m — a  sentiment  concurred 
in  Ijy  the  whole  family  in  chorus. 

"  Remember,  then,"  said  i.  no  more  Mr. 
Cregan.     I  am  Con — nothing  more!*' 

Joe  looked  unutterable  delight  at  the 
condescension. 

"■  Secondly,  I  should  not  wish  to  go 
back  to  my  lodgings  here,  after  what  has 
occurred  ;  so  I'll  write  a  few  lines  to  have 
tny  trunks  forwarded  to  Montreal,  until 
which  time  I'll  ask  of  you  to  procure  me  a 
change  of  costume,  for  I  cannot  bear  to  be 
Seen  in  this  absurd  dress  by  daylight." 

*' To  be  sure — whatever  you  please!" 
said  Joe,  overjoyed  at  the  projected  ar- 
rangement. 

After  some  further  discussion  on  tlie 
subject,  I  inquired  wlicre  their  luggage  was 
stored ;  and  learned  that  it  lay  at  the 
Montreal  Steamer  Wharf,  where  it  had 
been  deposited  the  preceding  day;  and  by 
a  bill  of  the  packets,  which  Jog  produced, 
I  saw  that  she  was  to  sail  that  very  morn- 
ing, at  eight  o'clock.  There  was  then  no 
time  to  lose  ;  so  I  advised  my  companions 
to  move  silently  and  noiselessly  from  the 
house,  and  to  follow  me.  With  an  implicit 
reliance  on  every  direction  I  uttered,  they 
stole  carefully  down  the  stairs,  and  issued 
into  the  street,  which  was  now  perfectly 
deserted. 

Although  in  total  ignorance  of  the  lo- 
calit}',  I  stepped  out  confidently;  and  first 
making  for  the  Harbor,  as  a  ''point  of 
departure,"  I  at  last  reached  the  ''New 
Wharf,"  as  the  station  of  the  river  steamers 
was  called.  Witli  an  air  of  the  most  con- 
summate effrontery,  I  entered  the  office, 
to  bargain  for  our  passage;  and  although 
the  clerks  were  not  sparing  of  their 
ridicule,  both  on  my  pr:tensions  and  my 
costume — as  the  conversation  was  carried 
on  in  French,  my  companions  stared  in 
wonder  at  my  fluency,  and  in  silent  ecsta- 
sy at  the  good  fortune  that  had  thrown 
them  into  such  guidance. 

It  was  a  busy  morning  for  me;  since  be- 
sides getting  their  luggage  on  board,  and 
procuring  them  a  hearty  breakfast,  I  had 
also  to  arrange  about  my  own  costume,  of 
which  I  now  felt  really  ashamed  at  every 
step. 

At  length  we  got  under  weigh,  and 
steamed  stoutly  against  the  fiast  flowing 
St.  Lawrence;  our  decks  crowded  with  a 
multifarious  and  motley  crew  of  emigrants, 
ail  bound  for  various  places  in  the  Upper 
Province,  but  with  as  pleasant  an  ignorance 
of  where  they  were  going,  v/hat  it  wa5  like, 
and  how  far  off,  as  the  most  devoted  fatal- 
ist could  have  wished  for.    A  few,  and  they 


were  the  shrewd  exceptions,  remembered 
the  name  of  the  city  in  whose  neighbor- 
hood they  were  about  to  settle;  many  more 
could  only  say  negatively  that  it  wasn't  La- 
chine,  nor  it  wasn't  Trois  Kiviei-es;  some 
were  only  capable  of  affirming  that  it  was 
"beyant  ^Montreal,"  or  "  higiier  up  than 
Kingston;  and  lastly,  a  "few  bright  spir- 
its" were  going,  ''wid  the  help  o'  God, 
where  Dan  was,"  or  "Peter."  They  were 
not  downhearted,  nor  anxious,  nor  fretful 
for  all  this;  far  from  it.  It  seemed  as  if 
the  world  before  them,  in  all  the  atti-actions 
of  its  novelty,  suggested  hope.  They  had 
left  a  land  so  full  of  wretchedness,  that  no 
change  could  Avell  be  worse;  so  they  sat  in 
pleasant  little  knots  and  groups  upon  the 
deck  "  discoorsin'.  "  Ay,  just  so! — "dis- 
coorsin'."  Sassenach  that  you  are!  I  hear 
you  muttering,  AYhat  is  that?  Well,  I'll 
tell  yon.  "  Discoorsin' "  is  not  talking, 
nor  chaffing,  nor  mere  conversing.  It  is 
not  the  causerie  of  the  French,  nor  the  con- 
versazione of  Italy,  nor  is  it  the  Gispriicli's 
UntcrludtiuKj  of  plodding  old  Germany, 
but  it  is  an  admirable  melange  of  all  to- 
gether. It  is  a  grand  olla  podrida,  where 
all  things,  political,  religious,  agricnltuial, 
and  educational,  are  discussed  with  such 
admirable  keeping,  such  uniformity  in  the 
tone  of  sentiment  and  expression,  that  it 
would  1)0  difficult  to  detect  a  change  in  the 
subject-matter,  from  the  quiet  monotony 
of  its  handling.  The  Pope — the  praties — 
Molly  Somebody's  pig  and  the  Priest's  pony 
— Uan  O'Connell's  last  instalment  of  hope 
— -the  price  of  oats — the  late  assizes — la- 
ments over  the  past,  the  blessed  days  when 
there  Avas  little  law  and  no  police;  when 
masses  were  cheap  and  mutton  to  be  had 
for  stealing  it — such  Avere  the  themes  in 
vogue.  And  though  generally  one  speaker 
"held  the  floor,"  there  was  a  running 
chorus  of  "Sure  enough!"  "Devil  fear 
ye  !  "  "  An'  why  not?  "  kept  up,  that  made 
every  hearer  a  sleeping  partner  in  the  elo- 
quence. Dissent  or  contradiction  was  a 
thing  unheard  of;  they  were  all  subjects 
upon  which  each  felt  precisely  alike.  No 
man's  exjierience  pointed  to  anything  save 
rainy  seasons  and  wet  potatoes,  cheap  bacon 
and  high  county  cess.  Life  had  its  one 
phase  of  monotonous  want,  only  broken  in 
upon  by  the  momentaiy  orgie  of  an  elec- 
tion, or  the  excitement  of  a  county  town  on 
the  Saturday  of  an  execution. 

And  so  it  was.  Like  the  nor'-easter  that 
followed  them  over  the  seas,  came  all  the 
memories  of  what  they  had  left  behind. 
Tiiey  had  little  care  for  even  a  passing  look 
at  the  new  and  strange  objects  around 
them.      The  giant   cedar   trees  along  the 


THE  COyPESSTONS  OF  CON  C REG  AX. 


427 


banks, — tlie  imnicn.so  rafts,  like  floating 
islands,  hurrying  past  on  the  foaming  cur- 
rent, with  myriads  of  figures  moving  on 
them, — the  endless  forests  of  dark  pines, 
the  rinaint  log-houses,  unlike  those  farther 
north,  and  with  more  pretension  to  archi- 
tectural design, — and  now  and  then  a  Can- 
adian "  bateau,'-  shooting  past  like  a  sword- 
tlsh ;  its  red-capjied  crew  saluting  the 
steamer  with  a  wild  cheer  that  would  wake 
the  echoes  many  a  mile  away.  If  they 
looked  at  those,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  they 
noted  them  but  indifferently;  their  hearts 
were  far  away.  Ay!  in  spite  of  misery,  and 
hardship,  and  famine,  and  flood,  they  were 
away  in  the  wilds  of  Krris,  in  the  bleak 
plains  of  Donegal,  or  the  lonely  glens  of 
Connemara. 

It  has  often  struck  me  that  our  rulers 
should  have  perpetuated  the  names  of  Irish 
localities  in  the  New  World.  One  must 
have  experienced  the  feeling  himself  to 
know  the  charm  of  this  simple  association. 
The  hourly-recurring  name  that  s})eaks  so 
familiarly  of  home,  is  a  powerful  antidote 
to  the  sense  of  banishment.  Well,  here  I 
am,  prosing  about  emigrants,  and  their  re- 
grets, and  wants,  and  hopes,  and  wishes, 
and  forgetting  the  while  the  worthy  little 
group  who,  with  a  hot  "net"  of  potatoes, 
(for  in  this  fashion  each  mess  is  allowed  to 
boil  its  quota),  and  a  very  savoiy  cut  of 
ham,  awaited  my  presence  in  the  steerage: 
they  were  good  and  kindly  souls  every  one 
of  them.  The  old  grandfather  Avas  a  fine 
prosy  old  grumbler  about  the  year  '08,  and 
the  terrible  doings  of  the  ''Orangemen." 
Joe  was  a  stout-hearted,  frank  fellow,  that 
only  wanted  fair  i)lay  in  the  world  to  make 
his  path  steadily  onward.  The  sons  were, 
in  Irish  i)arlance,  "good  boys,"  and  the 
girls  fine-tempered  and  good-natured, — as 
ninety-nine  out  of  the  hundred  are  in  the 
land  they  come  from. 

Now,  shall  I  forfeit  some  of  my  kind  read- 
er's consideration  if  I  say  that,  with  all  these 
excellences,  and  many  others  besides,  they 
became  soon  inexpressibly  tiresome  to  me. 
There  Avas  not  a  theme  they  spoke  on,  that 
I  had  not  already  by  heart.  Irish  griev- 
ances, in  all  their  moods  and  tenses,  had 
been  always  "  stock  pieces  "  in  my  father's 
cabin,  and  I  am  bound  to  acknowledge  that 
the  elder  Cregan  had  a  sagacity  of  percep- 
tion, a  shrewdness  of  discrimination,  and 
an  aptitude  of  expression  not  to  be  found 
everyday.  Listening  to  the  Cullin:incs  after 
him  was  like  hearing  the  l)utlcr  commenting 
in  the  servants'  hall  over  the  debate  one 
had  listened  to  in  "  the  House.'*  It  was  a 
strange,  queer  sensation  that  I  felt  coming 
over  me  as  we  traveled  along  day  by  day 


together,  and  I  can  oven  now  remember  the 
shriek  of  ecstasy  that  escaj)ed  me  one  morn' 
ing,  when  I  had  hit  upon  the  true  analysis 
of  my  feelings,  and  jumping  uji,  1  exclaim- 
ed, "  ConI  you  are  progressing,  my  boy; 
you'll  be  a  gentleman  yet;  you  have  learned 
to  be  *  bored '  alreddy  !  "  From  that  liour 
I  cultivated  "my  Cullinanes"  as  people 
take  a  course  of  a  Spa,  where,  nauseous  and 
distasteful  at  the  time,  one  fancies  he  is  to 
store  up  Heaven  knows  how  many  years  of 
future  health  and  vigor. 

In  a  former  chapter  of  these  Confessions 
I  Inivc  told  the  resider  the  singular  sensa- 
tions I  experienced  when  first  under  the 
influence  of  port  wine;  how  a  kind  of  trans- 
fusion, as  it  were,  of  Conservative  prin- 
ciples, a  respect  for  order,  a  love  of  deco- 
rum, a  sleepy  indisposition  to  see  anything 
like  confusion  going  on  about  me  ;  all  feel- 
ings which,  I  take  it,  are  eminently  gentle- 
man-like. Well,  this  fastidious  Aveariness 
of  the  Cullimines  Avas  evidently  the  "  sec- 
ond round  of  the  ladder."  "  It  is  a  gi'and 
thing  to  be  able  to  look  doAvn  upon  any 
one!  "  I  do  not  mean  this  in  any  invidious 
or  uuAvorthy  sense  ;  not  foi'  the  sake  of  de- 
preciating others,  but  purely  for  the  sake 
of  one's  own  self-esteem.  I  Avould  but  con- 
vey that  the  secret  conviction  of  superiority 
is  amazingly  exhilirating.  To  "hold  your 
stride  "  beside  an  intellect  that  you  can 
pass  Avhen  you  like,  and  \vt  merely  accom- 
pany to  Avhat  is  called  "make  a  race,"  is 
rare  fun;  to  see  the  other  using  every  cfifort 
of  Avhip  and  spur,  bustling,  shaking,  and 
lifting,  Avhilc  you,  Avell  doAvn  in  your  sad- 
dle, never  jnit  the  roAvel  to  the  fl;ink  of  your 
fancy, — this  is  indeed  glorious  sport  I  In 
return  for  this,  hoAVcvcr,  there  is  an  intol- 
erable degree  of  lassitude  in  the  daily  asso- 
ciation of  people  Avho  are  satisfied  to  talk 
for  ever  of  the  same  things  in  the  same 
terms. 

The  incidents  of  our  journey  were  fcAv 
and  uninteresting.  At  .Montreal  I  received 
a  very  civil  note  from  31  rs.  Davis,  accom- 
]ianyiug  my  trunk  and  my  purse.  In  the 
few  lines  I  had  Avritten  to  her  from  the 
packet-office,  I  said  that  my  })erfornKince 
of  a  servant's  character  in  her  establish- 
ment had  been  undertaken  for  a  Avager, 
Avhich  I  had  just  Avon;  that  I  beggt-d  of  her, 
in  consequence,  to  deAT)te  the  w;iges  oAving  to 
me  to  any  charitable  office  she  should  thin.k 
fit,  and  kindly  forward  my  effects  to  iMont- 
real,  together  Avith  a  certificate  under  her 
hand,  that  my  real  lank  and  station  had 
never  been  detected  during  my  stay  in  her 
house;  this  document  being  necessary  to 
convince  my  frieml,  Captain  Pike,  that  I 
had  fulfilled  the  conditions  of  our  bet. 
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Mrs.  D:ivis"s  rei)ly  was  ti  gem.  "  Slic 
liiitl  hcuril  or  roiid  of  Conacre,  but  didn't 
suspect  we  were  tlie  Cregans  of  that  place. 
She  did  not  know  how  she  could  ever  for- 
give herself  for  having  subjected  me  to 
menial  duties.  She  had  intleed  been  struck 
— as  who  had  not? — with  certain  traits  of 
my  manner  and  address."  In  fact,  poor 
Mrs.  D.,  what  with  the  material  for  gossip 
suggested  by  the  story,  the  surprise,  and  the 
saving  of  the  wages — for  I  snspect  that,  like 
the  Duke  in  Junius,  her  charity  ended  where 
it  is  proverbially  said  to  begin,  at  liome, — 
was  in  a  perfect  paroxysm  of  delight  with 
me,  herself,  and  the  whole  human  race. 

To  me  this  was  a  precious  document;  it 
was  a  patent  of  gentility  at  once.  It  Avas  a 
passport  which,  if  not  issued  by  authority, 
had  at  least  the  "visa'  of  one  witness  to 
my  rank,  and  I  was  not  the  stuff  to  require 
many  credentials. 

Before  we  had  decided  on  what  day  we 
should  leave  Montreal,  a  kind  of  small 
mutiny  began  to  show  itself  among  our 
party.  The  old  man,  grown  sick  of  travel- 
ling, and  seeing  the  America  of  his  hopes 
as  far  off  as  ever,  became  restive,  and  re- 
fused to  move  farther.  The  sous  had  made 
acquaintances  on  board  the  steamer,  who 
assured  them  that  "about  the  lakes" — a 
very  vague  geography — land  was  to  be  had 
for  asking.  Peggy  and  Susan  had  jjicked 
up  sweethearts,  and  wanted  to  journey 
westward;  and  poor  Joe,  pulled  in  these 
various  directions,  gave  himself  up  to  a 
little  interregnum  of  drink,  hoping  that 
rum  might  decide  what  reason  failed  in. 

As  for  me,  I  saw  that  my  own  influence 
would  depend  upon  my  making  myself  a 
partisan;  and,  too  proud  for  this,  I  deter- 
mined to  leave  them.  I  possessed  some 
thirty  dollars — a  good  kit, — ^but,  better 
than  either,  a  most  unbounded  confidence 
in  myself,  and  a  firm  conviction  that  the 
Avorld.  was  an  instrument  I  should  learn  to 
phiy  upon  one  day  or  other.  There  was  no 
use  in  undeceiving  them  as  to  my  real  rank 
and  station.  One  of  the  pleasantest  inci- 
dents of  their  lives  would  be,  in  all  proba- 
bility, their  having  traveled  in  companion- 
ship with  a  gentleman  ;  and  so,  remember- 
ing the  story  of  the  poor  alderman,  who 
never  got  over  having  learned  that  ''Rob- 
inson Crusoe"  was  a  fiction,  I  left  them  this 
solace  unalloyed;  and  after  a  most  cordial 
leave-taking,  and  having  written  down  my 
father's  address  at  New  Orleans,  I  shook 
hands  with  the  men  twice  over,  kissed  the 
girls  ditto,  and  stepped  on  board  the  Kings- 
ton steamer,  for  no  other  reason  that  I 
knoAv,  excejit  that  she  was  the  first  to  leave 
the  wharf  that  morning. 


I  have  said  that  I  possessed  something 
like  thirty  dollars  ;  an  advantageous  sale 
of  a  i)art  of  my  Avardrobc  to  a  young  gen- 
tleman, about  to  reside  at  Queenstown,  as 
a  waiter,  "realized"  me  as  much  more; 
and  with  this  sum  I  resolved  upoii  making 
a  short  tour  of  Canada  and  the  States,  in 
order  to  pick  up  a  few  notions,  and  increase 
my  store  of  experiences,  ere  I  adopted  any 
fixed  career. 

We  laugh  at  the  old  gentleman  in  the 
play,  who  on  hearing  that  his  son  has  no 
want  of  money,  immediately  offers  him  ten 
pistoles,  but  who  obstinately  leaves  him  to 
starve  when  he  discovers  that  he  is  without 
funds.  We  laugh  at  this,  and  Ave  deem  it 
absurd  and  extravagant ;  but  it  is  precisely 
what  Ave  see  the  Avorld  do  in  like  circum- 
stances. All  its  generosity  is  reserved  for 
all  those  Avho  do  not  require  assistance;  all 
its  denials  for  those  in  need.  '•  My  Lord" 
refuses  half  a  dozen  dinners,  while  the 
poor  devil  author  only  knows  the  tune  of 
"Roast  Beef!"  These  reflections  forced 
themselves  upon  me  by  observing  that  as  I 
traveled  along,  apparently  in  no  Avant  of 
means,  a  hundred  offers  Avere  made  me  by 
my  fellow-travelers  of  situations  and  places: 
one  Avould  have  enlisted  me  as  his  partner 
in  a  very  lucrative  piece  of  perii^ateticism — 
viz.,  knife-grinding;  a  vocation  for  Avhich, 
after  a  few  efforts  on  board  the  steamer, 
Nature  Avould  seem  to  have  destined  me, 
for  I  Avas  assured  I  even  picked  up  the 
sharp-knoAving  cock  of  the  eye  required  to 
examine  the  edge,  and  the  style  of  my 
pedal-action  drew  down  rounds  of  a])plause; 
still  I  did  not  like  it.  The  endless  tramp 
upon  a  step,  Avhich  slipped  from  beneath 
you,  seemed  to  emblematize  a  career  that 
led  to  nothing ;  Avhile  an  unpleasant  asso- 
ciation Avith  what  I  had  heard  of  a  tread- 
mill completed  my  distaste  for  it. 

Another  opened  to  mo  the  more  am- 
bitious prospect  of  a  shopman  at  his 
"  store,"  near  Rochester  ;  and  even  showed 
me.  by  Avay  of  temptation,  some  of  the 
brilliant  Avares  over  Avhose  fortunes  I  should 
preside.  There  Avere  ginghams,  and  taffe- 
tas, and  cottons  of  every  hue  and  pattern  ; 
but  no,  I  felt  this  Avas  not  my  Avalk  either; 
and  so  I  muttered  to  myself, — "No,  Con  ! 
if  you  meddle  Avith  muslin,  Avait  till  it's 
fashioned  into  a  petticoat." 

My  next  proposition  came  fromabarber, 
and  really  if  I  did  not  take  to  the  pole  and 
basin,  I  own  I  Avas  flattered  at  his  praises 
of  my  skill.  He  pronounced  my  brush- 
hand  as  something  bold,  and  masterly  as 
Rubens — while  my  steel  manipulation  Avas 
more  brilliant  than  bloodless. 

Then  there  Avas  a  Jew  spectacle-maker 
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— a  liawkcr  of  piunplili't.s— :iii  Indian  moc- 
casin nieiX'lianL — and  twenly  other  of  va- 
rious walks  ;  all  of  whom  sucmed  to  opine 
that  thctr.cvAii,  whatever  it  might  be,  was 
exactly  the  very  line  adapted  to  my  facul- 
ties. Once  only  was  I  really  temjited  :  it 
was  by  tlio  Editor  of  the  Kin^rston  news- 
paper, The  Ontario  Herald,  who  offered 
to  take  me  into  his  oHiee,  and  in  time  in- 
duct me  into  the  fjentle  pastime  of  para- 
f^rapli  writinfT.  I  did,  I  own,  feel  a  stroni;^ 
inclination  for  that  free  and  independent 
kind  of  crilicisim,  Avliich,  althonti^h  issuincr 
from  a  garret,  and  by  tlielight  of  a  "  dip," 
docs  not  scruple  to  remind  royalty  how  to 
comport  itself,  and  gives  kings  and  kaisers 
smart  lessons  in  good  breeding.  For  a 
time  my  mind  dwelt  on.  all  these  delights 
with  ardor  ;  but  I  soon  felt  that  ho  Avho 
acts  life  has  an  incomparable  advantage 
over  him  who  merely  ivn'tcs  it,  and  that 
even  a  poor  performer  is  better,  when  the 
world  is  his  stage,  than  the  best  critic. 

ril  wait,  thought  I, — nothingwithin,  no 
suggestive  push  from  conscrence  nrged  me 
to  follow  any  of  these  roads  ;  and  so  I 
journeyed  away  from  Kingston  to  Fort 
George,  thence  to  Niagara  ;  where  I  amus- 
ed myself  agi'ecably  for  a  week,  sitting  all 
day  long  npon  the  Table  Rock,  and  watch- 
ing the  Falls  in  a  dreamy  kind  of  self-con- 
sciousness, brought  on  by  the  din,  the  crash, 
the  spray,  the  floating  surf,  and  that  vibra- 
tion of  the  air  on  every  side, — "which  all 
conspire  to  makenp  a  sensation,  that  ever 
after  associates  wiih  the  memory  of  that 
vSccne.  and  leaves  any  effoi't  to  describe  it 
so  dilllcult. 

From  this  I  wandered  into  the  States 
by  Schenectady,  Utica,  and  Albany,  down 
the  Hudson  to  Kew  York,  thence — but 
■\vliy  recite  mere  names?  It  was  after 
about  three  months'  traveling,  during 
which  my  wardrobe  shared  a  fate  not  dis- 
similar to  yEsop's  bread-basket,  that  I 
found  myself  at  Kew  Orleans.  Coming 
even  from  the  varied  and  strange  panorama 
that  so  many  weeks  of  continual  traveling 
present,  I  was  struck  by  the  appearance  of 
Xcw  Orleans.  Do  not  be  afraid,  worthy 
reader!  you're  not'*  in  "for  any  descrip- 
tion of  localities.  I'll  neither  inflict  you 
with  a  land  view  nor  a  sea  view.  In  my 
company  you'll  never  hear  a  word  about 
the  measurement  of  a  cathedral,  or  the 
number  of  feet  in  the  height  of  a  steeple. 
My  care  and  my  business  are  with  men  and 
Avonien.  They  are  to  me  the  real  objects 
of  travel.  The  chequered  board  of  human 
life  is  the  map  whose  geograpliy  I  love  to 
study  ;  and  my  thouglits  are  far  more  with 
the  stream  that  flows  from  the  heart,  than 


with  the  grandest  river  that  evcj"  sought 
the  sea.  When  I  said  I  was  struck  with 
Xew  Orleans,  it  was  with  the  air  of 
its  population.  Xever  did  I  behold  such 
a  mass  of  bold,  daring,  reckless  fellows  as 
swaggered  on  every  side.  Tiie  fierv 
Frenchman,  the  determined-looking  Yan- 
kee, the  dark-browed  Spaniaid.  the  Ca- 
manche  and  the  half-caste,  the  Mulatto, 
the  Texan,  the  Xegro,  the  Cuban,  ami  the 
Creole,  were  all  lieiv,  and  all  seemed  i)ick- 
ed  specimens  of  their  race. 

The  least  acute  observer  could  not  fail 
to  see  that  it  was  a  land  Avhere  a  quick  eye, 
a  steady  foot,  and  a  strong  haiul  were  re- 
quisites of  every-day  life.  The  pei-sonal 
encountei's,  that  in  other  cities  are  left  al- 
together to  the  very  lowest  class  of  inhabit- 
ants, "were  here  in  frequent  use  among  every 
grade  and  rank.  Every  one  went  armed; 
the  scenes  which  so  often  occurred  showed 
the  precaution  a  needful  one. 

The  wide-awake  look  of  the  Yankee  was 
sleepy  indifference  Avhen  contrasted  with  the 
intense  keenness  of  aspect  that  met  you  here 
at  every  step,  and  you  felt  at  once  that  you 
were  in  company  where  all  your  facukies 
would  be  few  enough  for  self-protection. 
This,  my  first  impression  of  the  people, 
each  day's  experience  served  to  confirm. 
Whatever  little  veils  of  shame  and  delicacy 
men  throw  over  their  sharp  ])ractices  else- 
where, here,  I  am  free  to  confess,  they  de- 
spised such  hypocrisy.  It  was  a  fi-ee  trade 
in  wickedness.  In  tJ/eir  game  of  life 
'•'cheating  was  fair."  Now  lliis  in  nowise 
suited,  me  nor  my  plans.  I  soon  saw  that 
all  the  finer  traits  of  my  own  astuteness 
would  be  submerged  in  the  great  ocean  of 
coarse  roguery  around  me,  and  I  soon  re- 
solved upon  taking  my  deinii'ture. 

The  how,  and  the  where  to? — two  very 
important  items  in  the  resolve  Averc  yet  to 
be  solved,  and  I  Mas  trotting  aloiig  Cliff 
Street  one  day,  when  my  eyes  rested  sud- 
denly upon  the  great  board  with  large  let- 
ters on  it,  "  Office  of  tho  Pica i/u tic. "  I  re- 
peated the  word  over  and  over  a  couple  of 
times,  and  then  remembered  it  was  tJie 
journal  in  which  the  reward  for  the  Black 
Boatswain  had  been  oft'ered. 

There  Avas  little  enough,  Ht-aven  knows, 
in  this  to  give  me  any  interest  in  thejiaper; 
but  the  total  isolation  in  which  1  found 
mysi'lf,  without  one  to  speak  to,  or  con- 
verse with,  made  me  feel  that  even  the 
Picayune  was  an  acquaintance;  and  so  I 
drew  near  the  window,  where  a  consider- 
able number  of  persons  were  reading  the 
last  number  of  the  paper,  which  in  a  laud- 
able sjiirit  of  generosity  was  exposed  Avith- 
in  the  glass  to  public  gaze. 
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Mingling  with  tliese.  but  not  near 
enough  to  rctiil  for  myself,  I  could  liear  the 
topics  tluit  were  discussed;  among  which, 
ix  row  at  the  Congi'css — a  duel  Avith  re- 
volvers— a  steam  explosion  on  the  Missis- 
sippi— and  a  few  smart  instances  of  Lynch- 
law  figured. 

"  What's  that  in  the  'Yunc  i)rint?  ''  said 
a  great  raw-boned  fellow,  with  a  cigar  like 
a  small  walking-cane  in  the  corner  of  his 
mouth. 

''It's a  Texan  go,"  said  another;  "  shan't 
catch  me  at  that  trick." 

'MVell,  I  don't  know,"  drawled  out  a 
sleek-haired  man,  Avith  a  very  Yankee 
drawl;  "I  see  Roarin'  Peter,  our  judge  up 
at  New  Small-pox,  take  a  tarnation  deal  of 
booty  out  of  that  location." 

"Where  had  he  been?"  asked  the  tall 
fellow. 

'•'At  Guayugualla — over  the  frontier." 

"  There  is  a  bit  to  be  done  about  there,"' 
said  the  other,  and  Avrapping  his  mantel 
about  him,  lounged  off. 

*' Guayugualla  !"  repeated  I;  and,  retir- 
ing a  little  from  the  crowd,  1  took  from  my 
pocket  the  little  newspaper  paragraph  of 
the  negro,  and  read  the  name  which  had 
sounded  so  familiarly  to  my  ears. 

I  endeavored  once  more  to  approach  the 
window,  but  the  crowd  had  already  in- 
creased considerably;  and  I  had  nothing 
for  it  but  to  go  in  and  buy  the  paper,  Avhich 
now  had  taki'ii  a  strong  hold  upon  me. 

Cheap  as  Avas  the  paper,  it  cost  mc  that 
day's  dinner;  and  it  Avas  Avith  a  very  great 
anxiety  to  test  the  value  of  my  sacrifice, 
that  I  hastened  to  the  little  miserable  den 
Avhich  I  had  hired  as  my  sleeping-place. 

Once  Avithin,  I  fastened  the  door,  and 
spreading  out  the  journal  on  my  bed,  pro- 
ceeded to  search  for  the  Texan  paragraph. 
It  Avas  headed  in  capitals,  and  easily  fottnd. 
It  ran  thus: — ■"  Wanted,  a  fcAV  downright, 
go-ahead  ones,  to  join  an  excursion  into 
the  One-Star  Republic, — the  object  being 
to  push  a  Avay  down  south,  and  open  anew 
trade-line  for  home  doings.  Ap])licants  to 
address  the  office  of  the  paper,  and  ]-ally  at 
Galveston,  Avith  rifle,  pistols,  ammunition, 
horse,  pack,  and  a  .bowie,  ou  Tuesday,  the 
8th  instant " 

I'm  sure  I  knew  that  paragraph  off  by 
Jieart  before  bed-time;  but  just  as  I  have 
seen  a  stupid  man  commit  a  proposition  in 
Euclid  to  memory — Avithout  ever  being 
able  to  Avork  it.  I  Avas  totally  at  a  loss 
Avhat  to  make  of  the  meaning  of  the  expe- 
dition. It  Avas,  to  say  the  least,  somewhat 
mystei'ious;  and  the  Avhole  being  addressed 
to  "  go-ahead  ones,"  who  Avere  to  come  Avith 
rifles  aiul  bowie-knives,  showed  that  they 


Avcre  not  likely  to  be  missionaries.  There 
Avas  one  Avonderfnl  clause  about  it;  it 
smacked  of  adventure.  ThercAvasa  roving 
Avildness  in  the  very  thought  Avhich  pleased 
mc,  and  I  straightway  opened  a  consulta- 
tion Avith  myself  hoAv  I  could  compass  the 
object.  ]\Iy  stock  of  money  had  dwindled 
down  to  four  dollars;  and  although  I  still 
possessed  some  of  the  best  articles  of  my 
Avardrobe,  the  greater  portion  had  been 
long  since  disposed  of. 

Alas!  the  more  I  thought  over  it,  the 
more  hopeless  did  my  journey  appear, — I 
made  every  imaginable  good  bargain  in  my 
fancy;  I  disposed  of  old  Avaistcoats  and  gai- 
ters, as  if  they  had  been  the  honored  vest- 
ments of  heroes  and  sages;  I  knocked  doAvn 
my  shoes  at  prices  that  old  Frederick's 
boots  Avouldn't  have  fetched;  and  yet,  Avith 
all  this,  I  fell  far  shoi-t  of  a  sum  sufficient 
to  purchase  my  equipment, — in  fact,  I  saAV 
that  if  I  compassed  ''the  boAvie  knife,"  it 
Avould  bo  the  full  extent  of  my  poAvers.  I 
dwelt  upon  this  theme  so  long  that  I  grcAV 
fevered  and  excited:  I  got  to  belioA^e  that 
here  Avas  a  great  career  opening  before  me, 
to  Avhich  one  petty,  miserable  obstacle  op- 
posed itself.  I  Avas  like  a  man  deterred 
from  ttndcrtaking  an  immense  journey,  by 
the  trouble  of  crossing  a  rivulet. 

In  this  frame  of  mind  I  went  fo  bed, 
but  only  to  rove  over  my  rude  fancies,  and, 
in  a  state  betAveen  sleep  and  Avaking,  to 
imagine  that  soine  tiny  hand  held  me  back, 
and  prevented  me  ascending  a  path,  on 
Avliich  Fortune  kept  Avaving  her  hand  for 
me  to  folloAv.  When  day  broke,  I  found 
myself  sitting  at  my  windoAV,  with  the 
newspaper  in  my  hands, — though  how  I 
can^.e  there,  or  how  long  I  had  spent  in  that 
attitude,  I  cannot  say, — I  only  knoAV  that 
my  limbs  Avere  excessively  cold,  and  my 
templets  hot,  and  that  Avhile  my  hands  Averc 
benundjed  and  swollen,  my  heart  beat  faster 
and  fuller  than  I  had  ever  felt  it  before. 

"  Now  for  the  Picayune'''  said  I,  starting 
from  my  chair;  "  though  I  never  may  make 
the  journey,  at  least  I'll  ask  the  road." 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

"the  ordixaky  of  all  kations." 

Making  my  wayAvith  difficulty  through 
the  crowd  Avhich  filled  the  hall  of  the 
house,  and  Avhicli  consisted  of  jiurchasers, 
ncAvsvendei's,  I'cporters,  printers'  devils, 
and  others  inteivsted  in  the  Picayune,  all 
eagerly  discussing  the  ncAvs  of  the  day,  I 
reached  a  small  back  office,  where,  having 
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knocked  timidly  twice,  I  was  desired  to 
enter. 

A  man  seated  at  a  coarse  deal  t:il)le  was 
cutting  out  paragraphs  from  various  news- 
papers, wliicli,  as  he  threw  them  at  either 
side  of  him,  were  eagerly  caught  uji  l)y  two 
or  three  ragged  urchins  who  were  in  wait- 
ing hehind  him.  He  looked  up  at  me 
as  I  entered,  and  roughly  asked  what  I 
wanted. 

"  I  have  seen  an  advertisement  in  your 
paper,  headed,  'Expedition  to  Texas' "' 

"Upstairs — No.  ."> — two-pair  back/' said 
lie,  and  went  on  with  his  labor. 

I  hesitated,  hoping  he  might  add  some- 
thing; but  seeing  that  he  had  said  all  he 
intended  or  was  likely  to  say,  I  slowly 
Avithdrew. 

"Upstairs,  then  —  No.  .3  —  two-jxair 
back,"  said  I  to  myself,  and  mounted,  Avith 
the  very  vaguest  notions  of  what  business  I 
had  when  1  got  there.  There  was  no  diffi- 
culty in  fiiuling  the  place — many  others 
were  hastening  towards  it  at  the  same  time: 
and  in  com[)any  v.ith  some  half-dozen  very 
ill-f;ivored  and  meanly-clad  fellows,  I  en- 
tered a  large  room,  where  about  forty  men 
Averc  asseml)letl,  Avho  stood  in  knots  or 
groups,  talking  in  low  and  confidential 
tones  together. 

"Is  there  a  committee  to-day?  "  asked 
one  of  those  Avho  came  in  Avith  me. 

"Business  is  over,"  said  another. 

"And  is  the  lottery  drawn?" 

"  Aa',  every  ticket,  except  one  or  two," 

"  Who's  won  Butcher's  mare?" 

"  Tell  us  that,  if  you  can,"  said  a  huge 
fellow,  Avith  a  red  worsted  comforter  rouiul 
his  throat;  "that's  exactly  Avhat  v.'c  want 
to  know." 

"Well,  I'm  Avhipi^ed  if  it  ain't  among 
those  numbers,"  said  a  i-)ale  man  Avith  one 
eye,  "and  I'll  give  fifty  dollars  for  one  of 
'em." 

' '  You  Avould,  Avould  you  ?  "  said  another, 
jeering.  *•  Lord,  how  soft  you've  grown! 
Why,  siie's  worth  five  hundred  dollars,  that 
'ere  l)east! "  ^r 

"Butcher  gave  a  mus'tang  and  two  hun- 
dred and  seventy  for  her,"  cried  another. 

"  Well,  she  broke  his  neck,  for  all  that," 
growled  out  he  of  the  red  neckcloth  ; 
'-you'll  see  that  some  chap  Avill  win  her 
that  don't  Avant  a  l)east,  and  she'll  be  sold 
for  a  trifle." 

"  And  there's  a  free  passage  (o  Galveston, 
grub  and  lif[Uor,  in  the  same  ticket,"  said 
another;  ''an  almighty  sight  of  luck  for 
one  man! " 

"It  ain't  me,  anyhoAv,"said  a  red  cravat, 
and  then  with  a  tremendous  oath  added, 
**rve  been  a  putter  in  at  these  Texas  lot- 


teries for  four  year.«,  and  never  avuu  aiiy- 
thiiig  but  a  blessed  rosary." 

"  \Vhat  became  of  It,  Dick?"  said 
another,  laughing. 

"  The  beads  fitted  my  rifle-bore,  and  1 
fired  'em  away  when  lead  Avas  scarce." 

Various  discussions  followed  about  luck 
and  lotteries,  Avith  anecdotes  of  all  kinds 
respecting  fortunate  Avinners  ;  then  came 
stories  of  Texan  expeditions  in  former 
times,  Avhieh  I  began  to  perceive  were  little 
else  than  speculations  of  a  gambling  kin<1, 
rarely  intended  to  go  farther  than  the  quay 
of  Xew  Orleans. 

On  the  present  occasion,  however,  it 
would  seem  a  real  ex[)edition  had  been 
l>lanned.  Some  had  already  sailed,  others 
were  to  follow  the  very  day  after  the  lot- 
tery, and  only  waited  to  learn  who  was  the 
fortunate  Avinner  of  Butcher's  mare,  at 
tiiat  time  Avaiting  at  Galveston  lor  an 
OAvner. 

I  Avaited  a  long  time,  in  bo-pe  of  acquir- 
ing something  like  an  insight  into  the 
scope  of  the  enterprise,  but  in  vain:  indeed, 
it  Avas  easy  to  see,  that-,  of  the  company, 
not  a  s'ugle  one,  in  all  likelihood,  intend- 
ed to  join  the  expedition.  When  I  left  the 
Picayune,  tlierefore,  I  Avas  but  little  Aviser 
than  when  I  entered  it  ;  and  yet  somehow 
the  whole  scheme  had  taken  fast  hold  on 
my  imagination,  Avhich  readily  filled  in  the 
details  of  Avhat  I  Avas  ignorant.  The  course 
of  reading  in  Avhich  I  had  indulged  on 
board  Sir  Dudley's  yacht  Avas  doubtless  the 
i-eason  of  this.  My  mind  had  laid  np  so 
many  texts  for  adventurous  fancies,  that 
on  tiie  slightest  pretext  I  could  call  up  any 
quantity  of  enterprise  and  vicissitude. 

A  hundred  times  I  ask'cl  myself  if  it 
were  likely  that  any  of  these  Texan  adven- 
turers would  accept  of  my  services  to  Avait 
upon  them.  I  was  not  ignorant  of  iiorscs, 
— a  tolerably  fair  groom. — could  cook  a 
little,  that  much  I  had  learned  on  board 
the  yacht;  besides,  Avhenever  my  qualifica- 
tions failed,  I  had  a  ready-witted  ingenuity 
that  supplied  the  place  almost  as  well  as 
the  "real  article." 

"Ah!"  thought  I,  "  Avho  knows  how 
many  are  passing  at  this  moment,  whose 
very  hearts  would  leap  Avith  joy  to  find  such 
a  fellow  as  I  am,  'accustomed  to  indoor 
and  out,  wages  no  object,  and  noitbjection 
to  travel!'"  Possessed  with  this  notion,  I 
could  not  help  fancying  that  in  every  look 
that  met  mine  as  I  went,  I  cou'd  read  some- 
thing like  an  inquiry — a  searching  glance 
that  seemed  to  say,  "  Bless  me!  ain't  that 
Con?  as  I  Ha'c,  there's  Con  Cregan!  What 
a  rare  piece  of  fortune  to  chance  upon  him 
at  this  juncture! " 
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I  own  it  did  requij'c  a  vivid  and  warm 
imagiiuil-ioii  so  to  interpret  the  expressions 
which  met  my  eyes  at  every  moment,  see- 
ing that  tlie  part  of  the  town  into  which  1 
had  wandered  was  tliat  adjoining  to  tlie 
docks,- — a  filthy,  gloomy  (piarter,  cliicfly 
resorted  to  by  Jew  slop-sellers,  ship-clian- 
dlers,  and  such  like,  with  here  and  there  a 
sailors'  ordinar}-,  usually  kept  by  a  negro 
or  half-breed. 

I  had  eaten  nothing  that  day,  and  it  was 
now  late  in  the  afternoon,  so  that  it  was 
Avith  a  very  strong  interest  I  peeped  occa- 
sionally into  the  little  dens,  where,  under 
a  ])aper  lantern  with  the  inscription,  "All 
for  Twelve  cents,"  sat  a  company  usually 
of  sailors  and  watermen,  whose  fare  har- 
monized most  unpleasantly  with  their  fea- 
tures. 

Tile  combat  between  a  man's  taste  and 
his  exchequer  is  never  less  agreeable  than 
"When  it  concerns  a  dinner.  To  feel  that  you 
have  a  soul  for  turtle  and  truffles,  and  yet 
must  descend  to  mashed  potatoes  and 
lierrings, — to  know  that  a  palate  capable  of 
appreciating  a  salmi  des  perdreaux  must  be 
condemned  to  theindignity  of  stockfish, — 
what  an  indignity  is  that !  The  whole  man 
revolts  at  it!  You  feel,  besides,  that  such 
a  meal  is  unrelieved  by  those  suggestive 
excursions  of  fancy  which  a  we  11 -served 
table  abounds  in.  In  the  one  case  you  eat 
like  the  beast  of  the  field; — it  is  a  question 
of  supporting  nature,  and  no  more:  in  the 
other,  there  is  a  poetry  interwoven  that 
elevates  and  exalts.  With  what  discursive 
freedom  does  the  imagination  range  from 
the  little  plate  of  oysters  that  preludes  your 
soup,  to  pearl  fishery  and  the  coral  reefs, 
"with  moonlight  sleeping  on  the  bi-eaking 
surf  I"  And  then  your  soup,  be  it  turtle 
or  mulligatawny,  how  associated  is  it  with 
the  West  Indies  or  the  East,  bearing  on  its 
aromatic  vapor  thousands  of  speculative 
reflections  about  sugar  and  slavery,  pepper- 
pots,  straw  hats,  piccaninnies,  and  the 
Bishop  of  Barbadoes;  or  the  still  grander 
themes  of  elephants,  emeralds,  and  the  In- 
dus, with  rajas,  tigers,  punkas,  and  the 
Punjaub! 

And  so  you  proceed,  dreamily  following- 
out  in  fancy  the  hints  each  course  supplies, 
and  roving  with  your  cutlets  to  the  "  cat- 
tle upon  a  thousand  hills,"  or  dallying 
Avith  the  dessert  to  the  orange-groves  of 
Zante  or  Sicily. 

I  do  love  all  this.  The  boufjuet  of  my 
Bordeaux  brings  back  the  lihone,  as  the 
dry  muscat  of  my  Johannisberg  pictures 
the  vine-clad  cliffs  of  the  Vaterland, — with 
along  diminuendo  train  of  thought  about 
Metternich    and   the    Holy   Alliance — the 


unlucky  treaty  of  '15 — Vienna — Madame 
.Schrader — and  Castelli. 

And  how  pleasantly  and  nationally  does 
one  come  back  with  the  Port  to  our  "  an- 
cient ally  Portugal,"  with  a  mind-])ainted 
l)aiiorama  of  Tori'es-Vedi'as  and  the  Douro 
— with  Black  Horse  S(piare  and  the  Tagus 
— "the  Duke"  ever  and  anon  flitting 
across  the  scene,  and  making  each  glass 
you  carrv  to  your  lips  a  heartfelt  ''  long 
life  to  him  !" 

Alfis!  and  alas!  such  prandial  delights 
were  not  for  me;  I  must  dine  for  twelve 
cents,  or,  by  accepting  the  brilliant  enter- 
tainment: announced  yonder,  price  half-a- 
dollar,  kee])  Lent  the  rest  of  the  week. 

The  temptation  to  which  I  allude  ran 
thus: 

"Ladies  and  Gentlemen's  Grand  Ordinary 
of  all  Nations — At  5  (fclock  precisely. 
Thumbo-rig — Mint  julep — and  a  Ball. 

The  '  Half-dollar.' 

Monsieur  Palamede  de  liosanne  directs  the 
Ceremonies." 

If  there  was  a  small  phrase  in  the  afore- 
said not  perfectly  intelligible,  it  seemed 
upon  the  principle  of  the  well-known 
adage,  only  to  heighten  the  inducement. 
The  "Thumbo-rig"  above  might  moan 
either  a  new  potation  or  a  new  dance. 
Still,  conceding  this  unknown  territory, 
there  was  quite  sufltieient  in  the  remainder 
of  the  advertisement  to  prove  a  strong 
temptation.  The  house,  too,  had  a  pre- 
tentious air  about  it  that  promised  well. 
Tliere  was  a  large  bow-window,  displaying 
a  perfect  landscape  of  rounds  and  sirloins, 
with  a  tasteful  drapery  of  sausages  over- 
head; while  a  fragrant  odor  of  rum,  onions, 
fresh  crabs,  cheese,  salt  cod,  and  preserved 
ginger,  made  the  very  air  ambrosial. 

As  I  stood  and  sniffed,  my  resolution 
staggered  under  the  assaults  made  on  eye, 
nose,  and  palate,  a  very  smartly- dressed 
female  figure  crossed  the  Avay,  holding  up 
her  dress  full  an  inch  or  so  higher  than 
even  the  mud  required,  and  Avith  a  jaunty 
air  displayed  a  pair  of  very  pink  stockings 
on  very  Avell-turned  legs.  I  believe — I'm 
not  sure,  but  I  fear — the  pink  stockings 
completed  Avhat  the  pickled  beef  began.  I 
entered.  Having  paid  my  money  at  the 
bar,  and  given  up  my  hat  and  greatcoat,  I 
Avas  ushered  by  a  black  waiter,  dressed  in 
a  striped  jacket  and  trousers,  as  if  he  had 
been  ruled  Avith  re<l  ink,  into  a  large  room, 
Avherc  a  very  numerous  company  of  both 
sexes  Avere  assembled;  some    seated,  some 
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standino-.  bnf,  all  talkiiio-  away  with  buzz 
and  confusion,  tliat  showed  perfect  inti- 
macy to  be  tlio  order  of  tlie  day.  The 
men  it  was  easy  to  see  were  chiefly  in  tlie 
"shipping  interest."  There  was  a  strong 
majority  of  mates  and  small  skippi'rs, 
whose  varied  tongues  ranged  from  Spanish 
and  Portuguese  to  Dutch  and  Danish; 
French,  English,  and  Russian,  were  also 
heard  in  the  melee,  showing  that  the  Grand 
Ordinary  had  a  world-made  repute.  The 
ladies  were  mostly  young,  very  condescend- 
ing in  their  manners,  somewhat  over- 
dressed, and  for  the  most  part  French. 

As  I  knew  no  one,  I  waited  patiently  to 
be  directed  where  I  should  sit,  and  was  at 
last  shown  to  a  place  between  a  very  fat 
lady  of  Creole  tint — another  dip  would 
liave  made  her  black — and  a  little  brisk 
man,  whom  I  soon  heard  was  Monsieur 
Palamede  himself. 

The  dinner  was  good;  the  conversation 
easiest  of  the  easy;  taking  in  all,  from 
matters  commercial  to  social;  the  whole 
seasoned  with  the  greatest  good  humor, 
and  no  small  share  of  smartness.  Personal 
adventures  by  land  and  sea — many  of  the 
latter  recounted  by  men  who  made  no 
scruple  of  confessing  that  they  "  dealt  in 
ebony  " — the  slave  trade.  Little  incidents 
of  lifV',  that  told  much  for  the  candor  of 
the  recountcr,  were  •  heard  on  all  sides, 
until  at  length  I  really  felt  ashamed  of  my 
own  deficiency  in  noc  having  even  con- 
tributed an  anecdote  for  the  benefit  of  the 
company.  Tiiis  preyed  upon  me  the  more, 
as  I  saw  myself  surrounded  by  persons  who 
really,  if  their  own  unimpeachable  evi- 
dence was  to  be  credited,  began  the  world 
in  ways  and  shapes  the  most  singular  and 
uncommon.  Not  a  man  or  woman  of  the 
party  that  had  not  slipped  into  existence 
in  some  droll  quaint  fashion  of  their  own, 
so  that  positively,  and  for  the  first  time,  I 
really  grew  ashamed  to  think  that  I  be- 
longed to  "decent  people."  who  had  not 
compromised  me  in  the  slightest  degree. 
"Voila!  un  jeune  homme  qui  ne  dit  pas 
nn  mot?"  said  a  pretty-looking  woman 
Avith  fair  brown  hair,  and  a  very  liquid 
pair  of  blue  eyes.  The  speech  was  ad- 
dressed to  me,  and  the  whole  table  at  once 
turned  their  glances  towards  me; 

"Ay,  very  true,"  said  a  short,  stout, 
little  skipi)er,  with  #an  unmistakable  slash 
from  a  cutlass  across  his  nose.  "  A  sharp- 
looking  fellow  like  that  has  a  story  if  he 
will  only  tell  it." 

"  And  you  may  see,"  cried  another,  ''that 
we  ai"e  above  petty  prejudices  here;  roguery 
only  lies  heavy  on  the  conscience  that  con- 
ceals it."     Tne  speaker  was  a   tall  sallow 
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man,  with  singularly  intelligent  features: 
he  had  been  a  Jesuit  tutor  in  the  family  of 
an  Italian  noble,  and  after  consigning  his 
patron  to  the  Inquisition,  had  been  him- 
self banished  from  liome. 

Pressing  entreaties  and  I'ough  commands, 
half  imperious  instances  and  very  seduc- 
tive glances,  all  were  directed  towards  mc, 
with  the  object  of  extorting  some  traits  of 
my  life,  and  more  particularly  of  that  part  of 
it  which  concerned  my  birth  and  parentage. 
If  the  example  of  the  company  invited  the 
most  unqualified  candor,  I  cannot  say 
that  it  overcame  certain  scruples  I  felt 
about  revealing  my  humble  origin.  I  was 
precisely  in  that  anomalous  position  in  life 
when  such  avowals  are  most  painful. 
Without  ambition,  the  confession  had  not 
cost  me  any  sacrifice  ;  wliile,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  had  not  attained  that  eminence 
which  luis  a  proud  boastfulness  in  saying, 
"Yes,  I,  such  as  you  see  me  now — great, 
titled,  wealthy,  and  powerful — I  was  the 
son  of  a  newsvendcr  or  a  lamplighter." 
Such  avowals,  highly  lauded  as  they  arc 
by  the  world,  es[)ecially  when  made  by 
archbishops  or  chancellors,  or  other  great 
folk,  at  public  dinners,  are,  to  my  think- 
ing, about  as  vainglorious  bits  of  poor  hu- 
man nature  as  the  most  cynical  could  wish 
to  witness.  They  are  the  mere  victories  of 
vanity  over  self-esteem.  Now,  I  had  no 
objection  thtit  the  world  should  think  me 
a  young  gentleman  of  the  very  easiest  no- 
tions of  right  and  Avrong,  Avitli  a  conscience 
as  elastic  as  gutta  percha,  pickin^^  my  way 
across  life's  stream  on  the  stepping-stones 
made  by  other  men's  sknlls — being,  as  the 
phrase  has  it,  a  very  loose  fish  indeed  ;  but 
I  insisted  on  their  believing  that  I  Avas 
well-born.  Every  one  has  his  weakness — 
this  was  Con  Cregan's,  and  as  these  isolat- 
ed fissures  in  strong  character  are  nearly 
allied  with  strength,  so  was  it  Avith  me; 
had  I  not  had  this  frailty  I  had  never 
cherished  so  intensely  the  passion  to  be- 
come a  gentleman.  This  is  all  digres- 
sionary;  but,  I'll  not  ask  pardon  of  my 
dear  reader  for  all  that.  If  he  be  reading 
in  his  snug  Avell  cushioned  chair,  with 
every  appliance  of  ease  about  him,  he'll 
not  throw  down  these  "  Confessions"  for 
a  bit  of  prosing  that  invites  the  sleep  that 
is  already  hovering  round  him.  If  ho  has 
taken  me  up  in  the  few  minutes  before  din- 
ner, he'll  not  regret  the  bit  of  meditation 
which  does  not  involve  him  in  a  story.  If 
he  be  sjiclli ng  me  out  in  a  mail-train,  he'll 
be  grateful  "for  the  "skipping''  place, 
which  leaves  him  time  to  look  out  and  see 
the  ingenious  ])i'eparations  that  are  making 
by  the  "'down''  or  the  "•  up"  train,  to  run 
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into   and    snnish    tlic    nnluippy   convoy  of 
Avliich  lie  forms  a  pai't. 

"  Cotne,  my  yoniiLif  lad,  out  with  it. 
Let  IIS  hear  a  bit  about  tlic  worthy  pcojilc 
wlio  took  the  sin  of  launching  yon  into  the 
Avide  ocean.  You  must  have  had  owners 
one  time  or  other."  This  was  said  by  a 
liearty-looking  old  man,  with  hair  white  as 
snow,  and  an  enormous  pair  of  eyebrows 
to  match. 

"Willingly,  sir,"  said  I,  with  an  air  of 
the  easiest  confidence  ;  "  I  should  be  but 
too  proud  if  anything  in  a  history  humble  as 
mine  is,  could  amuse  this  honorable  com- 
jiany.  But  the  truth  is,  a  life  so  devoid  of 
interestwouldbconlyatax  u})on  itspatience 
to  listen  to  :  and,  as  to  my  birth,  lean  give 
little — indeed  no  information.  The  earliest 
record  of  my  existence  that  I  possess  is 
from  tlie  ago  of  two  days  and  three  hours. 

"That  will  do — do  admirably!"  chorus- 
ed the  }Kirty,  who  laughed  heartily  at  tlie 
gravity  with  which  I  spoke,  and  which 
to  them  seemed  an  earnest  of  my  extreme 
simplicty.  '•  We  shall  be  quite  satisfied 
Avith  that,"  cried  they  again. 

"Well,  then,  gentlemen,  thanking  you 
for  the  indulgence  with  which  you  consent 
to  overlook  my  Avant  of  accuracy,  I  proceed. 
At  the  tender  age  I  have  mentioned,  I  was 
Avon  in  a  raffle!" 

"Won  in  a  raffle!  Avon  in  a  raffle!" 
screamed  one  after  the  other,  and  amid 
shouts  of  laughter  the  phrase  continued  to 
be  echoed  from  end  to  end  of  the  table. 
'•'That  beats  yon  hollow,  Giles!"  ''By 
Jove,  hoAV  scarce  babies  must  be  in  the 
part  you  come  from,  if  the  people  take 
tickets  for 'em!  "  Such  wore  some  of  the 
commentaries  that  broke  out  amidst  the 
mirth. 

"I  move,"  said  a  dapper  little  French- 
man, Avho  had  been  a  barber  and  a  Na- 
tional Guard  once,  "  I  move  that  the  hon- 
orable deputy  make  a  statement  to  the 
Chaml)er,  respecting  the  interesting  fact  to 
Avhich  he  has  alluded." 

The  motion  was  carried  by  acclamation, 
and  I  was  accordingly  induced  to  ascend 
the  tribune,  a  kind  of  rude  pulpit  that  whs 
brought  specially  into  the  room,  and  sta- 
tioned at  the  side  of  the  President's  chair; 
the  comments  on  my  personal  appearance, 
age,  air,  and  probable  rank,  Avhich  Avere 
made  all  the  Avhile,  evidencing  the  most 
candid  spirit  one  can  Avell  imagine. 

"A  right  down  slick  and  shrewd 'un, 
darn  me  if  he  ain't!  " 

"A  very  Avide  aAvake  young  gcmman," 
quoth  number  two. 

"II  a  de  '  beaux  yeux,  'cclui-la," — this 
was  a  lady's  remark. 


"  Set  that  young  'un  among  the  girls 
'down  east,'  and  he'll  mow  'cm  doAvn  like 
grass." 

"A  Londoner — swell-mobbish  a  bit,  I 
take  it." 

'•'  Not  at  all,  he  a'nt;  he's  a  bank  clerk 
or  a  post-office  fellow,  bolted  Avith  a  lot  of 
tin." 

'•'  Der  ist  ein  echter  schelm,"  groAvled  out 
an  old  Dantzic  skipper,  "1  kenn  him  A'chr 
Avohl;  steal  your  Avash  Avith  a  little  scheer — 
scissars  you  call  him,  ha!  ha!" 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  T,  assum- 
ing a  pose  of  the  most  dignified  im])ortance, 
"  before  entering  upon  the  circumstance  to 
Avhicli  you  have  so  graciously  attached  a 
little  interest,  let  me  assure  you — not  that 
the  fact  can  or  ought  to  have  any  Aveight 
Avith  this  distinguished  company — that  I 
have  no  claim  u]»on  your  sympathy  Avith  re- 
gard to  any  of  the  pleas  Avliispered  around 
me.  I  am  neither  tl:ief,  pickpocket,  run- 
away postman,  burglar,  nor  highwayman. 
If  I  be,  as  you  are  pleased  to  say,  '  Avide 
aAvake,'  I  belicA'e  it  is  only  a  common  pre- 
caution, considering  the  company  I  find 
myself  in;  and  if  I  really  could  lay  claim  to 
the  flattering  praise  of  a  fair  lady  on  the 
left,  it  Avould  be  merely  from  accidentally 
reflecting  her  OAvn  bright  glances.  I  present 
myself,  then,  Avith  much  diffidence  before 
you,  for  the  simple  reason  that  I  come  in  a 
character  somcAvhat  strange  in  these  parts 
— I  am  a  gentleman!" 

The  ineffable  impertinence  of  this  ad- 
dress succeeded  to  a  miracle.  Some  laugh- 
ed— some  applauded — a  few  muttered  an 
unintelligible  discontent;  but  the  majority 
of  the  men  and  all  the  Avomen  Avere  Avith 
me,  and  I  saAv  that  audacity  had  gained  the 
day.  Ay,  and  so  Aviil  it  ninety-nine  times 
out  of  the  hundred  in  everything  through 
life!  The  strategic  axiom,  that  no  fortress 
is  impregnable,  is  a  valuable  worldly  les- 
son, and  one  ought  never  to  forget,  that  a 
storming  party  rarely  fails. 

"  The  circumstance  to  Avhich  I  alluded  a 
few  minutes  back — I  dare  not  presume  to 
call  it  a  story — occurred  thus: 

"TliercAvasa  large  and  brilliant  party 
assembled    to    ])ass    the   Christmas  at  the 

Duke  of  Y 's;  you  will  understand  my 

reserve.  The  company  included  many  of 
the  first  persons  in  fashionable  life,  and  a 
Royal  Duke  to  boot,  a  great  friend  of  her 
grace,  and  some  said  an  old  admirer  of  one 
of  her  sisters,  Avho — so  went  the  rumor — 
showed  the  strength  of  her  attachment  to 
his  Royal  Highness  by  never  having  ac- 
cepted any  of  the  brilliant  offers  of  marriage 
made  her.  She  Avas  remarkably  beautiful, 
and  although  a  little  past  the  first   bloom 
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of  youth,  in  full  possession  of  lier  cliarrns 
at  the  time  I  si)euk  of.     Old   Loid  K 


was  one  of  the  trnests;  and  1  am  sure  man}^ 
of  the  distinn[iiished  company  to  whom  I 
DOW  address  myself  will  not  need  any  more 
])articuiar  description  of  the  man  they 
must  have  met  a  hundred  times  every  Lon- 
don season,  well  known,  indeed,  as  he  is, 
with  his  li<>ht  blue  coat  and  his  buckskin 
tit^hts,  his  wide  beaver  hat,  and  his  queue; 
his  eccentricities,  his  weaUh,  and  his  .i;roat 
avarice  are  themes  all  London  is  ac([uainted 
with." — 1  paused. 

A  buzz  of  acknowledgnu'iit  and  reco<,'- 
nition  followed,  and  I  resumed: 

"  Lord  E ,  you  are  aware,  wasa^^reat 

musical  amateur;  he  Avas  the  leader  of 
everything  of  that  kind  about  town,  and 
whenever  he  could  prevail  upon  himself  to 
open  his  house  in  Carlton  Terrace,  it  wasal- 
Avays  to  Lal)l:iche,  and  Uubini,  and  Marini, 
and  the  rest  of  tbem.  Well,  it  was  just  at  the 
period  of  this  Christmas  visit — over  which 
I  may  remark,  en  pasiicint,  I^ady  lUanche's 
indisposition  cast  a  shade  of  ^loom — that 
in  makini^  some  alteration  in  the  mansion, 
they  discovered  in  a  concealed  ])ress  in  tlie 
wall  a  mahogany  case,  on  opening  which 
were  found  the  moth-aiid-worm-eaten  re- 
mains of  a  violin.  A  parchment  document, 
enclosed  in  a  little  sci'oll  of  brass,  and 
"which  had  esenped  the  ravages  of  time,  ex- 
plained that  this  was  the  instrument  of  the 
celebrated  Giacomo  Battesta  Pizzichetojii, 
the  greatest  violinist  that  ever  lived — the 
comi)oser  of  '11  Diavolo  e  la  sua  >\rogli;i,' 
and  the  '  Balla  di  Paradiso,'  and  many 
other  great  works,  with  which  you  are  afl 
familiar.'' 

The  company  chorused  assent,  and  I  con- 
tinued:— '•  Tlie  party  had  somehow  not 
gone  olf  well — the  accustomed  spirit  and 
animation  of  the  scene  were  wanting.  Per- 
haps Lady  Blanche's  illness  had  some  share 
in  this;  in  any  case,  every  one  seemed  low 
and  out  of  sorts,  and  the  ])leasant  people 
talked  of  taking  leave,  when  his  IJoyal 
Highness  proposed,  by  way  of  doing  some- 
thing, that  tiiey  should  have  a  rattle  for 
this  wonderful  fiddle,  of  which,  though 
only  seen  by  the  host  and  another,  every 
one  was  talking. 

"Even  this  much  of  stir  was  hailed 
with  enthusiasm,  the  secrecy  and  mystery 
increasing  the  interest  to  a  high  degree. 
The   tickets  Averc  two  guinciis  e;ich  ;  and 

Lord  E .  dying  to  i)ossess  '  a  real  Pizzi- 

chetoni,'  took  twenty  of  them.  The  num- 
ber was  limited  to  a  hundred,  but  such 
Avas  the  judicious  mamtgement  of  those 
Avho  directed  the  }>roceedings,  that  the 
shares  were  at  a  '  high  premium,' on  the 


day  of  drawing,  his  Koyal  Iligliness  actually 
buying  up  several  at  five  guineas  apiece. 
The  excitement,  too,  was  immense  ;  eticy- 
clopa'dias  Avere  ransacked  for  histories  of 
the  violin,  and  its  great  professors  and 
proficients.  IMie  '  Conversations  Lexicon' 
opened  of  itself  at  the  letter  P.,  and  Pizzi- 
chetoni's  name  turned  up  in  every  corner 
and  on  every  theme,  fifty  times  a  day. 
What  a  time  I  liave  heard  that  was!  nothing 
talke(l  ofbiit  bow-action,  shifting,  bridging, 
double     fingering,    and     the     like,    from 

morning  to  night.     Lord  E became,  in 

consetniencc  of  this  lun  about  a  favorite 
suijject,  a  personage  of  more  than  ordinary 
im})ortance  ;  instead  of  being  deemed, 
Avhat  he  Avas  commonly  called  at  the  clubs, 
the  Great  'Borassus,'  he  Avas  listened  to 
Avith  interest  and  attention  ;  and,  in  fact, 
from  the  extent  of  his  knowledge  of  the 
subject,  and  his  acquaintance  Avith  every 
detail  of  its  history,  each  felt  that  to  his 
Lordship  ought  by  right  to  fall  the  fortu- 
nate ticket. 

*'8o  did  it,  in  facf,  turn  out.  After 
much  vacillation,  with  the  last  two  numbers 
remained  the  finaldecision.  One  belonged 
to   the    lioyal    Duke,    the    other   to    Lord 

E .   '  You  shall  have  a  hundred  guineas 

for   your  chance,   E ,  said    the    Duke, 

'  what  say  you  ? ' 

"■'Your  Iioyal  Ilighness's  A\'ish  is  a 
command,'  said  he,  boAving  and  blushing: 
'but  Avere  it  otherwise,  and  to  any  other 
than  your  Royal  IL'ghness,  I  should  as 
certainly  say  nay.' 

"'Then  '*  nay  "must  be  the  answer  to 
me  also;  I  cannot  accept  of  such  a  sacrifice: 
and,  after  all,  you  are  much  more  worthy 
of  such  a  treasure  than  I  am — I  really  only 
meant  it  for  a  present  to  Mori.' 

"'A  present,  your  Royal  Highness!' 
cried  he,  horrified;  'I  Avouldn't  give  such 
a  jewel  to  anything  short  of  St.  Cecilia, — 
the  violin,  you  are  aware,  Avas  her  instru- 
ment.' 

"'Now,  for  our  fortunes!'  cried  the 
Duke,  as  he  drew  forth  his  ticket;  '  I  be- 
lieve Em  the  lucky  one — this  is  number 
2000.' 

'"Two    thousand    ;iiid  one  !' exclaimed 

Lord    E .    holding  u})  his,    and    in    an 

c'cstasy  of  triiini])h  sat  down  to  recover 
himself. 

"•Here  is  the  key,  my  Lord,'  said  one  of 
the  ]>arty,  advancing  t(.)warda  him. 

•' He  sprang  11]),  ;ind  thrust  it  into  the 
lock;  in  his  agitation  he  shook  the  box, 
and  a  slight,  soft  cadence,  like  a  faint  cry, 
was  heard. 

"  *  The  soul  of  music  hovers  o'er  it  still," 
he    exclaimed    theatricallv,    and    Hinging 


43G 


CHABLES  LEVER'S  WORKS. 


back  tho  lid  discovered — Me  !  Yes,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  in  ii  very  smart  white  robe, 
with  very  tasty  embroidery,  and  a  lace  caj), 
which  I  am  assnred  was  i)ure  Valenciennes, 
there  I  lay!  I  am  not  aware  whether  my 
infantinc*^  movements  were  pecnliarly  se- 
ductive or  not.  ;  but  I  have  been  told  that 
I  Avcnt  through  my  gamut  at  a  key  that 
even  overtopped  the  laughter  around  me. 

"  '  A  very  bad  jest — a  rnauvaise  plaisan- 
terie  of  the  worst  taste,  I  must  say,  said 

Lord  E ,  turning  away,  and  leaving  the 

room. 

"I  never  I'ightly  knew  how  the  matter 
was  afterwards  made  up,  but  certainly  it 
was  by  his  Lordship's  directions,  and  at 
his  charge,  that  I  was  nursed,  reared,  and 
educated.  ^ly  expenses  at  Eton  and  Ox- 
ford, as  well  as  the  cost  of  my  commission, 
came  from  him  ;  and  it  was  only  a  few 
days  ago,  on  leai'uing  his  deatli,  tliat  I  also 
learned  the  termination  of  my  good  fortune 
in  life.  He  bequeathed  me  wliat  he  styled 
my  'family  mansion' — the  fiddle-case; 
thus  repaying  by  this  cruel  jest  tho  prac- 
tical joke  passed  u})ou  himself  so  many 
years  before." 

"  What  name  did  they  give  you,  sir  ?" 

*' I  was  called  after  tho  celebrated 
violinist  of  Cremona,  who  lived  in  the 
seventh  century,  who  was  named  Cornelius 
Crejanus,  or,  as  some  spell,  Creganus;  and, 
in  compliance  with  modern  usages,  they 
anglicized  me  into  Con  Cregan." 

'*  1  have  the  honor  to  propose  Con 
Cregan's  health,"  said  the  president ;  "  and 
may  he  see  many  happy  years  ere  he  next 
goes  to  sleep  in  a  wooden  box  ! "' 

This  very  gratifying    toast  was   drunk 
with  the  most  flattering  acclamations,  and 
.  I  descended  from  tiie  tribune  the  ''man  of 
the  evening." 

If  some  of  the  company  who  put  cre- 
dence in  my  story  did  not  hesitate  to 
ascribe  a  strong  interest  in  me  to  the  Eoyal 
Duke  himself,  others,  who  put  less  faith  in 
my  narrative,  thought  less  of  my  parentage 
and  more  of  myself  ;  so  that  Avhat  I  loston 
one  hand,  I  gained  on  the  other. 

There  was  a  discretion,  a  certain  shadowy 
prudery  about  certain  poi-tionsof  my  story, 
of  which  I  have  not  attempted  to  convey 
any  notion  here,  but  which  I  saw  had 
"  told"  with  the  fair  part  of  my  audience, 
Avho,  possibly  not  over  rigid  in  many  of 
their  opinions,  were  well  ])le!ised  with  the 
delicate  reserve  in  wliich  I  shrouded  my 
direct  allusion  to  my  parentage.  A  rough, 
red-whiskered  skippei-,  indeed,  seemed  dis- 
posed to  pour  a  broadside  into  this  mystery, 
by  asking,  "  If  his  royal  highness  never 
took  any  notice  of  me?"  but  the  refined 


taste  of  the  company  concurred  in  the  dip- 
lomatic refusal  to  answer  a  (piestion  of 
which  the  "  hon.  gentleman  on  the  straw 
chair"  had  given  "  no  notice." 

The  pleasures  of  the  table — a  very  lus- 
cious bowl  of  the  liquid  which  bore  the 
mysterious  epithet  of  "  Thumbo-rig,"  and 
which  Avas  a  concoction  of  the  genus  punch, 
sjiiccd,  sugart'd,  and  iced  to  a  degree 
that  concealed  its  awful  tendency  to  anti- 
MathcAvism — bright  eyes  that  Avero  no 
churls  of  their  glances — merry  converse, 
and  that  wondmus  "magnetism  of  the 
board,"  Avhich  Ave  call  good  fellowship — 
made  the  time  pass  rapidly.  Toasts  and 
sentiments  of  every  fashion  went  round, 
and  we  Avere  political,  literary,  arbiti'ary, 
amatory,  sentimental,  and  satiric  by  turns. 
They  Avere  pleasant  varlets!  and  in  their 
very  diversity  of  humors  thtn-e  Avas  that 
clash  and  collision  of  mind  and  metal,  that 
tell  more  effectively  than  the  best  packed 
party  of  choice  wits  avIio  ever  sat  and. 
Avatched  each  other. 

Then,  there  Avas  a  jolly  jumbling  up  of 
bad  English,  bad  Dutch,  bad  French,  Ita- 
lian, Spanish,  and  Portuguese,  that  would 
drive  a  sober  listener  clean  mad.  Stories 
'began  in  one  tongue  merged  into  another; 
and  so  into  a  third;  Avhile  ex|)lanations, 
mistakes,  and  corrections  ran  alongside  of 
tho  narrative,  often  far  more  amusing  than 
the  story  to  which  they  Avere  attached.  Per- 
sonalities, too,  abounded,  but  with  a  most 
unqualified  good  temper;  and  on  the  Avhole 
I  never  beheld  a  merrier  set. 

M.  Palamede  alone  did  not  relish  the 
scene.  He  himself  Avas  nobody  at  such  a 
moment,  and  he  longed  for  the  ball-room 
and  tho  dtmce;  and  it  was  only  after  re- 
peated summonses  of  his  bell  that  we  at  last 
arose  and  entered  the  saloon,  Avherc  we 
found  him  standing,  fiddle  in  hand,  Avhilc 
rapping  smartly  a  couple  of  times  Avitli  liis 
bow,  he  called  out — 

"  Places!  places!  Monsieur  le  Due  de 
Gubbins,  to  your  place.  Ladies,  I  beg  at- 
tention. Madame  la^Iarquise,  dans  la  bonne 
societe  on  ne  donne  jamais  un  soufflet." 

"  Ah,  here's  old  Eosin  again!"  cried sca'- 
eral  of  the  party,  who,  Avith  all  his  famili- 
arity, appeared  to  vieAv  him  Avitli  no  small 
I'cspect. 

"  Shall  I  find  you  a  partner,  Monsieur 
de  Congreganne?"  said  he  to  me. 

"TImnks,"  said  1;  "  but,  with  your  per- 
mission, I'll  not  dance  just  yet." 

''  As  you  please,  it  is  but  a  centre  danse." 
said  he,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  while  lie 
moved  aAvay  to  arrange  the  figures. 

I  had  not  percei\'ed  before  that  a  kind  of 
orchestra,  consisting  of  tAvo  fiddles,. a  flute. 
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and  a  tunibonrinc,  was  stationed  in  a  loii^' 
gallery  over  tiie  dooi-  l)y  whicii  wc  enter- 
ed; Monsieur  Palaniede  beincr,  however, 
director,  not  alone  of  the  music,  but  of  the 
entire  entertainment.  I'lic  baud  now 
struck  up  a  well-known  Enirlisii  countrv- 
dance,  and  away  went  the  couples,  llyiui^ 
down  the  room  to  the  merry  measure; 
]\Ionsieur  deRosannoarrangin;:^  the  figures, 
beating  the  time,  preserving  order,  and  re- 
straining irregularities,  with  the  energy  of 
one  ])oss('Ssed. 

"  Ah,  ^lonsieur  Ic  Cai)tainc  de  Cocks, 
c'eu  est  trop.  Mademoiselle  de  Spicer,  ]ias 
so  liaut!  (le  arms  gi-aceful!  Ladies,  no  Iceep 
your  hands  nnder  your — what  ye  call  him 
— ju[)e — apron — ha!  ha!  Black  man — 
negro — no  talk  so  loud  when  you  make 
l)uncli!" 

"Cliassez — balancez!  La  grace!  Ma- 
dame la  Marquise,  la  grace!  "  Then,  as  he 
passed  me,  he  muttered  with  a  voice  gut- 
tural from  anger,  "  Quel  supplice!" 

As  I  continued  to  gaze  on  the  scene,  I 
could  not  help  being  struck  with  the  ex- 
treme diversity  of  look  and  expression;  for 
Avhile  there  were  some  faces  on  whicli  ini- 
quity had  laid  its  indolil)le  stamp,  there 
were  others  singularly  pleasing,  and  some 
actually  beautiful.  Among  the  men,  the 
same  character  prevailed  throughout — a 
rude,  coarse  good  humor — the  sailor-type 
everywhere;  but  a  few  seemed  persons  of  a 
higher  class,  and  on  these  a  life  of  vice  and 
debauchery  had  produced  the  most  marked 
change,  and  you  could  still  see,  amid  the 
traces  of  nights  of  riot  and  abandonment, 
the  remnant  of  finer  features,  the  expression 
they  had  worn  before  their  ''fall."  If  I 
was  surprised  at  the  good  looks  of  many  of 
the  women,  still  more  was  I  by  a  graceful- 
ness of  carriage  and  an  air  of  deportment 
that  seemed  as  much  out  of  place  as  they 
were  unsuited  to  such  companionship. 
One  young  fellow  a[)peared  to  be  a  general 
favorite  with  the  company.  He  was  tall, 
well-made,  and  had  that  indescribably 
rakish  character  about  his  very  gesture 
that  is  rarely  a  bad  indication  of  the  pos- 
sessor's mode  of  life.  I  had  no  difficulty 
in  learning  his  name,  for  every  one  called 
him  by  it  at  each  instant,  and  ''Fred 
l-'alkoner"  was  heard  on  all  sides.  It  was 
he  who  selected  the  music  for  the  dance; 
his  partner,  for  the  time  being,  Avas  the 
belle  of  the  room,  and  he  lounged  about 
su[)rcme.  Xor  Avas  his  title  a  bad  one — he 
was  the  great  entertainer  of  the  whole  as- 
sembly. The  refreshments  Avere  almost  en- 
tirely of  his  ordering,  and  tlie  clink  of  his 
dollars  might  be  heard  keeping  merry  time 
with  the  strains  of  the  violins.     I  AA'atched 


him  Avith  some  interest — T  thought  I  could 
see  that,  in  descending  to  such  companion- 
ship, there  Avasa  secret  combat  l)et\veen  his 
self-respect  and  a  strange  jiassion  ff)r  seeing 
life  in  low  i)laces,  Avhich,  Avhcn  added  to 
the  flattery  such  a  man  invariably  obtains 
from  his  inferiors,  is  a  dangerous  and  subtle 
temptation.  The  more  I  studied  him,  the 
stronger  grcAV  this  conviction;  nay,  at 
times,  the  expression  of  scorn  upon  his 
handsome  features  aams  legible  even  to  the 
I  least  remarking.  It  was  Avhile  I  still  con- 
j  tinned  to  Avatch  him  that  he  passed  me, 
with  a  dark  Spanish-looking  giil  n]ion  his 
I  arm,  when  he  turned  round  suddenly,  and 
staring  at  me  fixedly  for  a  few  seconds, 
said,  '*'We  met  once  before  to-day!" 

'•lam  not  aAvare  of  it,"  said  I,  doubt- 
ingly. 

"  Yes,  yes.  I  never  forget  a  face,  least 
of  all  Avhen  it  resembles  yours.  I  saAV  you 
this  morning  at  the  Picayune.'^ 

"True,  I'was  there." 

"  What  a  precious  set  of  rascals  those 
felloAvs  Avere.  You  supposed,  that  they 
Avere  going  to  join  the  exjiedition.  Xot  a 
bit  of  it.  Some  Avere  gaml)lers;  the  greater 
number  thieves  and  pickpockets.  1  know 
them  all;  and,  indeed,  I  was  going  to  Avarn 
you  about  them,  for  I  saw  you  Avere  a 
stranger,  but  I  lost  sight  of  you  in  the 
croAvd.  But  there's  the  music.  Will  you 
have  a  partner?" 

"With  all  my  heart,"  said  I,  glad  to  en- 
courage our  further  acquaintance. 

"  You  speak  Spanish?" 

"Xot  a  word." 

"  AYell,  no  matter.  If  you  did,  you 
should  have  mine  here.  But  Avhat  say  you 
to  ^lademoiselle  Heloise,  yonder? — a  bit 
faded  or  so;  but  I  remember  her  second 
'Ballarina'  at  the  liavannah,  only  two 
years  back." 

I  made  the  suitable  acknowledgment; 
and  the  next  moment  saw  me  Avhirling 
away  in  a  Avaltz,  at  least  in  such  an  apjuox- 
imation  to  that  measure  as  my  Quebec  ex- 
perience suggested,  Avith  a  very  highly 
rouged  and  black  eyebrowed  "danseuse," 
My  I'rcnch  Avas  better  than  my  dancing; 
and  so  Mademoiselle  Heloise  Avas  satisfied 
to  accc]it  my  arm,  Avhile  avc  paraded  the 
room,  discussing  the  comjiany  after  the 
most  approved  fashion. 

The  French  have  a  ])roverb,  "  Bete 
comme  une  danseuse," and  1  must  say  that 
my  fair  fViend  did  not  prove  an  exception, 
ller  Aviiole  idea  of  life  was  limited  to  Avhat 
takes  place  in  rehearsal  of  a  morning,  or 
on  the  night  of  representation.  She  re- 
counted to  me  her  history  from  the  time 
she  had  been  a  "Rat,'* — such   is  the  tech- 
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iiical  at  tlie  Grand  Opora  of  Paris, — flying 
througli  the  air  on  a  wire,  or  sitting  ])eril- 
ously  }ierched  u])on  a  ])asteboard  cloud. 
T'len  she  had  advanced  to  the  state  of 
Fairy  Queen,  or  some  winged  messenger  of 
those  celestials  who  wear  muslin  trousers 
with  gold  stars,  and  always  stand  in  the 
'•  fifth  position."  Passing  through  the  grade 
of  Swiss  peasant,  Turkish  slave,  and  Nea- 
politan market  girl,  she  had  at  last  arrived 
at  the  legitimate  drama  of  "legs,"  yclept 
*' ballet  d'action;"  and  although  neither 
her  beauty  nor  abilities  had  been  sufficient 
to  achieve  celebrity  in  Paris,  she  was  ac- 
counted a  Ttiglioni  in  the  "  ])rovinces," 
and  deemed  worthy  of  exportation  to  the 
colonies. 

''jSTon  contigit  quique  adire  Corinth- 
iam!"  Ave  cannot  all  have  our '^ logos"  at 
the  "  Grand  Opera,"  and  happy  for  ns  it 
is  so,  or  what  would  become  of  the  pleasure 
we  derive  from  third,  fourth,  and  fifth-rate 
performances  elsewhere.  True,  indeed,  if 
truffles  w^ere  a  necessary  of  life,  there  Avould 
be  a  vast  <imount  of  inconvenience  and 
snflPering.  Now  Mademoiselle  Heloise, 
Avhose  pirouettes  were  no  more  minded  in 
Paris  nor  singled  ont  for  peculiar  favor 
than  one  of  the  lamps  in  the  row  of  foot- 
lights, Avas  a  kind  of  small  idol  in  the  Ha- 
A'annah.  She  had  the  good  fortune  to  live 
in  an  age  Avhen  the  heels  take  precedence 
of  the  head,  and  she  shared  in  the  enthu- 
siasm by  which  certain  people  in  our  day 
would  bring  back  the  heathen  mythology 
for  the  benefit  of  the  corps  de  ballet. 

Alas  for  fame!  in  the  very  climax  of  her 
glory  she  grew  fat!  Now  flesh  to  a  dan- 
seuse  is  like  cowardice  to  a  soldier,  or 
shame  to  a  lawyer — it  is  the  irreconcilable 
quality.  The  gauzy  natures  Avho  float  to 
soft  music  must  not  sup.  Every  cutlet 
costs  an  "  entrechat!"  Hard  and  terrible 
condition  of  existence,  and  proving  how 
difficult  and  self-denying  a  thing  it  is  to  be 
an  angel,  even  in  this  Avorld! 

So  much  for  Mademoiselle  Heloise;  and 
if  the  reader  be  weary  of  her,  so  Avas  I. 

"  You'll  have  to  treat  her  to  a  supj)er," 
whispered  Falkoner,  as  he  passed  me. 

"I've  not  a  cent  in  my  purse,"  said  I, 
thinking  it  better  to  tell  the  truth  than 
incur  the  reproach  of  stinginess. 

"Nevermind — take  mine,"  said  he,  as 
he  dropped  a  very  Aveighty  purse  into  my 
coat-pocket,  and  moved  aAvay  before  I 
could  make  any  answer. 

Perhaps  the  greatest  flattery  an  indi- 
vidual can  receive  is  to  Avin  some  acknowl- 
edgment of  confidence  from  an  utter 
stranger.  To  know  that  by  the  chance 
intercourse  of  a  few  minutes  you  have  so 


impressed  another,  Avho  never  saAV  you  be- 
fore, that  he  is  impelled  at  once  to  befriend 
you,  your  self-esteem  so  pleasantly  grati- 
fied, immediately  re-acts  upon  the  cause, 
and  you  are  at  a  loss  whether  most  to  ap- 
])laud  your  own  good  gifts,  or  the  ready 
wittedness  of  him  who  appreciated  them 
so  instantaneously. 

I  Avas  still  hesitating,  revolving  doubt- 
less the  pleasant  sense  of  flattery  aforesaid, 
Avhen  Falkoner  came  flying  past  Avith  his 
partner.  "  Order  supper  for  four,"  cried 
he,  as  ho  Avhizzed  by. 

"What  does  he  sa}-,  mon  cher  Comte?" 
said  my  partner. 

I  translated  his  command,  and  found 
that  the  notion  pleased  her  vastly. 

The  dining-room  by  this  time  had  been 
metamorphosed  into  a  kind  of  coffee-room, 
with  small  supper-tables,  at  Avhich  parties 
were  already  assembling;  and  here  we  nov\r 
took  our  places,  to  con  over  the  bill  of 
fare,  and  discuss  scolloped  oystei's,  cold 
lobster,  devilled  haddock,  and  other  like 
delicacies. 

Falkoner  soon  joined  us,  and  we  sat 
down,  the  merriest  knot  in  the  room.  I 
must  have  been  brilliant!  I  feel  it  so,  this 
hour;  a  kind  of  Avarm  glow  rushes  to  my 
cheeks  as  I  think  over  that  evening;  and 
how  the  guests  from  the  different  parts  of 
the  room  grcAv  gradually  nearer  and  nearer 
to  listen  to  the  converse  at  our  table,  and 
hear  the  smart  things  that  came  ]')attering 
down  like  liail!  What  pressing  invitations 
came  pouring  in  upon  me.  The  great 
Mastodon  himself  could  not  have  catena 
tithe  of  the  breakfasts  to  Avhicli  I  was 
asked,  nor  Avould  the  grog-tub  of  a  seventy- 
four  contain  all  the  i-um-and-water  I  Avas 
proffered  by  skippers  lying  "  in  dock." 

Falkoner,  however,  ])leased  me  more 
than  the  rest.  There  Avas  something  in 
his  cordiality  that  did  not  seem  like  a 
passing  fancy;  and  I  could  not  help  feel- 
ing that  however  corrupted  and  run  to 
waste  by  dissi]mtion,  there  was  good  stuff 
about  him.  He  interested  me,  too,  on 
another  score;  he  had  formerly  m:ifle  one 
of  a  Texan  excursion  that  had  penetrated 
even  to  the  Rio  del  Norte,  and  his  escapes 
and  adventures  amused  me  highlj'  The 
ladies,  I  believe,  at  last  found  us  very  un- 
gallant  cavaliers;  for  they  arose  and  left 
us  talking  over  prairie  life  and  the  Avild 
habits  of  the  chase,  till  day  began  to  shine 
through  the  windows. 

"  The  Christohal  sails  to-morroAv,"  said 
he,  "for  Galveston;  but  CA'en  she,  smart 
sailer  that  she  is.  will  scarce  arrive  in  time 
to  catch  these  fellows.  Here  Ave  are  at  the 
fifth  of  the  month;  the  eio-hth  was  to  be 
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the  start:  tlicn  th:it,  supposing  you  to 
rc'iich  Giilvestoii  1)y  the  seveiitli,  gives  you 
no  time  to  get  your  kit  rea»ly,  look  after 
arms,  and  buy  a  nag.  What  say  you, 
then,  if  we  make  a  party  of  our  own? — 
cluirter  one  of  these  small  craft — a  hun- 
dred dollars  or  so  will  do  it.  We  can  then 
take  our  time  to  pick  up  good  cattle,  look 
out  for  a  couple  of  mules  for  our  baggage, 
and  a  sjiare  mustang  or  so,  if  a  horse 
should  knock  uj)/' 

I  concurred  at  once:  the  i)lan  was  fas- 
cination itself.  Adventun^,  liberty,  nov- 
elty, enterprise,  and  a  dash  of  danger  to 
heighten  all.  Falkoner  talked  of  dollars 
as  if  they  macadamized  the  road  to  St. 
Louis;  and  I,  glowing  with  punch  and 
pride  together,  spoke  of  the  expense  as  a 
mere  trifle.  To  this  hour  I  cannot  say 
whether  I  had  really  mystified  myself  into 
the  notion  that  I  possessed  ample  means, 
or  was  merely  indulging  the  ])assing  pleas- 
ure of  a  delightful  vision.  So  was  it, 
however:  I  smiled  at  the  cheapness  of 
everything,  could  scarcely  fancy  such  a 
thing  as  a  Mexican  pony  for  eighty  dollars: 
and  laughed,  actually  laughed,  at  the 
price  of  the  rifle,  Avhen  all  my  worldly  sub- 
stance, at  the  moment,  would  not  have 
purchased  copper  caps  for  it. 

"Don't  go  too  expensively  to  work, 
Cregan,"  cried  he;  *'  and,  above  all,  bring 
no  Europ:au  servant.  A  Mexican  fel- 
low—  or,  better  still,  a  half-breed  —  is 
the  thing  for  the  praii'ies.  You  have  to 
forget  your  Old  World  habits,  and  rough 
it." 

''So  I  can,"  said  I,  laughing  good- 
humorcdly;  ''I'm  in  a  capital  mind  for  a 
bit  of  sharp  work  too.  Just  before  I  left 
the  90th,  we  made  a  forced  march  from  St. 
John's,  through  the  forest  country,  and  I; 
feel  up  to  anything." 

"  You'll  not  like  the  cattle  at  first.  I'm 
afraid,"  said  he,  "  they  have  that  racking 
action  the  Yankees  are  fond  of.  There  is 
a  capital  mare  at  Galveston,  if  we  could 
get  her.  These  fellows  will  sn:ip  her  up 
most  likely." 

**' Butcher's  mare,"  said  I  hazarding  a 
guess. 

"Ah!  you've  been  looking  after  her  al- 
ready," said  he,  surprised.  *' Well  to  tell 
you  tlie  truth,  that  was  one  of  my  objects 
in  coming  here  to-night.  1  heard  that 
some  of  these  skipper  fellows  had  got  the 
winning  ticket:  I  paid  twenty  dollars  to 
the  ofliee-clerk  to  see  the  number,  and  de- 
termined to  buy  it  up.  Here  it  is.  Can 
yon  read  these  figures? for,  hang  me,  if  the 
punch,  or  the  heat,  or  the  dancing,  has 
not  made  me  quite  dizzy." 


"  Let  me  see  ;  Number  4.38,"  said  I,  re- 
peating it  a  couple  of  times  over. 

"  Yes,  that  is  it.  If  I  could  have  chanc- 
ed on  it,  I'd  have  run  down  to-morrow  by 
the  Christobal.  She  lies  about  a  niile  out, 
and  will  weigh  with  the  ebb,  at  eight 
o'clock.  That  marc — she  killed  Butcher 
by  a  down  leaj)  over  a  rock,  but  jiever 
scratched  herself — is  worth  at  least  a  thou- 
sand dollars." 

'*  I  offered  eight  hundred  for  her  on  mere 
character,"  said  I,  sitting  back,  and  6i[i- 
])ing  my  liquid  with  a  most  pnjfound  fpiie- 
tude. 

Falkoner  was  evidently  6uri)rised  with 
this  announcement  ;  but  more  so  from  the 
rakish  indifference  it  betrayed  about  money, 
than  as  bespeaking  me  rich  and  affluent. 

And  thus  we  chatted  away  till  the  black 
waiter  made  his  apperance  to  0[)en  the 
windows,  and  prepare  for  the  work  of  the 
day. 

"Where  are  you  stopping?"  said  Falko- 
ner, as  we  arose  from  the  table. 

"At  Condor  House,"  said  I,  boldly 
giving  the  name  of  a  very  flash  hotel. 
"  But  it's  too  noisy:  I  don't  like  it." 

"  Xor  do  I.  It's  confoundedly  expen- 
sive, too.  I  wish  you  Avould  come  to  ller- 
rick's;  it  is  not  quite  so  stylish  perhaps,  but 
I  think  the  cookery  is  better,  and  you'd 
not  pay  five  dollars  a  bottle  for  Madeira, 
and  eight  for  Champacrue.'' 

" That  is  smart,"  said  L  "They've  not 
let  me  have  my  bill  yet;  but  I  fancied  they 
were  costly  folk." 

"Well,  come  and  dine  Avith  me  at  Iler- 
rick's  to-morrow  and  decitle  for  yourself." 

"AVhynot  try  the  Condor  with  me?" 
said  I. 

"Another  day,  with  all  my  heart,  but  I 
have  a  friend  to-mori'ow:  so  come  and 
meet  him  at  six  o'clock." 

I  agreed;  and  then  we  chatted  on  about 
London  and  the  town  folks,  in  a  way  that, 
even  with  all  I  had  drunk,  amazed  me  for 
the  cool  impudence  in  which  I  indulged. 

"  Y'ou  knew  De  Courcy,  of  course,"  said 
he,  after  a  long  run  of  mutual  friends  had 
been  disposed  of. 

"Jack?"  cried  I,— "Jack  Pe  Courcv  of 
the  Coldstreams — yes  I  think  I  did.  Jack 
and  I  were  like  brothers.  The  last  steeple 
chase  I  rode  in  Ireland  was  for  ])oor  Jack 
De  Courcy  ;  a  little  chestnut  mare  with  a 
good  deal  of  the  Arab  about  her." 

"I  remember  her  well,  an  active  devil, 
but  she  couldn't  go  for  more  than  half  a 
mile." 

"  Well,  T  managed  to  screw  a  race  out  of 
her." 

"  You  must  tell  me  all  about  that  race 
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to-inon'ow;  for  I  fiiul  my  unfortunate lio;ul 
is  like  ti  bell  Avith  the  vibration  of  the  last 
stroke  of  the  hauinier  on  it.  Don't  foroet 
to-morrow,  sharp  six.  You'll  meet  ncjbody 
but  Broughton." 

"  Dudley — Sir  Dudley  Broughton?"' 

'"  The  same.  You  know  liim  then 
already.?  Poor  fellow!  he's  terribly  cut  ii}); 
but  he'll  be  glad  to  see  an  old  friend.  Have 
you  been  much  together?" 

**A  great  deal.  I  made  a  cruise  with 
him  in  "his  yacht,  the  Firefly." 

"What  a  rare  piece  of  fortune  to  have 
met  you!"  cried  Falkoner,  as  ho  sliook  my 
lumd  once  more.  And  so,  with  the  most 
fervent  assurances  of  meeting  on  the  moi'- 
row,  we  parted,  he,  to  saunter  slowly  to- 
Avards  his  hotel,  and  I  to  stand  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  street,  and.  as  I  wiped  the  i^cr- 
spiration  from  my  brow,  to  ask  myself,  had 
I  gone  clean  mad. 

I  was  so  overwhelmed  by  the  shock  of 
my  own  impudence,  that  I  stood  where 
Falkoner  had  left  me  for  full  five  minutes, 
motionless  .and  spell-bound.  To  have 
boasted  of  my  intimacy  with  Captain  De 
Courcy,  although  the  Atlantic  rolled,  be- 
tween us,  was  bad  enough  in  all  conscience; 
but  to  have  talked  of  Sir  Dudley — the 
hauglity,  insolent,  overbearing  Sir  Dudley 
Broughton — as  "  my  old  friend,"  was  some- 
thing that  actually  appalled  me.  How 
could  my  vain  boastfulness  have  so  far  got 
the  better  of  my  natural  keenness?  how 
could  my  silly  self-sufficiency  have  carried 
me  so  far?  "Ah  !  "  thonght  I,  "it  Avas  not 
the  real  Con  Cregan  who  spoke  such  inef- 
fable folly  ;  these  were  the  outpourings  of 
that  diabolical  'Thumbo-rig.'" 

While,  therefore,  I  entered  into  a  bond 
Avith  myself  to  eschew  that  insidious  com- 
pound in  future,  I  also  adopted  the  far 
more  imminent  and  important  resolve,  to 
run  away  from  Xew  Orleans.  Another  sun 
must  not  set  u])on  me  in  that  city,  come 
what  might.  With  a  shudder  I  called  to 
mind  Sir  Dudley's  own  avowal  of  his  pas- 
sion as  a  hater,  and  I  could  not  venture  to 
confront  such  danger. 

I  accordingly  hastened  to  my  miserable 
lodging,  and  packing  up  my  few  clothes, 
now  reduced  to  the  compass  of  a  bundle 
in  a  handkerchief,  I  paid  my  bill,  and  on  a 
minute  calculation  of  various  pieces  of 
strange  coinage,  found  myself  the  posses- 
sor of  four  dollars  and  a  quarter, — a  small 
sum,  and  something  less  than  a  cent  for 
every  ten  miLs  I  Avas  removed  from  my 
native  land.  What  meant  the  term  "  coun- 
try," after  all,  to  such  as  me  ?  He  has  a 
country  Avho  possesses  property  in  it — 
Avhose  interests  tie  him  to  the  soil,  where 


liis  name  is  known,  and  his  presence  rec- 
ognized ;  but  Avhat  country  belongs  to 
him  Avhcre  no  resting-place  is  found  for  his 
weary  feet, — whose  home  is  an  inn,  Avhose 
friends  are  the  fellow-travellers  Avith  Avhom 
he  has  jourjieyed  ?  The  ties  of  country, 
like  those  of  kindred,  are  superstitions — 
high  and  holy  ones  sometimes,  but  still 
superstitions.  Believe  in  them,  if  you 
can,  and  so  much  the  better  for  you  ;  but 
in  some  hour  the  conviction  Avill  come  that 
man  is  of  every  land. 

Thus  pondering,  I  trudged,  along  at  a 
smart  i)ace,  my  bundle  on  a  stick  over  my 
shoulder,  never  noticing  the  road,  and 
only  foUoAving  the  way  because  it  seemed 
to  lead  out  of  the  city.  It  Avas  a  gorgeous 
morning  ;  the  sun  glittered  on  the  bright 
roofs,  and  lit  up  the  gay  terraces  of  the 
houses,  Avhere  creepers  of  every  tint  and 
foliage  Avere  tastefully  entwined  and  fes- 
tooned, as  these  people  kncAv  so  Avell  to 
dispose.  Servants  Avere  opening  AvindoAvs, 
displaying  handsomely-furnished  rooms, 
replete  Avitli  every  luxury,  as  I  passed  ; 
busy  housemaids  were  brushing,  and  sweep- 
ing, and  polishing ;  and  shining  niggers 
were  boating  carpets  and  shaking  hearth- 
rugs, while  others  Avere  raking  in  the  gravel 
before  the  doors,  or  Avatering  the  rich 
magnolias  and  cactuses  that  stood  sentinel 
beneath  the  AvindoAvs.  Carriages,  too, 
Avere  Avashing,  and  high-bred  horses  stand- 
ing out  to  be  groomed — all  signs  of  Avealth, 
and  of  the  luxuries  of  the  rich  men,  Avhose 
close-draAvn  curtains  portended  sleep. 
"Aa',"  thought  I,  "there  are  hundreds, 
here,  whose  weightiest  evil  Avould  be  that 
they  awoke  an  hour  earlier  than  their 
Avont — that  their  favorite  Arab  had  stood 
on  a  sharp  stone — that  some  rude  branch 
had  scratched  the  rich  varnish  on  their 
chariot;  Avhile  I  Avandor  along,  alone  and 
friendless,  my  Avorldly  substance  a  few 
dollars."  This  disparity  of  condition  of 
course  occurs  to  the  mind  of  every  poor 
man,  but  it  only  is  a  canker  to  him  Avho 
has  had  a  glimpse,  be  it  ever  so  fleeting,  of 
a  life  of  luxury  and  ease.  For  this  reason, 
the  servant-class  will  ahvays  be  a  great 
source  of  danger  to  our  present  social  con- 
dition ;  seeing  the  Aveakness,  the  folly, 
and  sometimes  the  Avorse  than  folly  of 
those  they  serve — viewing,  from  a  near 
point,  the  interior  lives  of  those  Avho,  seen 
from  afar,  are  reckoned  great  and  illus- 
trious, they  lose  the  prestige  of  respect  for 
the  distinguishing  qualities  of  station,  and 
only  yield  it  to  the  outward  symbols — the 
AA'ealth  and  riches.  AYhat  Socialists  are 
our  butlers!  Avhat  Democrats  our  footmen! 
what    Red    Rejniblicans    are    our    cooks! 
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^vhilt  a  Luvelk'r  i.s  the  gunlciie'rl  For  all 
your  "  yellow  i)lii.sli,"  you  arc  ^aii.-culuttes, 
every  muu  of  you. 

Now,  I  deem  it  n  liigli  testimony  to  my 
powers  of  judgment  that  I  never  enter- 
tained these  views.  On  the  contrary,  I 
always  ni)held  the  docti'inc,  that  society, 
like  a  broken  thigh-bone,  did  best  on  an 
"  inclined  plane  ;  '  and  I  rei)udialed  equal- 
ity with  the  scorn  a  man  six  feet  high 
would  feel  were  ho  told  that  the  human 
standard  was  to  bo  four  and  a  half.  The 
only  grudge  I  did  feel  towards  the  fortu- 
nate man  of  wealth  was,  that  I  should  lose 
so  many  brilliant  years  of  life  in  acquiring 
— for  acquire  it  I  would — what  I  Avouldfar 
rather  employ  in  disi)ensing.  A  guinea 
at  twenty  is  worth  a  hundred  at  thirty,  a 
thousand  at  forty,  a  million  at  sixty;  that's 
the  geometrical  mean  of  life.  Glorious 
youth!  that  only  needs  "debentures"  to 
be  divine! 

My  head  became  clearer  and  ni}'  brain 
more  unclouded,  as  I  walked  along  in  the 
free  air  of  the  morning,  and  I  felt  that 
with  a  cigar  I  should  both  compose  my 
vagrant  fancies,  and  cheat  myself  out  of 
the  necessity  of  a  breakfast.  Excellent 
weed!  that  can  make  dulness  imaginative, 
and  imagination  plodding  ;  that  renders 
stupid  men  companionable  to  clever  ones, 
and  gives  a  meek  air  of  thought  to  the 
very  flattest  insii)idity! 

I  searched  my  i)()cket  for  the  little  case 
that  contained  my  Manillas,  Init  in  vain  ; 
I  tried  another — like  result.  How  Avas  it  ?j 
I  always  carried  it  in  my  greatcoat  ;  had  I  [ 
been  robI)ed  ?  I  could  not  help  laughing} 
at  the  thought,  it  sounded  so  inoifably 
comic.  I  essayed  again,  alas  !  with  no 
better  success.  Could  I  have  ])laced  it  in 
the  breast-pocket  ?  "What !  there  is  no 
brcast-i)ocket !  IIow  is  thisj  Con  ?  has 
Thumbo-rig  its  influence  over  you  yet  ?  I 
passed  my  hand  across  my  brow,  and  tried 
to  remember  if  the  breast-pocket  had  only 
been  a  tradition  of  another  coat,  or  what 
had  become  of  it.  Pockets  do  not  close 
from  being  empty,  like  county  banks,  nor 
do  they  dry  up,  like  wells,  from  disuse. 

"No,  no;  there  certainly  was  once  one 
here."  As  I  said  this,  what  was  my 
amazement  to  And  that  the  pocket  for 
which  I  had  been  searching  had  changed 
sides,  and  gone  from  left  to  right  !  "  Oh, 
this  is  too  bad!"  thought!;  ''with  a 
little  more  jnuich,  I  could  have  fancied 
that  I  had  put  my  coat  on  wrong-sided. 
Here  is  a  mystery!"  said  I,  "and  now,  to 
solve  it  patiently;"  and  so,  I  sat  me  down 
by  tiie  way  side  and  laying  my  bundle  on 
the  ground, began  to  reflect. 


Koflection,  I  soon  found,  was  of  no  use. 

Habit — the  instinct  of  custom — showed  me 

that    my  i)ocket   had    always  been  to  the 

left;  my  right  hand  sought'  the  spot  with 

an     almost    mechanical    im)nilse,    where- 

I  as  my  left  wandered  ab<jut   like  a  man  in 

search  of  his  newly-taken  lodging.     As  I 

,  came    to    this    ])uzzling    fact,   my   fingers, 

cleei)ly   immersed   in  the   pocket,   came  in 

contact  with  a  small  leather  case.     I  drew 

it  forth;  it  was  not  mine — I  had  never  seen 

it  before!     I  opened  it;  there  was  nothing 

:  within  but  a  small  ])iece  of  card,  with  the 

words,  "Full  Share  Ticket,"  on  top,  and, 

I  underneath,  the  figures,  "438." 

From  the  card,  my  eyes  reverted  to  the 
coat  itself;  and  now  I  saw,  with  a  surprise 
I  cannot  convey,  that  it  was  not  my  own 
coat,  but  another  man's  I  was  wearing. 
The  Negro  at  the  ordinary  had  assisted  me 
to  put  it  on.  It  was  the  only  one,  indeed, 
remaining,  as  I  came  away,  and  some  other 
had  carried  ofi"  mine.  So  far,  it  was  a  fair 
exchange,  of  which  I  was  not  in  any  wav 
accountable,  seeing  that  I  performed  "a 
mere  passive  part;  taking — and  even  that 
unwillingly — what  was  left  me.  Certain 
thread-bare  symptoms  about  the  cuffs,  and 
a  missing  button  or  two,  also  showed 
me  that  I  was  no  gainer  by  the  barter. 
Was  it  worth  while  to  go  back  ?  were 
the  chances  of  recovering  my  own  equal 
to  the  risk  of  being  myself  discover- 
ed? I  thought  not.  It  was  decidedly 
a  shabby  investment;  and  now,  that  I 
examined  it  more  closely,  a  very  miser- 
able substitute  for  my  own.  I  was  vexed 
at  the  occurrence,  and  could  not  help  re- 
flecting, in  very  severe  terms,  upon  the 
breach  of  honor  such  an  act  displayed. 
"Lie  down  Avith  dogs"— Master  Con.  says 
the  adage — "and  see  if  you  don't  get  iij) 
with  fleas!  "  "  Such  comi)any  as  you  passed 
the  cA'ening  Avith  Avcre  assui-edly  not  above 
a  ])iece  of  roguery  like  this."  Falkoncr  it 
could  not  be;  and  I  OAvn  that  I  Avasglad  to 
know  that,  since  he  Avas  much  taller  than 
me:  nor  could  I  remember  one  who  Avas 
near  enough  my  own  size  to  make  me  sup- 
pose him  the  culprit;  and  so  I  ended  by  at- 
tributing the  knavery  to  the  Negro,  who 
probably  had  kept  this  ancient  vestment 
for  a  moment  of  substitution. 

It  may  be  inferreil,  from  the  difficulty  of 
solution  in  the  case  of  this  ver}'  simple  oc- 
currence, that  my  faculties  Avere  not  pre- 
eminently clear  and  lucid,  and  that  the 
vapor  of  the  Thumbo-rig  still  hung  lieavily 
over  me:  such,  I  am  bound  to  oAvn,  Avas  the 
fact.  Every  event  of  the  previous  night 
Avas  as  shadowy  and  imperfect  as  might  be. 
It  Avas  only  during  the  last  half-hour  of  my 
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conversntion  with  Falkoiicr,  that  I  was 
completely  conscious  of  all  said  and  done 
around  me.  Previous  to  this."  my  mind 
]iad  established  a  kind  of  Pi-ovisional  Gov- 
ernment over  my  rebellious  ideas,  and,  like 
most  such  bodies,  its  edicts  had  little  force, 
for  they  were  based  on  but  a  weak  ])restic?e. 

Now,  then,  came  a  question  of  this 
strange-looking  piece  of  card,  with  the 
numbers  on  which,  by  some  wonderful 
process,  I  seemed  to  myself  perfectly  fami- 
liar— nay,  I  felt  that  they  were,  from  some 
hidden  cause,  recorded  facts  in  my  memory. 
All  I  could  remember  of  the  night  before 
thi'cw  little  light  upon  the  matter,  and  I 
wandered  on,  striving  to  pierce  the  dull 
mist  uncertainty  that  enveloped  all  my 
thoughts:  by  this  time  I  had  reached  the 
bank  of  the  river,  and  could  perceive  about 
half  a  mile  off,  down  the  stream,  a  tall- 
masted  smack,  getting  ready  for  sea — her 
blue-Peter  fluttei-ed  at  the  mast-head,  and 
the  pleasant  ye-ho!  of  the  sailors  kept  time 
with  the  capstan-bars  as  they  heaved  at  the 
anchor.  The  wind  was  a  nor'-wester,  and 
beat  with  impatient  gusts  the  loose  canvas 
that  hung  ready  to  be  shaken  ont,  while 
the  stream  rushed  rapidly  along  her  sides. 

"  Would  I  were  to  sail  in  you,  wherever 
your  voyage  tended!  '*  was  my  exclamation; 
and  I  sat  down  to  watch  the  preparations, 
which  the  loud  commands  of  the  skipper 
seemed  to  hasten  and  press  forward.  So 
occupied  was  I  with  the  stir  and  bustle  on 
board  the  craft,  where  everything  was  done 
with  a  lightning-speed,  that  I  did  not  re- 
mark a  boat's  crew,  who  sat  leaning  on 
their  oars,  beside  the  wall  of  the  stream; 
and  it  was  only  when  an  accidental  sound 
of  their  voices  struck  me  that  I  saw  them. 

"That's  a  signal  to  come  away,  Ben!"  said 
one  of  the  men.    "  He'll  not  wait  no  longer!  " 

*'  And  why  should  he  lose  a  tide  for  any 
land-lugger  of  themall?  It's  not  every  day, 
besides,  we  get  a  nor'-wester  like  this!  " 

"  Well!  what  d'ye  mean  to  do?"  asked 
the  former  speaker. 

"  Give  him  ten  minutes  more,  Ben," 
cried  another.  "  Let's  have  a  chance  of  a 
dollar  apiece,  anyhow!" 

"There  goes  a  shot!"  said  the  man 
called  Ben,  as  he  pointed  to  the  smack; 
from  whose  bow-port  the  smoke  was  lazily 
issuing.  "I'll  not  stay  here  any  longer! 
shove  her  away,  lads!  " 


CHAPTEPt  XIX. 

"on   board  of   the    '  CnRISTOBAL."' 

Without  further  delay,  the  men  prepar- 
ed to  obey  the  summons.     The  boat's  chain 


was  cast  off,  and,  as  she  swung  out  from 
the  wall,  I  could  see  a  small  standaixl  at 
her  stern,  carrying  a  little  white  flag, 
which,  as  the  breeze  wafted  towards  me, 
showed  the  enigmatical  numbers  of  438. 

I  sprang  to  my  legs  and  uttered  a  cry  of 
surprise. 

"'Well!  what  is  it,  master?"  said  Bon, 
looking  up,  and  probably  expecting  to  see 
me  take  a  header  into  the  muddy  stream. 

"  That's  the  number! "  cried  I,  not  know- 
ing what  I  said.  "That's  the  very  num- 
bed! "^ 

''Very  true,  master,  so  it  is!  but  you 
ha'n'tgot  the  counterpa,rt,  I  guess!" 

''Yes,  but  I  have  though!"  said  I,  pro- 
ducing the  ticket  from  the  pocket-book. 

"  Why,  darn  me,  if  that  a'n't  himself!" 
cried  the  men;  and  they  sung  out  three 
hearty  cheers  at  the  discovery. 

"  Were  you  there  long,  old  fellow?  "  said 
Ben. 

"About  half  an  hour,"  said  I. 

"Tarnation!  and  why  did  ye  keep  us  a- 
waitin'?  didn't  you  see  the  tide  was  on  the 
ebb,  and  that  Christy  was  making  signals 
every  five  minutes  or  so?" 

"I  was  waiting — waiting " 

"  Waiting  for  what?  I'd  like  to  know." 

"Waiting  for  my  baggage!"  said  I;  tak- 
ing a  long  breath. 

"  An'  it  ain't  come  yet?  " 

"  No;  I'm  afraid  they  missed  the  road." 

"  Be  that  as  it  may,  master,  I'll  not  stay 
longer.  Come  along  without  your  kit,  or 
stay  behind  with  it,  whichever  you  please." 

''  Hang  the  traps,"  said  I,  affecting  a 
bold  carelessness;  "I've  a  few  things  there 
I  left  out  loose,  that  will  do.  When  shall 
we  be  there?"  This  was  a  leading  ques- 
tion, for  I  did  not  yet  know  whither  we 
were  bound. 

"At  Galveston?  Well,  to-morrow  even- 
ing or  by  nightfall,  I  guess,  if  the  wind 
hold.  Sit  down  there  and  make  yourself 
snug;  there's  always  a  little  si)lash  of  a  sea 
in  this  river.  And  now,  lads,  pull  away  ! 
all  together," 

A  second  shot  from  the  smack  announc- 
ed that  her  anchor  was  tripped,  and  we 
saw  her  now  lurch  over  as  her  foresail  fill- 
ed. 

The  men  pulled  vigorously,  and  in  about 
twenty  minutes  I  stood  upon  the  deck  of 
the  (Jl/7'isfohal,  making  sundry  excuses  to 
her  skipper  for  being  late,  and  assuring  him 
on  the  faith  of  a  gentleman,  that  I  had  ut- 
terly forgotten  all  about  my  voyage  till  the 
last  moment. 

"  They  only  sent  me  the  number  from 
the  office  late  last  night,"  said  he,  "and 
told  me  to  look  out  for  the  gemman  about 
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the  (locks.  But  I  wurn't  goiu'  to  do  that, 
I  said,  lie's  got  u  passage  and  grub  to 
Galveston — as  good  as  ere  a  gemmaii  can 
de-sire;  he's  won  a  nag  they  says  is  wortli 
seven  or  eigiit  hundred  doUars,  with  furni- 
ture and  arms  lor  the  new  expedition;  and 
I  take  it  tlieni  tilings  is  worth  a-looUing 
arter — so  darn  nie  blue  if  I  gives  myself  no 
trouble  about  'em." 

'J'liese  scattered  hints  Avero  all  I  wantetl. 
The  sea-breeze  had  I'estored  me  to  my 
wonted  clearness,  and  I  now  saw  that  "  438  " 
meant  that  I  had  won  a  free  passage  to 
Texas,  a  horse  and  a  rille  when  I  got  there; 
so  far  the  "exchange  of  coats"  was  "with 
a  difference."  It  was  Avith  an  unspeakable 
satisfaction  that  I  learned  I  was  the  only 
passenger  on  board  the  Christohal.  The 
other  "gentleman"  of  the  expedition  had 
either  already  set  out  or  abandoned  tiie 
project,  so  that  I  had  not  to  undergo  any 
uni)li'asant  scrutiny  into  my  past  life,  or 
any  inii)ertinent  inquiry  regarding  my  fu- 
ture. 

Old  Kit  Tuvrel,  the  skipper,  did  not 
l)lay  the  grand  inquisitor  on  me.  Ilis  life 
had  been  for  the  most  part  passed  in  mak- 
ing the  voyage  to  and  from  iS'ew  Orleans 
and  Galveston,  where  he  had,  doubth^ss, 
seen  suMicient  of  character  to  have  satisfied 
a  glutton  in  eccentricity.  There  was  not  a 
runaway  rogue,  or  alxindoned  vagabond, 
that  had  left  the  coast  for  years  back  with 
whose  history  he  was  not  familiar.  You 
liad  but  to  give  him  a  name,  and  out  came 
the  catalogue  of  his  misdeeds  on  the  in- 
stant. 

TMiese  revelations  had  a  prodigious  in- 
terest for  me.  They  opened  the  book  of 
liumai\  adventure  at  the  very  chapter  I 
wanted.  It  was  putting  a  keen  edge  upon 
the  razor,  to  give  me  the  "last  fasiiions  in 
knavery" — not  to  speak  of  the  greater  ad- 
vantage of  learning  the  success  atteiulanfc 
on  each,  since  "Kit "could  tell  precisely 
how  it  fared  with  every  one  who  had  pass- 
ed through  his  hands. 

He  enlightened  me  also  as  to  these  Texan 
expeditions,  which,  to  use  his  own  phrase, 
had  never  been  anything  better  than 
"almighty  swindles,"  planted  to  catch 
young  flats  from  the  north  country,  the 
southerns  being  all  t()0"crank"  to  bo  done. 

"  And  is  there  no  expedition  in  reality?" 
said  I,  with  all  the  horror  of  a  man  who 
had  been  seduced  from  home,  and  family, 
and  friends  under  false  pretences. 

"  There  do  be  a  dash  now  and  then  into 
tlie  Camanche  trail,  when  bulTaloes  are 
jdenty,  or  to  bring  down  a  stray  buck  or 
so.  Mayhap,  too,  they  cut  otf  an  Injian 
fellow  or  two,  if  he  lingers  too  late  in  the 


fall;  and  then  they  come  back  with  won- 
derful stories  of  storming  villages,  and 
destroying  ^var  ])arties,  and  the  rest  of  it; 
but  we  knows  better.  Most  of  'em  ere 
chaps  arc  more  used  to  ])icklocks  than 
rifles,  and  can  handle  a  'jemmy'  better 
than  a  '  bowie-knife.'  " 

"  And  in  the  j)resent  case,  wdiat  kind  of 
fellows  are  tliey?" 

He  rolled  a  tobacco  quid  from  side  to 
side  of  his  mouth,  and  seemed  to  hesitate 
whether  he  would  si)eak  out. 

"  There  is  no  danger  with  me,  captain; 
I  am  an  Englishman,  a  ])erfect  stranger 
here,  and  have  never  seen  or  heard  of  a 
man  amongst  them." 

"  I  see  iliat,^'  said  he,  "and  your  friends 
must  be  rank  green  'nns  to  let  you  go  and 
join  this  trail,  that's  a  fact." 

"P.ut  what  are  they  ?" 

"  Well,  they  call  "emselves  horse-dealers; 
but  above  Austin,  there,  and  along  by 
Bexar,  they  call  'em  horse-stealers!"  and 
he  laughed  heartily  at  the  excessive  droll- 
ery of  the  remark. 

"And  where  do  they  trade  with  their 
cattle  ?  " 

*'  They  sells  'em  licre,  or  up  in  the  States 
away  north, sometimes,  but  they  picks  up 
the  critters  along  the  Chehuhua  Line,  or 
down  by  Aguaverde,  or  San  Pueblo.  I've 
known  'em  to  go  to  >\lexico,  too.  When 
they  don't  get  scalped  they've  rather  good 
fun  of  it;  but  they  squabble  a  bit  now 
and  then  among  'emselves;  and  so  there's 
a  Texan  proverb,  '  that  buffalo-meat  in 
spring  is  as  rare  as  a  mustang  merchant 
with  two  eyes!'" 

"'  What  does  that  mean?  " 

"  They  gouge  a  bit  down  there,  they  do, 
— that's  a  fact.  I've  known  two  or  three 
join  the  Ked  men,  and  say  Injians  was  bet- 
ter living  with,  than  them  'ere." 

'•  I  own  your  picture  is  not  flattering." 

"Yes,  b\it  it  be,  though!  You  don't 
know  them  chaps;  but  I 'know  'em — ay, 
for  nigh  forty  years.  I'm  a-livin'  on  this 
'ere  ])as^age,  and  I've  seen  'em  all.  I  knew 
Bowlin  Sam,  I  did!"  From  the  manner 
this  was  said,  I  saw  that  Bowlin  Sam  was 
a  celebrity,  to  be  ignorant  of  whom  was  to 
confess  one's  self  an  utter  savage. 

"  To  be  sure  I  was  only  a  child  at  the 
time;  but  I  saw  him  come  aboard  with  the 
negro  fellow,  that  he  followed  up  the  Red 
River  trail.  They  were  two  of  the  biggest 
fellows  you  coukrsee.  Sam  stood  six  feet 
six-an'-a-(|uarter,  the  Black  was  six  feet 
four, — but  he  had  a  stoop  in  his  shoulders. 
Sam  tracked  him  for  two  years;  and 
many's  the  dodge  they  had  between  'cm: 
but  Sam  took  him  at  last,  and  he  brought 
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liini  all  the  way  from  Gnajaqnalle  here, 
bound  with  his  hands  behind  him,  and  a 
log  of  iron-wood  in  his  mouth;  for  he 
■  could  tear  like  a  juguar. 

*'They  were  both  on  'em  ugly  men — 
Sam,  very  ugly!  Sam  could  untwist  the 
strongest  links  of  an  iron  boat-chain,  and 
t'other  fellow  could  bite  a  man-rope  clean 
in  two  Avith  his  teeth.  *  The  Black '  ate 
nothing  from  the  time  they  took  liim;  and 
when  they  put  him  into  the  shore-boat,  in 
the  river,  he  was  so  weak  they  had  to  lift 
him  like  a  child.  Well,  out  they  rowed, 
i)ito  the  middle  of  the  stream,  where  the 
water  is  roughest  among  the 'snags,' and 
many  a  whirlpool  dashing  around  'atwcen 
the  bows  of  the  'sawyers.'  That's  the 
spot  you're  sure  to  see  one  of  these  young 
sharks; — for  the  big  chaps  knows  better 
than  to  look  for  their  wittals  in  dangerous 
places — while  the  water  is  black,  at  times, 
with  alligators.  Well,  as  I  was  sayin',  out 
they  rowed;  and  just  as  they  comes  to  this 
part  of  tlie  stream,  the  black  fellow  gives 
a  spring,  and  drives  both  his  heavy-ironed 
feet  bang  through  the  flooring-plank  of 
the  boat.  It  was  past  bailin';  they  were 
half  swamped  before  they  could  ship  their 
oars;  the  minute  after,  they  wej'o  all  strug- 
gling in  tlie  river  together.  There  were 
three  besides  the  nigger;  but  he  Avas  the 
only  one  ever  touched  land  again.  He 
was  an  Antigua  chap,  that  same  nigger; 
and  tliey  knows  sharks  and  caymans  as  we 
does  dog-fish;  but  for  all  that,  he  was  all 
bloody,  and  had  lost  part  of  one  foot, 
when  he  got  ashore." 

'•'  Why  had  he  been  captured?  what  had 
lie  done?" 

"  What  hadn't  he  done!  that  same  black 
murdered  more  men  as  any  six  in  these 
parts;  he  it  was  burned  down  Checoat's 
mill  up  at  Brandy  Cove,  Avith  all  tiie  peo- 
ple fastened  up  within.  Then  he  run  away 
to  the  '  washins'  at  Guajaqualle,  Avhere  he 
killed  Colonel  Eixon,  as  Avas  over  the 
*  Placer.'  He  cut  him  in  two  with  a  bowie- 
knife,  and  never  a  one  guessed  how  it  hap- 
pened, as  the  juguars  had  carried  ofE  two 
or  three  people  from  the  'washins';  but 
the  nigger  got  drunk  one  night,  and  began 
a-euttin'  down  the  young  hemlock  trees, 
and  sayin',  'That's  the  Avay  I  mowed  down 
Buckra'  Georgy' — his  name  Avas  George 
Rixon.  Then,  he  bolted,  and  Avas  never 
seen  more.  Ah!  he  Avas  a  down-hard'un! 
that  fellow  Crick." 

"Crick — Menelaus  Crick!"  said  I,  al- 
most springing  up  Avith  amazement  as  I 
spoke. 

"  Just  so.  You've  heard  enough  of  him 
'fore  now,  I  guess." 


The  ski])per  went  on  to  talk  about  the 
negro's  early  exploits,  and  the  feai'f  ul  life  of 
crime  Avhich  he  had  always  pursued;  but  I 
heard  little  of  what  he  said.  The  remem- 
brance of  the  man  himself,  bowed  down 
with  years  of  suffering,  Avas  before  me;  and 
I  thought  how  terribly  murder  isexpiatefl, 
even  in  those  cases  Avhere  the  guilty  man  is 
believed  to  have  escaped.  So  is  it;  the 
dock,  the  dungeon,  and  the  galloAvs,  can  be 
mercies  in  comparison  Avith  the  self-tor- 
ment of  eternal  fear,  the  terror  of  com- 
panionship, or  the  awful  hell  of  solitude! 
Tlie  scene  at  Anticosti,  and  the  terrific 
night  in  the  Lower  Town  of  Queljec,  rose 
both  together  to  iny  mind,  and  so  absorbed 
my  thoughts,  that  the  old  skipper,  seeing 
my  inattention,  and  believing  that  I  was 
Aveary  and  inclined  for  sleep,  left  me  for 
the  deck;  and  I  lay  still,  pondering  over 
these  sad  themes. 

At  last  I  roused  myself  and  Avent  on  deck. 
The  city  had  long  since  disappeared  from 
vicAV.  and  even  the  low  land  at  the  mouth 
of  the  river  had  faded  in  the  distance; 
while,  instead  of  the  yellow  polluted  flood 
of  the  Mississippi,  the  blue  Avaves,  shining 
and  sparkling,  (lanced  merrily  past,  or 
broke  in  foam-sheets  at  the  boAv.  The 
white  sails  Avere  bent  like  boards,  firm  and 
immovable  before  the  breeze,  and  the  swift 
vessel  darted  her  Avay  onward  as  proudly  as 
though  her  freight  were  sometliing  prouder 
and  better  than  a  poor  adventurer,  Avith- 
out  one  in  the  Avide  Avorld  who  cared 
Avhether  he  Avon  or  lost  the  game  with 
Fortune. 

My  spirits  rose  every  mile  Ave  left  New 
Orleans  behind  us;  I  felt  besides,  that  to 
bring  my  skill  to  such  a  market,  Avas  but 
to  carry  "coals  to  Newcastle:"  nor,  from 
the  skipper's  account,  did  Texas  offer  a 
much  more  favorable  field.  However,  it 
smacked  of  adventure;  the  very  name  had 
a  charm  for  me,  and  I  thought  I  should  far 
rather  confront  actual  danger  than  live  a 
life  of  petty  schemes  and  small  expedients. 
But  Avhat  a  strange  crucible  is  the  human 
heart!  here  was  I,  placed  in  a  situation  to 
Avhich  an  incident  had  elevated  me — of  a 
kind  Avhieli  a  more  scrupulous  sense  of 
honor  Avould  have  made  some  shudder  at — 
fancying,  ay,  and  persuading  myself  too, 
i\vAt,  in  the'^main,  I  possessed  A'wy  admir- 
able sentiments  and  most  laudable  ambi- 
tions;— that  the  occasional  little  straits  to 
Avhich  I  Avas  reduced  Avere  only  so  many 
practical  jokes  played  on  me  by  "Fate," 
Avhich  took,  doubtless,  a  high  delight  in 
the  ingenuity  by  which  I  ahvays  fell  on  my 
feet,— ^wiiile  I  felt  certain  that,  were  I  only 
fairly  treated,  a  more  upright,  honorable, 
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sfr;iig]iLfor\v:ird  yomii,'  ^a-iiLlciiuui  never 
lived  tluui  1  sliDulil  prove! 

'*  Let  Danio  Fortune  only  de;il  nie 
trnmps,"  said  I,  "  luul  I'll  promise  never 
*to  look  into  my  neighbor's  liund.'"  Gen- 
tle reader,  you  smile  jit  my  humility; — 
Avcll,  then,  it's  clear  you  are  neither  u  secre- 
tary of  state,  nor  a  railway  director — that's 
all. 

We  drojjped  anchor  off  Galveston  just  as 
the  sun  was  settin.i;-;  and  the  cvenin^i^  being 
calm,  and  the  rellection  of  the  houses  ami 
steci)ks  in  th''  water  sliarj)  and  di'lincd, 
the  scene  was  suiliciently  striking.  The 
city  itself  was  more  important  as  to  size 
and  wealtli  than  I  had  anticipated,  and  the 
office  of  t!ie  •'Texan  Expedition,"  held  at 
the  "  Moon,"  a  great  coffec-houso  on  the 
Quay,  impressed  mo  most  favorably  with 
the  respectability  and  pretensions  of  my 
"  Co-expedir,ionaries."  Ohl  Kit  presented 
mo  to  the  .Secretary — a  very  knavish-look- 
ing fellow  in  si>ectacles  of  black  gauze — as 
the  winner  of  thegreat  prize;  which,  to  my 
excessive  mortification,  I  learned  was  at 
Houston,  aljout  eighty  miles  farther  up 
the  B;iy. 

I  apologized  for  my  careless  dress,  by 
stating  that  my  baggage  had  been  unfor- 
tunately left  behind  at  New  Orleans;  and 
that  in  my  haste  I  had  been  obliged  to  come 
on  board  with  ;lctually  nothing  but  thefew 
dollars  I  had  in  my  pocket. 

''■  That's  a  misfortune  easily  repaired, 
sir,"  said  rhc  gauze-eyed  Secn-tary, — "•you 
can  have  your  '  credit '  cashed  here  just  as 
liljerally  as  at  any  town  in  the  country." 

''  I  have  no  doubt  of  that,"  responded  I, 
somewhat;  tartly,  for  I  did  not  fancy  this 
allusion  to  banks  and  bankers — "but  all 
my  papers  are  in  my  poi-tmanteau." 

"  Provoking,  certainly,"  said  he,  taking 
a  long  i)inch  of  snuff, — '"  ain't  it,  Kit?" 

lint  Kit  only  scratched  his  nose,  and 
looked  puzzled. 

''Are  your  bankers  Vicars  and  Bull,  sir?  " 

"No,"  said  1,  "my  credits  are  all  on  a 
northern  house:  but  I  fancy  my  name  is 
tolerably  well  known.  You've  heard  of 
the  Cregans,  I  suppose?" 

"  Oregan — Cregan,"  repeated  he  a  couple 
of  times  :  then  opening  a  huge  ledger  at 
the  letter  C,  ran  his  eye  down  a  long 
column.  '■'  Crabtree — Crossle}' — Croxani  — 
Crebell — Creffet — Cregmore.  It  is  not 
Cregmore,  sir?" 

"  No,  Cregan  is  the  name." 

"Ah,  well,  there's  no  Cregan.  There 
was  a  Cregmore  Avas  'lynched'  here,  I  sec 
by  the  mark  in  the  book,  and  wo  have  a 
small  trunk  waiting  to  be  claimed  belong- 
ing: to  him." 


"That  ain't  the  fellow  as  i)urtendcd  to 
be  winner  of  the  wagon  team  that  waa 
lotteried  here  a  twelvemonth  since,  is  it  ?" 
said  Kit. 

"Yes,  but  it  is,  though.  lie  made  out 
he  had  the  ticket  all  right  and  straight, 
when  up  comes  one  Colonel  Jabus  Ilai-per, 
and  showed  the  real  thing  ;  and  the  chajjs 
took  it  u])  hotly,  and  they  lynched  Cng- 
more  that  evening.'' 

"Yes,  sii',  that's  a  fact,"  fpioth  Kit. 

"What  was  the  penalty?"  asked  1,  with 
a  most  im])osing  indilference. 

"  They  hanged  him  up  at  Hall's  Court 
yonder.  I  ain't  sure  if  he  be'n't  hanging 
there  still." 

"  And  this  packet,"  said  I — for  the 
theme  was  excessively  distasteful — "  when 
does  she  sail  ?" 

"She  starts  to-night,  at  twelve — first 
cabin,  two  dollars  ;    steerage,  one-twenty." 

"Thank  you,"  said  I,  touching  my  hat, 
with  the  condescending  air  one  occasionally 
employs  to  humiliate  an  inferior,  by  its 
mingled  pride  and  courtesy  ;  and  I  turned 
into  the  street. 

"  You  ain't  a-going  to  IlaU's  Court,  are 
you  ?  "  said  Kit,  overtaking  me. 

"  Of  course  not,"  resi)on(led  I,  indignant- 
h\  "  Such  sights  are  anything  but  pleas- 
urable." 

"  lie  ain't  all  right,  that  'un,"  said 
Gauze-eyes,  as  old  Kit  re-entered  the  office, 
and  I  stepped  back  to  listen. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  muttered  the 
other:  "I'm  a-thinkingit  bedoubtful,  sir. 
He  ha'nt  got  much  clink  with  him,  that's 
a  fact." 

"I  have  half  a  mind  to  send  Chieo  up 
in  the  boat  to-night,  just  to  dodge  him 
a  bit." 

'•  Well,  ye  might  do  it,"  yawned  the 
other;  "but  Chico  is  such  an  almighty 
willain  that  he'll  make  him  out  a  rogue  or 
a  swindler,  at  all  events  '' 

"  Chico  is  smart  that  I  do  confess,"  said 
the  other  with  a  grin. 

'•And  he  do  look  so  uncommon  like  a 
vagabond,  too,  Chico,  I  don't  like  him.'' 

^'  He  can  look  like  anything  he  i)leases, 
Chico  can.  I've  seen  him  pass  for  a  Paw- 
nee, and  no  one  ever  di.sciver  it." 

"He's  a  rank  coward,  for  all  that."  re- 
joined the  skipi)er  ;  "and  he  can  put  no 
disguise  upon  tJutt." 

The  sound  of  feet,  indicative  of  leaving, 
made  me  hasten  from  the  sjiot,  but  in  a 
mood  far  from  comfortable.  With  the  fate 
of  my  iuirenious  predecessor  in  "Hall's 
Court"  before  me,  and  the  small  possibility 
of  escaping  the  shrewd  investigations  of 
"  Chico,"  I  really  knew  not  what  course  to 
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follow.  The  more  I  reiloctcd,  however, 
the  less  choice  wiis  there  tit  my  disposul ; 
the  bold  line,  as  generally  happens,  beino- 
not  a  whit  more  dangerous  than  the  timid 
path,  since,  were  I  to  abandon  my  prize, 
and  not  proceed  to  Houston,  the  inevitable 
Chico  would  only  be  the  more  certain  to 
discover  me. 

My  mind  was  made  np,  and  stepping 
into  a  shop  I  expended  two  of  my  four 
dollars  in  the  purchase  of  a  "revolver" — 
secoiul-hand,  but  an  excellenb  wenpon,  and 
true  as  gold.  A  few  cents  sup]ilied  me  with 
some  balls  and  powder  ;  and,  thus  provided, 
I  took  my  way  towards  the  wharf  where 
tlie  steamer  lay,  already  making  some  in- 
dicative signs  of  readiness. 

I  took  a  steerage  passage ;  and.  not 
knowing  where  or  how  to  dispose  of  myself 
in  the  interval  before  starting,  I  clambered 
into  a  boat  on  deck,  and,  with  my  bundle 
for  a  pillow,  fell  into  a  pleasant  doze.  It 
was  not  so  much  sleep  as  a  semi-waking 
stiite,  that  merely  dulled  and  dimmed  im- 
pressions— a  frame  of  mind  I  have  often 
found  very  favorable  to  tliought.  One  is 
often  enabled  to  examine  a  question  in 
this  wise  ;  as  they  look  at  the  sun  through 
a  smoked  glass,  and  observe  the  glittering 
object  without  being  blinded  by  its 
brilliancy.  I  suppose  the  time  I  passed  in 
this  manner  was  as  near  an  ap])roach  to  low 
spirits  as  I  am  capable  of  feeling;  for,  of 
regular  downright  depresssion,  I  know  as 
little  as  did  Nelson  of  fear. 

I  betliought  me  seriously  of  the  "scrai)e''' 
in  which  I  found  myself,  and  reflected  with 
considerable  misgivings  upon  the  summary 
princii)les  of  justice  in  vogue  around  me;  and 
yet  the  knavery  was  not  of  my  own  seek- 
ing. Like  Falstaff's  honor,  it  was  "thrust 
upon  me."  I  was  innocent  of  all  plot  or 
device.  "Lediable  qui  se  mele  en  tout" 
— never  was  there  a  truer  saying — would 
have  it  that  I  should  exchange  coats  with 
another,  and  that  this  confounded  ticket 
should  be  tlie  compensation  for  worn 
seams  and  absent  buttons. 

I  have  no  doubt,  thought  I,  but  that 
'* Honesty  is  the  best  policy,"  pretty  much 
upon  the  same  principle  that  even  a  dead 
calm  is  better  than  a  hurricane.  But  to 
him  who  desires  **' progress,"  on  Avhose 
heart  the  word  "oxwaud"  is  written,  the 
calm  is  lethargy,  while  the  storm  mayprove 
propitious.  I  then  tried  to  persuade  my- 
self tluit  even  this  adventure  could  not  turn 
out  ill;  not  that  I  could  by  any  ingenuity 
devise  how  it  should  prove  otherwise,  but  I 
knew  that  Fortune  is  as  skilful  as  she  is 
kind,  and  so  I  left  the  whole  charge  to 
}ier. 


Is  it  my  fault,  I  exclaimed,  that  I  am 
not  rich,  and  well  born.,  and  great?  Show 
me  ariy  one  who  would  have  enjoyed  such 
privileges  more.  Is  it  my  fault  tliat.  being 
poor,  ignoble,  and  lowly  in  condition,  I 
have  tastes  and  aspirations  at  war  Avith  my 
situation? — these  ought  rather  to  be  stimu- 
lants to  exertion  than  caprices  of  Fortune. 
I  like  the  theory  better,  too;  and  is  it  not 
hard  to  be  condemned  for  the  devices  I  am 
reduced  to  employ  to  combat  such  natural 
evils?  If  the  prisoner  severs  his  fetters 
with  an  old  nail,  it  is  because  he  does  not 
possess  the  luxury  of  a  file  or  a  "cold 
chisel."  As  for  me,  the  employment  of 
small  and  insignificant  means  is  highly 
distasteful:  instead  of  following  the  lone 
mountain  path  on  foot,  I'd  drive  "life's 
high  road  "  four-in-hand,  if  I  could. 

The  furious  rush  of  the  escape  steam, 
the  quick  coming  and  going  of  feet,  the 
heavy  banging  of  luggage  on  the  deck,  and 
all  the  other  unmistakable  signs  of  ap- 
proaching departure,  aroused  me,  as  I  lay 
patiently  contem[)lating  the  bustle  of  leave- 
taking,  hand-shaking,  and  embracing,  in 
which  I  had  no  share.  A  lantern  at  the 
gangway  lit  uji  each  face  that  passed,  and 
I  strained  my  eyes  to  mark,  one,  the  only 
one,  in  whom  I  was  interested.  As  I  knew 
not  whether  the  ingenious  Chico  were 
young,  old,  slim,  fat,  or  six  foot — whether 
brown  or  fair,  smooth-faced  or  bearded,  my 
observations  were  necessarily  universal,  and 
I  was  compelled  to  let  none  escape  me. 

At  first,  each  passenger  appeared  to  be 
"him,"  and  then,  after  a  few  minutes  I 
gave  up  the  hope  of  detection.  There  were 
fellows  whose  exterior  might  mean  any- 
thing— lai-ge  loose-coated  figui-es,  with 
leather  overalls  and  riding-wliips,  many  of 
them  with  pistols  at  their  girdles,  and  one 
or  two  wearing  swords,  pai'ading  the  deck 
on  every  side.  It  needed  not  the  accom- 
paniment of  horse-gear,  saddles,  hostlers, 
halters,  and  eavessons,  to  show  that  they 
belonged  to  a  fraternity  which,  in  eveiy 
land  of  the  Old  World  or  the  New,  has  a 
prescriptive  claim  to  knavery.  Although 
all  of  them  were  natives  of  the  United 
States,  neither  in  their  dark  brown  com- 
plexions, deep  moustaches  and  whiskers, 
and  strange  gestures,  was  there  any  trace  of 
that  land  which  we  persist  in  deeming  so 
purely  Anglo  Saxon.  The  prairie  and  the 
hunting  ground,  the  life  of  bivouac  and 
the  habits  of  danger,  had  imparted  its  char- 
acter to  their  looks;  and  there  was,  besides, 
that  air  of  swagger  and  braggadocio  so  es- 
sentially the  type  of  your  trafficker  in 
horse-flesh. 

If  my  attention  had  not  been  turned  to 
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another  subject,  I  avourI  willingly  Inivc 
gtudicd  a  little  the  sayings  and  doings  of 
this  peculiar  class,  seeing  that  ic  might  yet 
be  my  lot  to  form  one  of  "  the  brother- 
hood;" but  my  thoughts  were  too  deeply 
interested  in  discovering  "  Chico,"  whose 
presence  in  the  same  slii})  with  me  actually 
weighed  on  my  mind  like  the  terror  of  a 
phantom. 

"  Can  this  be  him?"  was  the  question 
Avhich  arose  to  my  heart  as  figure  after 
figure  passed  me  near  where  I  lay;  but  the 
careless  indolent  look  of  the  passenger  as 
regularly  negatived  the  suspicion.  We 
Avere  now  under  weigh,  steaming  along  in 
still  water  with  all  the  tremendous  power  of 
our  high-pressure  engines,  which  shook  the 
vessel  as  though  they  would  rend  its  strong 
framework  asunder.  The  night  was  beau- 
tifully calm  and  mild,  and  although  with- 
out a  moon,  the  sky  sparkled  wnth  athous- 
and  stars,  many  of  which  were  of  size  and 
brilliancy  to  throw  long  columns  of  light 
across  the  bay. 

The  throb  of  the  great  sea  monster,  as 
slie  cleared  her  way  through  the  water,  was 
the  only  sound  heard  in  the  stillness  ;  for 
although  few  had  ' '  gone  below,"  the  groups 
seated  about  the  deck  either  smoked  in  si- 
lence, or  talked  in  low  indistinct  tones. 

I  lay  gazing  at  the  heavens,  and  wonder- 
ing within  myself  which  of  tliose  glittering 
orbs  above  me  was  gracious  enough  to  pre- 
side over  the  life  and  adventures  of  Con 
Cregan;  ''some  dim,  indistinct,  little  span- 
gle it  must  be,"  thought  I,  —  "some  for- 
gotten planet  of  small  reputation,  I've  no 
doubt  it  is.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  were 
that  little  sly-looking  fellow  that  winks  at 
me  from  the  edge  of  yonder  cloud,  and 
seems  to  say,  '  Lie  still.  Con — keep  close, 
my  lad — there's  danger  near.'  "  As  I  half- 
muttered  this  to  myself,  a  dark  object 
intervened  between  me  and  the  sky,  a 
large  black  disc,  shutting  out  completely 
the  brilliant  fretwork  on  which  I  had  been 
gazing.  As  I  looked  again,  I  saw  it  Avas 
the  huge  broad-brimmed  hat  of  a  Padre 
— one  of  those  felted  coal-scuttles  which 
make  the  most  venerable  faces  grotesque 
and  ridiculous. 

Lying  down  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat, 
I  was  able  to  take  a  deliberate  survey  of 
the  priest's  features,  while  he  could  barely 
detect  the  dark  outline  of  my  figure.  He 
was  thick  and  swarthy,  with  jet-black  eyes, 
and  a  long-pointed  chin.  There  was  some- 
thing Spanish  in  the  face,  and  yet  more  of 
the  Indian;  at  least  the  projecting  check- 
bones  and  the  gaunt  hollow  cheeks  favored 
that  suspicion. 

From  the  length  of  time  he  stood  peering 


at  me,  I  could  ijerceive  that  it  was  not  a 
passing  impulse,  but  that  his  curiosity  was 
considerable.  This  impression  was  scarcely 
conceived  ere  proved;  as,  taking  a  small 
lantern  from  the  binnacle,  he  approached 
the  boat,  and  held  it  over  me.  Ailecting  a 
heavy  slumber,  I  snored  loudly,  and  lay 
pei'fectly  still,  while  he  examined  my  face, 
bending  over  me  as  I  lay,  and  marking  each 
detail  of  my  dress  and  apioearance. 

As  if  turning  in  my  sleep,  I  contrived  to 
alter  my  position  in  such  a  manner  that, 
covering  my  face  with  my  arm,  I  could 
watch  the  Padre. 

''  Came  on  board  alone,  said  you?  "  ask- 
ed he  of  a  little  dirty  urchin  of  a  cabin- 
boy,  at  his  side. 

"  Yes,  father;  about  two  hours  before 
we  left  the  harbor." 

"No  luggage  of  any  kind?" 

''A  bundle,  father;  that  under  his  head, 
and  nothing  more." 

"  Did  he  speak  to  you,  or  ask  any  ques- 
tions?" 

*'Only  at  what  time  we  should  reach 
Houston,  and  if  the  '  White  Hart '  was  near 
the  Quay?" 

"  And  then  he  lay  down  in  the  boat 
here?" 

"  Just  so.     I  saw  no  more  of  him  after." 

*'  That  will  do,"  said  the  Padre,  handing 
the  lantern  to  the  boy. 

That  will  do!  thought  I  also.  Master 
Chico,  if  you  know  me,  I  know  you  as 
well! 

The  game  was  now  begun  between  us — 
at  least,  so  I  felt  it.  I  lay  watciiing  my 
adversary,  who  slowly  paced  backwards  and 
forwards,  stopping  now  and  then  to  peep 
into  the  boat,  and  doubtless  conning  over 
in  his  own  mind  his  plan  of  attack. 

We  were  to  land  some  passengers,  and 
take  in  some  wood  at  a  little  place  called 
Fork  Island,  and  here  I  was  half  deter- 
mined within  myself  that  my  voyage  should 
end.  That  "Chico"  had  discovered  me 
Avas  clear;  the  Padre;  could  be  no  other 
than  him,  and  that  he  would  inevitably 
hunt  me  down  at  Austin  was  no  less  evi- 
dent. Now,  discovery  and  '•'Lynching" 
were  but  links  of  the  same  chain,  and  I  had 
no  fancy  to  figure  as  "No  2"  in  Hall's 
Court! 

The  silence  on  the  deck  soon  showed 
that  most  of  the  passengers  had  gone  below, 
and,  so  far  as  I  could  see  in  the  uncertain 
light,  "  Chico"  with  them.  I  arose,  there- 
fore, from  my  hard  couch  to  take  a  little 
exercise,  which  my  cramped  limbs  stood  in 
need  of.  A  light  drizzling  rain  had  begun 
to  fall,  which  made  the  deck  slippery  and 
uncomfortable,  and  so  I  took  my  stand  at 
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the  door  of  tlie  cook's  galley,  into  which 
two  or  three  of  the  crew  had  sought  refuge. 

As  the  rain  fell  the  fog  thickened,  so 
that,  standing  close  into  shore,  the  skipjier 
slackened  our  speed,  till  at  last  we  barely 
moved  tlirough  the  water.  Not  aware  of 
the  reason,  I  asked  one  of  the  sailors  for 
an  explanation. 

"It's  the  dii'ty  weather,  I  reckon,"  said 
he,  sulky  at  being  questioned. 

''Impatient,  I  sujjpose,  to  get  the  jour- 
ney over,  my  young  friend?"  said  a  low 
silky  voice,  which  at  once  reminded  me  of 
that  I  had  already  heard  when  I  lay  in  the 
boat.  I  turned,  and  it  was  the  Padre,  who, 
with  an  umbrella  over  him,  was  standing 
beside  me. 

'''I'm  not  much  of  a  sailor,  Father,"  re- 
plied I,  saluting  him  respectfully  as  I 
spoke. 

"  More  accustomed  to  the  saddle  than 
the  i)oop-deck?"  said  he,  smiling  blandly. 

I  nodded  assent,  and  he  went  on  with 
some  passing  generalities  about  sea  and 
land  life — mere  skirmishing,  as  I  saw,  to 
invite  conversation. 

Partly  weariness,  partly  a  sense  of  dis- 
comfort at  the  persecution  of  this  man's 
presence,  made  me  sigh  heavily.  I  had  not 
perceived  it  myself,  but  he  remai'ked  it  im- 
mediately, and  said: 

"You  are  depressed  inspirit,  my  son; 
something  is  weighing  on  your  heart!  " 

I  looked  up  at  him,  and,  guided  possibly 
by  my  suspicion  of  his  real  character,  1 
saw,  or  thought  I  saw,  a  twinkling  glitter 
of  his  dark  eye,  as  though  he  was  approach- 
ing the  theme  on  which  he  was  bent. 

''Yes,  Father!"  replied  I,  Avith  a  voice 
of  well-feigned  emotion;  "  my  heart  is  in- 
deed heavy;  but" — hero  I  assumed  a  more 
daring  tone — "  I  must  not  despond  for  all 
that!'" 

I  walked  away  as  I  spoke,  and  retiring, 
sat  down  near  the  wheel,  as  if  to  meditate. 
I  judged  that  the  Padre  would  soon  follow 
me,  nor  was  I  wrong;  I  was  not  many 
minutes  seated  ere  he  stood  at  my  side. 

''I  see,"  said  he,  in  a  mild  voice — "I 
see,  from  the  respect  of  your  manner,  that 
you  are  one  of  our  own  people — a  good  son 
of  the  church.  What  is  your  native 
country?  " 

'•■  Ireland,   Father,"  said  T,  with  a  sigh. 

"A  blessed  land,  indeed!"  said  he,  be- 
nignly; happy  in  its  peaceful  inhabitants 
— simple-minded  and  industi-ious!  " 

I  assented,  like  a  good  patriot,  but  not 
without  misgivings  that  he  might  have 
been  just  as  happy  in  another  selection  of 
our  good  gifts. 

*' I  have  known  many  of  your  country- 


men," resumed  he,  "and  they  all  im- 
pressed me  with  the  same  esteem.  All, 
alike,  frugal,  temjjerate,  and  tranquilly 
disjiosed." 

"'Just  so,  sir;  and  the  cruelty  is,  nobody 
gives  them  credit  for  it!" 

"Ah,  my  son,  there  you  are  in  error. 
I^lie  Old  World  may  be,  and  indeed  I  have 
heard  that  it  is,  ungenerous;  but  its  prej- 
udices cannot  cross  the  ocean.  Here  we 
estimate  men  not  by  our  pi'ejudices  but  by 
their  merits.  Here,  we  recognize  tne 
Irishman  as  Nature  has  made  him — docile, 
coniiding,  and  single-hearted;  slow  to 
anger,  and  ever  ready  to  control  his  pas- 
sions!" 

"That's  exactly  his  portrait,  Father!" 
said  I,  enthusiastically.  ''  Without  a 
double  of  any  kind, — a  creature  that  does 
not  know  a  wile  or  a  stratagem!" 

The  Priest  seemed  so  captivated  by  my 
patriotism  and  my  generous  warmth,  that 
he  sat  down  beside  me,  and  wo  continued 
to  make  Ireland  still  our  theme ;  each 
vying  with  the  other,  who  could  say  most 
in  praise  of  that  country. 

It  was  at  the  close  of  a  somewhat  long 
disquisition  upon  the  comparative  merits 
of  Ireland  and  the  Garden  of  Eden, — in 
wliich,  I  am  bound  to  say,  the  balance  in- 
clined to  the  former,  that  the  Padre,  as  if 
struck  by  a  sudden  thought,  renuirked — 

"You  are  the  very  first  of  your  nation  I 
ever  met  in  a  frame  of  mind  disposed  to 
melancholy!  I  have  just  been  running 
over,  to  myself,  all  the  Irishmen  I  ever 
knew,  and  1  cannot  recall  one  that  had  a 
particle  of  gloom  or  sorrow  about  him." 

'•'Nor  had  I,  Father,"  said  I,  with  emo- 
tion; ''nor  did  I  know  what  sorrow  was, 
till  three  days  back!  I  was  light-hearted 
and  ha]>py — the  world  went  well  with  me, 
and  I  was  content  with  the  world.  I  will 
not  trouble  you  with  my  story;  enough 
when  I  say  that  I  came  abroad  to  indulge 
a  taste  for  adventure  and  enter] )rise,  and 
that  the  New  World  has  not  disappointed 
my  expectations.  If  I  spent  money  a  little 
too  freely,  an  odd  grumble  or  so  from  '  the 
governor'  was  the  darkest  cloud  that 
shaded  my  horizon.  An  only  son,  perhaps 
I  pushed  that  prerogative  somewhat  too 
far;  but  our  estate  is  unencumbered,  and 
my  fathei-'s  habits  are  the  reverse  of  ex- 
ti'avagant, — for  a  man  of  his  class  I  might 
call  them  downright  rustic  in  simplicity. 
Alas!  why  do  I  think  of  these  things?  I 
have  done  with  them  for  ever." 

"  Nay,  nay;  you  must  not  give  way  thus. 
It  is  very  unlikely  that  one  young  as  you 
are  can  liave  any  real  guilt  u])on  his  con- 
science." 


THE  CONFESSIONS   OF  CON  C REG  AN, 


419 


"Not  yet,  F;ither,"  suid  I,  wiLh  a  slmd- 
Her, — "not  yet;  but  wlio  cun  tell  how  it 
may  be  with  mc  to-morrow  or  next  day? — 
what  a  dilfereiit  answer  should  I  have  to 
give  your  question  then!" 

*'  This  is  some  fancy — some  trick  of  a 
warm  and  ill-regulated  imagination,  my 
sou." 

''It  is  the  language  my  heart  pours  from 
my  lips,"  said  I,  grasping  his  hand,  as  if 
with  irrepressible  emotion.  ''I  have  a 
heavy  crime  here — here!"  and  I  struck  my 
breast  violently;  "and  if  it  be  as  yet  unac- 
complished, the  shadow  of  the  guilt  is  on 
me  already." 

"Sit  still,  my  son — sit  still,  and  listen 
to  me,"  said  he,  restraining  me,  as  I  was 
about  to  rise;  "to  whom  can  you  reveal 
these  mysterious  terrors  more  fittingly  than 
to  me  ?  Be  candid — tell  me  what  weighs 
upon  your  heart.  It  may  be  that  a  mere 
word  of  mine  can  give  you  courage  and 
calm." 

"That  cannot  be,"  said  I,  firmly;  "you 
speak  in  kindness,  but  you  know  not  what 
you  promise.  I  am  under  a  vow,  Father — 
I  am  under  a  vow." 

"  Well,  my  son,  there  are  many  vows 
meritoi'ious.  There  are  vows  of  penitence, 
and  of  chastity,  and  of  abstinence '' 

''Mine  is  none  of  these,"  said  I,  with  a 
low  guttural  utterance,  as  if  I  was  biting 
each  word  I  spoke. 

"  Vows  of  chastisement " 

"  Xot  that — not  that  either!"  cried  I; 
then,  dropping  my  voice  to  a  low  whi^sper, 
I  said,  "  I  have  sworn  a  solemn  oath  to 
comniit  a  murder!  I  know  the  full  guilt  of 
what  is  before  me — I  see  all  the  conse- 
quences, both  here  and  hereafter;  but  my 
word  is  pledged — I  have  taken  the  oath 
with  every  ceremony  that  can  give  it  so- 
lemnity, and, — 111  go  through  with  it!" 

"There  is  a  mystery  in  all  this,"  said 
the  Padi'e;  "you  must  recount  the  cir- 
cumstances of  this  singular  pledge,  ere  I 
can  give  you  either  comfort  or  counsel." 

"I  look  for  neither— I  hope  for  neither!" 
said  I,  wringing  my  hands;  "but  you  shall 
hear  my  story — you  are  the  last  to  whom  I 
can  ever  reveal  it!  I  arrived  at  New  Or- 
leans about  a  fortnight  ago,  on  a  yacht 
cruise  with  a  friend  of  mine,  of  whose 
name,  at  least,  you  may  have  heard — Sir 
Dudley  iiroughton." 

"  The  owner  of  a  handsome  schooner, 
the  Firefly,'"  said  the  Padre,  with  an  ani- 
mation on  the  subject  not  quite  in  keeping 
with  his  costume. 

"The  same — you  are,  then,  acquainted 
with  him?" 

"  Oh  no;  I  was  accidentally  standing  on 
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the    wharf    wlicu    his   yacht  came  up  the 
]-iver  at  New  Orleans." 

"  You  didn't  i-emark  a  young  man  on 
the  poop,  in  a  foraging  cap,  with  a  gtjld 
band  round  it?  '" 

"  I  cannot  say  I  did." 

"He  cai-ried  a  key-bugle  in  his  hand." 

"  I  did  not  perceive  him." 

"That  was  me;  how  different  was  I 
then!  Well,  Avell — I'll  hasten  on.  We  ar- 
rived at  New  Orleans,  not  quite  determined 
whither  next  we  shouhl  bend  our  ste])s; 
and  hearing  by  mere  accident  of  this  Texan 
expedition,  we  took  it  into  our  heads  wg 
would  join  it.  On  inquiring  about  the 
matter,  we  found  that  a  lottery  was  in  pro- 
gress, the  prizes  of  which  were  various  por- 
tions of  equipment,  horses,  mules,  baggage, 
negroes,  and  so  on.  For  this— *-just  out  of 
caprice — we  took  several  tickets;  but  as, 
from  one  cause  or  other,  the  drawing  was 
delayed,  we  lingered  on,  going  each  day  to 
the  office,  and  there,  making  acquaintance 
with  a  number  of  fellows  interested  in  the 
expedition,  but  whoso  manner  and  style,  I 
need  scarcely  say,  "were  not  good  recom- 
mendations to  intimacy.  Broughton,  how- 
ever, always  liked  that  kind  of  thing;  low 
company,  with  him,  had  always  the  chaim 
of  an  amusement  that  he  could  resign  when- 
ever he  fancied.  Now,  as  he  grew  more 
intimate  with  these  fellows,  he  obtained 
admission  into  a  kind  of  club  they  held 
in  an  obscure  part  of  the  town,  and  thither 
we  generally  repaired  every  evening,  Avhen 
too  late  for  any  more  correct  society.  They 
were  all,  or  at  least  they  affected  to  be,  in- 
terested in  Texan  expeditions;  and  the 
conversation  never  took  any  other  turn 
than  what  concerned  these  objects;  and  if, 
at  first,  our  Old  World  notions  were  shock- 
ed at  their  indifference  to  life — the  reck- 
less disregard  of  honor  and  good  faith  they 
evinced,  we  came,  by  degrees,  to  feel  that 
the  moral  code  of  ihe  Prairies  permitted 
many  things  which  were  never  sanctioned 
in  more  cultivated  latitudes. 

"  Broughton  entered  into  all  this  with 
a  most  extraordinary  interest.  Nothing 
seemed  too  wild,  too  abandoned,  and  too 
outrageous,  for  his  notions,  and,  I  shame 
to  say  it,  ho  soon  made  me  a  convert  to  his 
opinions.  His  constant  speech  wns,  'Be 
as  virtuous  as  you  please,  my  dear  fellow, 
among  ladies  and  gentlemen;  but  pray, 
fight  Ohoctaws,  Pawnees,  and  half-breeds 
with  their  own  weapons,  which  are  either  a 
trick  or  a  tomahawk.  I  never  liked  the 
theory;  but  partly  from  daily  iteration, 
jiartly  from  a  yielding  pliancy  of  disposi- 
tion, and  in  great  measure  from  being 
shamed  into  it,  1  gave  way,  and  joined  him 
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ill  ;ill  tlio  plodg'cs  lie  2,";ive,  to  ^o  tlirougli 
with  unytliiiii!:  Ilie  c.\'})editi()ii  exacted.  I 
must  be  bricl* — tliut  light,  yonder  is  on  Foi'k 
Ishind,  where  we  stoj)  to  take  in  wood,  and 
ere  we  reach  it,  I  must  make  up  my  mind 
to  one  course  oi-  other. 

*•'  As  the  time  for  the  starting  of  the  e.\- 
poditiou  drew  nigii,  the  various  plans  and 
schemes  became  the  theme  of  nightly  dis- 
cussion; and  we  heard  of  nothing  but 
guides  and  trails,  where  grass  was  to  be 
found  for  the  cattle,  and  where  water  could 
be  had,  with  significant  hints  about  certain 
places  and  people  who  were  known,  or  be- 
lieved to  bo  inimical  to  these  excursions. 
Thus  on  the  map  were  marked  certain  vil- 
lages which  might  bo  put  under  contribu- 
tion, and  certain  log-houses  which  should 
be  made .  tD  pay  a  heavy  impost;  here,  it 
was  a  convent  to  be  mulcted,  and  there,  a 
store  or  mill  to  be  bui'iiedl  In  fact,  the 
expedition  seemed  to  have  as  many  ven- 
geances to  fulfill  as  hopes  of  gain  to  gratify; 
foi-  each  had  a  friend  who  was  maltreated, 
or  robbed,  or  murdered,  and  whose  fate  or 
fortunes  required  an  cxjuation — but  I 
weary  you.  Padre,  Avith  all  this?" 

"Not  at  all,  my  son;  I  recognize  per- 
fectly the  accuracy  of  your  account.  I 
have  heard  a  good  deal  about  these  people." 

"There  was  one  individual,  however,  so 
universally  detested,  that  you  would  sup- 
pose he  must  have  been  a  kind  of  devil  in- 
carnate to  have  incurred  such  general  hate. 
Every  one  had  a  grudge  against  him,  and, 
in  fact,  there  was  a  kind  of  struggle  who 
should  be  allotted  to  wreak  on  him  the 
common  vengeance  of  the  company.  It 
was  at  last  decided  that  his  fate  should  be 
lotteried,  and  that  Avhoever  won  the  first 
prize — this  mare  of  which  you  may  have 
heard — should  also  win  the  right  to  finish 
this  wretched  man.  I  gained  this  infamous 
distinction;  and  here  am  I,  on  my  way  to 
claim  my  prize  and  commit  a  murder!  Ay, 
I  may  as  well  employ  the  true  word — it  is 
nothing  less  than  a  murder!  I  have  not 
even  the  poor  excuse  of  revenge,  I  cannot 
pretend  that  he  ever  injured  me;  nay,  I 
have  not  even  seen  him;  I  never  lioard  of 
his  name  till  two  days  ago;  nor,  even  now, 
could  I  succeed  in  finding  him  out  if  I 
were  not  provided  with  certain  clues  at 
Houston,  and  certain  guides  by  whose  aid 
I  am  to  track  him.  Aly  oath  is  pledged:  I 
swore  it  solemnly,  that,  if  the  lot  fell  upon 
me,  I'd  do  the  deed,  and  doit  I  will;  yet,  I 
am  equally  I'esolved  never  to  survive  it." — 
Here  I  produced  my  revolver. — "If  this 
barrel  be  for  the  unlucky  Chico,  this  other 
is  for  myself!  " 

"What  name  did    you  say?"  cried  he 


with  a  faltering  voice,  while  his  hand,  as 
he  laid  it  on  my  arm,  shook  like  ague. 

"Chico,  the  wretch  is  called,"  I  said, 
fixing  a  cap  on  my  pistol. 

"And  why  call  him  a  wretch,  my  son? 
Has  he  ever  injured  you?  How  do  you 
know  that  be  is  not  some  i)oor  kindly- 
hearted  creature,  the  father  of  five  chil- 
dren, one  of  them  a  baby,  perhaps?  How 
can  you  tell  the  difficulties  by  which  he 
gains  his  living,  and  the  hazard  to  Avhich 
he  exposes  his  life  in  doing  so?  And  is  it 
to  injure  such  a  man  you  will  go  down  to 
your  own  grave  an  assassin?" 

"  I'll  do  it,"  said  I  doggedly—'-  I'll  keep 
my  oath," 

"  Such  an  oath  never  bound  any  man — 
it  is  a  snare  of  Satan," 

''So  it  may — I'll  keep  it,"  said  I;  beat- 
ing the  deck  with  my  foot,  with  the  dogged 
determination  of  one  not  to  be  turned  from 
his  purpose. 

"  Kill  in  cold  blood  a  man  you  never 
saw  before  ?  " 

"'Just  so:  I  am  not  going  to  think  of 
hhn,  when  I  set  so  littles  tore  by  myself;  I 
only  wish  the  fellow  were  liere  now, — 
I'd  show  you  Avhether  I'd  falter  or  not." 

"Poor  Chico — I  could  weep  for  him!" 
said  he  blubbering.^ 

Keep  your  pity  for  ??ic,"  said  I;  '•'/;  that 
am  bound  by  this  terrible  oath,  and  must 
either  stamp  myself  a  coward  or  a  mur- 
derer. As  for  Chico,  I  believe  a  more 
worthless  Avretch  never  existed — a  poor 
mea;i-spirited  creature,  whose  trade  is  to 
be  a  spy,  and  by  Avhose  curbed  machina- 
tions many  a  fine  fellow  has  been  ruined." 

"  You  are  all  Avrong,  sir,"  said  the  Padre, 
warmly.  "I  know  the  man  myself ;  he  is 
an  amiable,  kind-hearted  being,  that  never 
harmed  any  one.' 

"He's  the  fellow  to  die,  then!"  said  I 
roughly. 

"He  has  a  small  family,  unprovided 
for." 

"They  have  the  inheritance  of  his  vir- 
tues," said  I,  scoifingly. 

"Can  you  have  the  heart  for  such 
cruelty?"  cried  he,  almost  sobbing. 

"  Come  with  me  when  1  land  at  Hous- 
ton, and  see — that's  all!"  said  I.  "A  few 
minutes  back  I  was  hesitating  whether  I 
Avould  not  land  at  this  island,  and  abandon 
my  purpose.  The  weakness  is  now  over  ;  I 
feel  a  kind  of  fiendish  spirit  growing  up 
Avithin  me  already  ;  I  cannot  think  of  the 
fellow  Avithout  a  sense  of  loathing  and 
hatred!" 

"Lie  down,  my  son,  and  compose  your- 
self for  an  hour  or  two;  sleep  and  rest  Avill 
calm   your   agitated    brain,   and    you    Avill 
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then  listen  to  my  counsels  with  profit: 
vour  present  excileinenC  overnuisiers  your 
)-e;ison,  and  mv  words  would  be  of  no  ef- 
fect." 

"I  know  it — I  feel  it  here,  across  my 
temples— that  it  is  a  kind  of  paroxysm  ; 
but  I  never  close  my  eyes  that  1  do  not 
fancy  I  see  the  fellow,  now  in  one  shaije, 
now  in  another,  for  he  can  assume  a  thou- 
sand disijfuises  ;  while  in  my  ears  his  ac- 
cursed name  is  always  ringing." 

"I  pity  you  from  my  lioarti"  said  the 
other;  and  certainly  a  sadder  expression  I 
never  saw  in  any  human  face  before. 
•'  But  go  down  below — go  down,  I  beseech 
you." 

"  I  have  only  taken  a  deck-passage,"  said 
I,  doggedly; — ''I  determined  that  I  would 
sec  no  one — speak  to  no  one." 

*'  Nor  need  you,  my  son,"  said  he,  coax- 
ingly.  "They  are  all  sound  asleep  in  the 
after-cabin — take  my  berth — I  do  not  want 
it — I  am  always  better  upon  deck." 

"If  you  will  have  it  so,"  said  I,  yield- 
ing; "  but,  for  your  life,  not  a  word  of 
what  I  have  said  to  you!  Do  not  deceive 
yourself  by  any  false  idea  of  humanity. 
"Wore  you  to  shoot  me  where  I  stand,  you 
could  not  save  him — Ms  doom  is  spoken. 
If /fail,  there  is  Broughton,  and  after  him, 
a  score  of  others,   sworn  to  do  the  work." 

"  Lie  down  and  calm  yourself,"  said  he, 
leading  me  to  the  companion-ladder;  "we 
must  speak  of  this  to-morrow." 

I  squeezed  his  hand,  and  slowly  de- 
scended to  the  cabin.  At  first  the  thought 
occurred  to  me  that  he  might  give  the 
alarm  and  have  me  seized;  but  then  this 
would  expose  him  so  pali)ably  to  my  recog- 
nition, should  I  chance  to  escape,  it  was 
unlikely  he  would  do  so:  the  stillness  on 
deck  showed  me  I  was  correct  in  this  lat- 
ter estimate,  and  so  I  turned  into  his  com- 
fortal)le  berth;  and  while  I  drew  the  coun- 
terpane over  me,  thought  I  had  made  a 
capital  exchange  for  the  hard  ribs  of  the 
*'  long-boat."  ■ 

If  my  stratagem  had  succeeded  in  im- 
])ressing  my  friend  Chico  with  a  n)ost  lively 
fear,  it  did  not  leave  my  own  mind  at  per- 
fect ti'anquility.  I  knew  that  he  must  be 
a  fellow  of  infinite  resources,  and  that  the 
game  between  u-s,  in  all  likelihood,  had  but 
commenced.  In  circumstances  of  difficulty, 
I  have  constantly  madea  i)ractice  of  chang- 
ing places  with  my  antagonist,  fancying 
myself  in  liis  position,  and  asking  myself 
how  I  should  act?  This  taking  the  "ad- 
versary's hand"  is  admirable  practice  in 
the  game  of  life;  it  suggests  an  immense 
range  of  combinations,  and  improves  one's 
play  prodigiously. 


I  now  began  to  myself  a  little  cxerciao 
after  this  fashion  —  but  what  between  pre- 
vious fatigue,  the  warmth  of  the  cabin,  and 
the  luxury  of  a  real  bed,  Chico  and  I 
changed  places  so  often,  in  my  brain,  that 
confusion  ensued;  then  came  weaiiness, 
and,  at  last,  sound  sleej)!  so  sound,  that  I 
was  only  awoke  by  the  steward,  as  he 
popped  his  greasy  head  into  the  berth,  and 
said,  "'  I  say,  master,  here  we  are,  standing 
close  in — hadn't  you  bttter  get  up?" 

I  did  as  he  advised;  and,  as  I  rubbed  the 
sleep  from  my  eyes,  said,  "Where's  the 
Padre,  steward? — what's  become  of  him?" 

"He  was  took  ill  last  night,  and  stopped 
at  Fork  Island — he'll  go  back  with  us  to- 
morrow to  Galveston." 

"You  know  him,  I  sui)pose?"  said  I, 
looking  at  the  fellow  with  a  shrewd  intel- 
ligence that  he  knew  how  to  construe. 

"Well,"  cried  he,  scratching  his  head, 
"well,  mayhap  I  do  guess  a  bit  who  he 
is." 

"'  So  do  I,  steward  ;  and  when  we  meet 
again  he'll  know  7;?p,"said  I,  with  a  look  of 
such  ini))osing  sternness  that  I  saw  the  fel- 
low was  recording  it.  "  You  may  tell  him 
so,  steward.  1*11  wait  for  him  here  till  I 
catch  him  ;  and  if  he  escape  both  m.yself 
and  my  friend  Broughton — Broughton, 
don't  forget  the  name — he  is  deeper  than  I 
give  him  credit  for." 

As  I  was  about  to  leave  the  cabin,  I 
caught  sight  of  the  corner  of  a  red  hand- 
kerchief peei)ing  out  beneath  the  ])illow  of 
the  berth.  I  drew  it  forth,  and  found  it 
was  Chico's  traveling  kit,  which  he  pre- 
ferred abandoning  to  the  risk  of  again 
meeting  me.  It  contained  a  sn)all  black 
skull-cap,  such  as  priests  wear,  a  Komish 
missal,  a  string  of  beads,  with  a  few  com- 
mon articles  of  dress,  and  eight  dollars  in 
silver. 

"The  spoils  of  victory,"  quoth  I,  cm- 
bodying  the  whole  in  my  own  bundle — 
"  the  enemy's  baggage  and  the  military 
chest  captured." 

'•  AVhich  is  the  White  Hart?"  said  I,  as 
I  came  on  deck  ;  now  crowded  witli  shore 
folk,  porters,  and  waiters. 

"This  way,  sir, — follow  me,"  said  a 
smart  fellow  in  a  waiter's  dress;  and  I 
handed  him  my  bundle  and  stepped  on 
shore. 


CIIArTER  XX. 

THE     LOG-nUT     AT     BRAZOS. 

I  WAS  all  impatience  to  see  my  prize  ;  and 
scarcely  had  I  entered  the  inn  than  I  passed 
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out  into  the  stiiblc-yard,  now  crowded  witli 
niiiny  of  those  c(iuerftri:m-lot)king  ligures  1 
luid  seen  on  boiird  the  steamer. 

"Butcher's  mare  here  still,  Georgie?" 
said  a  huge  fellow,  with  high  boots  of  red- 
brown  leather,  and  a  sheep-skin  ca])ote, 
belted  round  him  Avith  a  red  sash. 

"  Yes,  Master  Seth,  there  she  stands. 
You'll  be  getting  a  bargain  of  her,  one  of 
these  days." 

'•'  If  1  had  her  up  at  Austin  next  week  for 
the  fair,s]ie'd  bring  a  few  hundred  dollars." 

"  You'd  never  think  of  selling  a  boast 
like  that  Austin.  Seth  ?"  said  a  bystander. 

"  Why  not  ?  Do  you  fancy  I'll  bring  her 
into  the  States,  and  see  her  claimed  in  eveiy 
town  of  the  Union?  AVhy,  man,  she's  been 
stolen  once  a  month,  that  mare  has,  since 
she  was  a  two-year  old.  I  knew  an  old  gen- 
eral up  in  the  Maine  frontier  had  her  last 
year;  and  he  rid  her  away  from  a  '  stump 
meeting '  in  Vermont,  in  change  of  his  own 
mule — blind — and  never  knowed  the  differ 
till  he  Avas  nigh  home.  I  sold  her  twice, 
myself,  in  one  week.  Scott,  of  Muckle- 
burg,  stained  her  off  fore-leg  white — and 
sold  her  back,  as  a  new  one,  to  the  fellow 
who  returned  her  for  lameness;  and  she  can- 
pretend  lameness — she  can." 

A  roar  of  very  nnbelieving  laughter  fol- 
lowed this  sally;  but  Seth  resumed — 

"  Well,  I'll  lay  fifty  dollars  with  any  gen- 
tlemen here,  that  slie  comes  out  of  the 
stable  dead  lame,  or  all  sound,  just  as  I  bid 
her." 

Nobody  seemed  to  fancy  this  wager ;  and 
Seth,  satisfied  with  having  established  his 
veracity,  went  on — 

"  You've  but  to  touch  the  coronet  of  the 
off -foot  with  the  point  of  your  bowie — a 
mere  touch,  not  draw  blood — and  see  if 
she  won't  come  out.  limping  on  the  toe,  all 
as  one  as  a  dead  breakdown  in  the  coffin 
joint ;  rub  her  a  bit  then  with  your  hand 
— she's  all  I'ight  again  !  It  was  Wrecksley- 
of  Ohio  taught  her  the  trick  ;  he  used  to 
lame  her  that  way,  and  buy  her  in,  wher- 
ever he  found  her.'' 

"Who's  Avon  her  tlii.s  time?"  cried 
another. 

"I  have,  gentlemen,"  said  I,  slapping 
my  boot  Avith  my  cane,  and  affecting  a 
very  knoAving  air  as  I  spoke.  The  com- 
pany turned  round  and  surveyed  nie,  some 
seconds,  in  deep  silence. 

"You  an't  a  goin'  to  ride  her,  young 
'un  ?"  said  one,  half  contemptuously. 

"  Xo,  he,  an't !  the  gent's  Avillin'  to  sell 
her,"  chimed  in  another. 

"He's  goin'  to  ax  me  th.ree  hundred 
dollars,"'  said  a  third,  "an  an't  I  a-goin'  to 
£2i'  him  no  more  than  two  hundred. 


"  You  are  all  wrong  every  man  of  you," 
said  Seth.  •'  He's  bringing  her  to  England, 
a  present  for  the  Queen,  for  her  oavu 
rid  in'." 

"And  I  beg  to  say,  gentlemen,  that 
none  of  you  have  hit  upon  the  right  track 
yet ;  nor  do  I  think  it  necessary  to  correct 
you  more  fully.  But  as  you  appear  to 
take  an  interest  in  my  concerns,  I  may 
mention  that  I  shall  Avant  a  hack  for  my 
servant's  riding — a  short-legged  square- 
jointed  thing,  clever  to  go,  and  a  good 
feeder,  not  much  above  fourteen  hands  in 
height,  or  four  hundred  dollars  in  price. 
If  you  chance  upon  this " 

'■  I  know  your  mark." 

"My  roan,  Avith  the  Avall-eye.  You 
don't  mind  a  Avall-eye  ?  " 

''  No,  no !  my  black  pony  mare's  the 
thing  the  gent's  a  lookin'  for." 

'•' I  say  it's  nothing  like  it,"  broke  in 
Seth.  ^'  He's  a  wantin'  a  half-bred 
]nustang,  with  a  down-east  cross — a  critter 
to  go  through  fire  and  water — liftin'  the 
fore-legs  like  a  high-]nessnre  piston,  and 
with  a  jerk  of  the  'stifie,'  like  the  recoil  of 
a  brass  eight-2:>ounder.  An't  I  near  the 
mark  ?  " 

"Not  very  Avide  of  it,"  said  I,  nodding 
encouragingly. 

"  She's  at  Austin  noAv.  Yon  an't  a-goin' 
there  ? " 

"Yes,"  said  I  ;  '^I  shall  bo  in  Austin 
next  Aveek." 

"Well,  never  you  make  a  deal,  till  you 
see  my  black  pony,"  cried  one. 

^'Nor  the  roan  cob,"  shouted  another. 

"  He'd  better  see  'em  'fore  he  sees  Split- 
the-Avind,  then,  for  he'd  not  look  at  'em 
arter,"  said  Seth.  "  You've  only  to  ask 
for  Seth  Chiscller,  and  they'll  look  me  np." 

"You  an't  a-goin'  to  let  us  see  Butcher's 
mare  afore  Ave  go  ?  "  said  one  to  the  ostler. 

"I  an't,  because  I  haven't  got  the  kcA'. 
She's  a  double-locked,  and  the  cap'n  never 
gives  it  to  no  one,  but  comes  a  feedin' 
time  himself,  to  give  her  corn." 

After  a  few  muttered  remarks  on  this 
caution,  the  horse-dealers  sanntered  out  of 
the  yard,  leaving  me  musing  over  what  I 
had  heard,  and  Avondering  if  this  excessive 
care  of  the  landlord  boded  any  suspicion 
regarding  the  Avinner  of  the  prize. 

'' Jist  draAv  that  bolt  across  the  gate, 
there,  Avill  ye,"  said  the  ostler,  Avhile  he 
[)roduced  a  huge  key  from  his  pocket.  "I 
know  'em  Avell,  them  gents,  A  man  must 
have  fourteen  eyes  in  his  head,  and  have 
'em  back  and  front  too,  that  shoAvs  'em 
a  horse  beast  !  Darn  me  coarse  !  if  they 
can't  gi'  'un  a  blood  S})avin  in  a  squirt  of 
tobacco!     Lot's    see   your    ticket,    young 
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master,  and  Pll  show  you  Cliareoal— that's 
her  name." 

*•  Here  it  is,"  said  I,  ".signed  hy  the 
a^ont  at  Galveston,  all  right  and  regular." 

*• 'i'ho  cap'u  must  see  to  that.  I  only 
Av;mt  to  know  that  ye  have  the  number. 
Yes,  that's  it :  now  stand  a  hit  on  one 
side.     Ye'll  see  her,  when  she  comes  out." 

lie  entered  the  stal)lc  as  he  s})ok-e.  and 
Bcon  reappeared,  leading  a  tall  mare,  fully 
sixteen  hands  high,  and  black  as  jet;  a 
single  white  stiw  on  her  forehead,  and  a 
dash  of  white  across  the  tail,  being  the 
only  marks  on  her.  She  was  bursting 
with  condition  and  both  in  symmetry  and 
action  a  splendid  creature. 

"  An't  she  a  streak  of  lightnin',  and  no 
mistake  ?"  said  he,  gazing  on  her  with 
rapture.  "  An't  she  glibljcr  to  move  nor 
a  wag  of  a  comet's  tail,  when  he's  taking  a 
lark  round  the  moon  ?  There's  hocks  ! 
there's  pasterns !  Show  me  a  gal  with 
ankles  like  'em,  and  look  at  her,  here  ! 
An't  she  a-made  for  sittin'  on?" 

I  entered  into  all  his  raptures.  She  was 
faultless  in  every  point — save  perhaps, 
that  in  looking  at  you  she  would  throw 
her  eye  backwards,  and  show  a  little- bit 
too  much  of  the  white.  I  remarked  this 
to  the  ostler. 

"The  only  fault  she  has,"  said  he,  shak- 
ing his  head;  "she  mistrusts  a  body  al- 
ways, and  so,  she's  eternally  a  lookin'  back, 
and  a  gatherin'  up  her  quarters,  and  a 
holdin'  of  her  tail  tight  in;  but  for  that, 
she's  a  downright  reg'lar  beauty,  and  for 
stride  and  bottom,  there  ain't  herecpial  no- 
where." 

"  Her  late  master  Avas  unlucky,  I've 
heard,"  said  I,  insinuatingly. 

"  He  was  so  far  unlucky  that  ho  couldn't 
sit  his  beast  over  a  torrent  and  a  down  leap. 
He  would  hold  her  in,  and  she  won't  boar 
it  at  a  spring,  and  so  she  flung  him  before 
she  took  the  leap,  and  when  she  lit,  t'other 
side,  with  her  head  high  and  her  hind  legs 
under  her,  he  was  a  sittin'  with  his'n  under 
his  arm,  and  his  neck  bruck — that  was  the 
Avay  o'  it.  See  now,  master,  if  ever  ye  do 
want  a  great  streak  out  of  her,  leave  the 
head  free  a  bit,  press  her  wi'  your  calves, 
and  give  a  right  down  regular  hallo — ha! 
like  a  ^lexican  chap — tiien,  she'll  do  it!" 

Tlic  ostler  found  mo  a  willing  listener, 
either  when  dwelling  on  the  animal's  per- 
fections, or  suggesting  hints  for  her  future 
management;  and  when  at  last  both  these 
themes  were  tolerably  exhausted,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  sh.ow  me  the  horse-gear  of  sad- 
dle, and  bridle,  and  halter,  and  holsters,  all 
handsomely  finished  in  Mexican  taste,  and 
studded  with  brass  nails  in  various  gay  de- 


vices. At  last,  he  produced  the  rifle,  a  regu- 
lar Kentucky  one,  of  Colt's  making:  and 
what  he  considered  a  stili  greater  prize,  a 
bell-mouthed  thing,  half  horse-pistol,  half 
blunderbuss,  which  he  called  "a  almighty 
fine  '  Harper's  Ferry  tool,'  that  would  throw 
thirty  Imllets  through  an  oak  panel  two 
inches  thick." 

It  was  evident  that  he  looked  u)»on  the 
whole  equiinniiit  as  worthy  of  themostcx- 
alted  possession,  and  he  gazed  on  me  as 
one  whoso  lot  was  indeed  to  be  envied. 

'*Seth  and  the  others  leave  this  to-mor- 
roAV  a'ternoon,"  said  he,  **butif  ye  be  a- 
goin'  to  Austin,  where  the  SSpedeshin' 
])nts  up,  take  my  advice,  and  get  away  be- 
fore 'em.  You've  a  fine  road — no  trouble 
to  find  the  way;  your  beast  wiil  carry  you 
forty,  fifty,  if  you  want  it,  sixty  miles  be- 
tween sunrise  and 'down;'  and  you'll  be 
snug  over  the  journey  before  they  reach 
Kilian's  Mill,  the  half-way.  An'  if  ye  want 
to  know  why  I  say  so,  it's  just  because  that's 
too  good  a  beast  to  tempt  a  tramper  wi', 
and  them's  all  trampers!" 

I  gave  the  ostler  a  dollar  for  all  his  infor- 
mation and  civility,  and  re-entered  the  inn 
to  have  my  supper.  The  cap'n  had  already 
returned  home,  and  after  verifying  my  tick- 
et, took  my  receipt  for  the  mare,  which  I 
gave  in  all  form,  writing  my  name  "Con 
Cregan,"  as  though  it  were  to  a  cheque  for 
a  thousand  pounds. 

I  supped  comfortably,  and  then  walked 
out  to  the  stable  to  see  Charcoal.  "Get 
her  corn:  you'll  see  if  she  don't  eat  it  in 
less  than  'winkin',  said  the  ostler;  '"and  if 
she  wor  my  beast  she'd  never  taste  iinother 
feed  till  she  had  her  nose  in  the  manger  at 
Croft's  Gullev." 

"And  whore  is  Croft's  Gulley?" 

"  It's  in  the  bottoms  after  you  pass  the 
larch  wood:  the  road  di])s  a  bit,  and  is 
heavy  there,  and  it's  a  good  b.atin'  i>Iace, 
just  eighteen  miles  from  here." 

"  On  the  road  to  Austin?" 

He  nodded.  "Ye  see,"  he  said,  "the 
moon's  a  risin';  there's  no  one  out  this 
time.     Y^e  know  what  I  said  afore." 

"I'll  take  the  advice,  then.  Get  the 
traps  ready;  I'll  pack  the  saddle-bags  and 
set  out." 

If  any  one  had  Jisked  mo,  "  why  T  was  in 
such  haste  to  reach  Austin?"  my  answer 
would  have  been  to  join  the  expedition  : 
and  if  interrogated,  "with  what  oljject 
then?"  I  should  have  been  utterly  dumb- 
foundered.  Little  as  I  knew  of  its  inten- 
tions,theymustall  have  been  abovethcrange 
of  my  aliility  and  means  to  participate  in. 
True,  I  had' a  horse  and  a  rifle;  l)ut  there 
was  the  end  of  my  worldly  possessions,  not 
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to  say  that  my  title,  even  to  these,  admit- 
ted of  litigation.  A  kind  of  vague  notion 
possessed  me,  that  once  up  with  the  expe- 
dition, I  should  find  my  jolace  *' somewhere  " 
— a  very  Irish  idea  of  a  responsible  situa- 
tion. 1  trusted  to  the  *•  making  myself 
generally  useful "  category  for  employment, 
and,  to  a  ready-witted ness  never  cramped 
nor  restrained  by  the  petty  prejudices  of  a 
conscience. 

Tlie  love  of  enterprise  and  adventure  is 
conspicuous  among  tlie  springs  of  action  in 
Irish  life,  occasionally  developing  a  Welles- 
ley  or  a  Captain  Rock.  Peninsular  glories 
and  predial  outrage  have  just  the  same  one 
origin — a  love  of  distinction,  and  a  craving 
desire  for  the  enjoyment  of  that  most  fas- 
cinating of  all  excitements — whatever  perils 
life. 

Without  this  element,  pleasure  soon  palls; 
without  the  cracked  skulls  and  fractured 
"femurs,"  fox-hunting  would  be  mere  gal- 
loping— a  review  might  vie  with  a  battle, 
if  they  fire  blank  cartridge  in  both !  Who'd 
climb  the  Peter  Bot,  or  cross  the  "petit 
mulcts  '"'  of  Mont  Blanc,  if  it  Avere  not  that 
a  false  stop  or  a  totter  iwould  send  him 
down  a  thousand  fathoms  into  the  gorge 
below.  This  playing  hide  and  seek  with 
Death  seems  to  have  a  great  charm,  and  is 
very  possibly  the  attraction  some  folks  feel 
in  playing  invalid,  and  passing  their  lives 
amid  black  draughts  and  blue  lotions! 

I  shrev/dly  suspect  this  luxury  of  tempt- 
ing peril  distinguishes  man  from  the  whole 
of  the  other  animal  creation;  and  if  we 
were  to  examine  it  a  little,  we  should  see 
that  it  opens  the  Avay  to  many  of  his  high- 
est aspirings  and  most  noble  enterprises. 
Now,  let  not  the  gentle  reader  ask,  "Does 
Mr.  Cregan  include  horse-stealing  in  the 
list  of  these  heroic  darings?  "  Believe  me, 
he  does  not;  he  rather  regarded  the  act  of 
appropriation  in  the  ])resent  case  in  the 
light  some  noble  lords  did  when  voting 
away  church  property — '^  a  hard  necessity, 
but  preferable  to  being  mulct  oneself!" 
With  many  a  thought  like  this,  I  rode  out 
into  the  now  silent  town,  and  took  my  way 
towards  Austin. 

It  is  a  strange  thing  to  find  oneself,  in  a 
foreignland,  thousands  of  miles  from  home, 
alone,  and  at  night!  the  sense  of  isolation 
is  almost  overwhelming.  So  long  as  day- 
light lasts,  the  stir  of  the  busy  Avorld,  and 
the  business  of  life,  ward  off  these 
thoughts — the  novelty  of  the  scene  even 
combats  them;  but  when  night  has  closed 
in,  and  we  see  above  us  the  stars  that  we 
have  known  in  other  lands,  the  self-same 
moon  by  whose  light  we  wandered  years 
ago,  and  then  look  around  and  mark  the 


features  of  a  new  world,  with  objects  which 
tell  of  another  hemisphere;  and  tlien  think 
that  we  are  there,  alone,  without  tie  or 
link  to  all  around  us,  the  sensation  is  thril- 
ling in  its  intensity. 

Every  one  of  us — the  least  imaginative 
even — will  associate  the  strangeness  of  a 
foreign  scene  with  something  of  that  ad- 
venture of  wliich  he  has  read  in  his  child- 
hood; and  we  people  vacancy,  as  we  go, 
with  images  to  suit  the  spot  in  our  own 
country.  The  little  pathway  along  the 
river  side  suggests  tlie  lovers'  walk  at  sun- 
set, as  surely  as  the  dark  grove  speaks  of 
a  woodman's  hut,  or  a  gipsy  camp.  But 
abroad,  the  scene  evokes  different  dwellers; 
the  Sierra  suggests  the  brigand;  the  thick 
jungle  the  jaguar  or  the  rattlesnake;  the 
heavy  plash  in  the  muddy  river  is  the  sound 
of  a  cayman:  and  the  dull  roar,  like  wind 
within  a  cavern,  is  the  cry  of  a  hungry 
lion.  The  presence  around  us  of  objects 
of  which  we  have  read  long  ago,  but  never 
expected  to  see,  is  highly  exciting;  it  is 
like  taking  our  place  among  the  characters 
of  a  story,  and  investing  us  with  an  interest 
to  ourselves,  as  the  hero  of  some  unwrought 
history. 

This  is  the  most  fascinating  of  all  castle- 
building,  since  we  have  a  spot  for  an  edi- 
fice— a  territory  actually  given  to  ns. 

I  thought  long  upon  this  theme,  and 
wondered  to  what  I  was  yet  destined, — 
whether  to  some  condition  of  real  eminence, 
or  to  move  on  among  that  vulgar  herd  who 
are  the  spectators  of  life,  but  never  its  con- 
spicuous actors,  I  really  believed  this  ig- 
noble course  was  more  distasteful  to  me 
from  its  flatness  and  insipidity,  than  from  its 
mere  humility.  It  seemed  so  devoid  of  all 
interest — so  tame  and  so  monotonous — I 
would  have  chosen  peril  and  vicissitude  any 
day  in  preference.  About  midnight  I 
reached  Croft's  Gulley,  where,  after  knock- 
ing for  some  time,  a  very  sulky  old  negro 
admitted  me  into  a  stable  while  I  baited 
my  mare.  The  house  was  shut  up  for  the 
night,  and  even  had  I  souglit  refreshment 
I  could  not  have  obtained  it. 

After  a  brief  halt,  I  again  resumed  the 
road,  which  led  through  a  close  pine  forest, 
and,  however  much  praised,  was  anything 
but  a  good  surface  to  travel  on.  "Char- 
coal," how^ever,  made  light  of  such  difficul- 
ties, and  picked  her  steps  over  holes  and 
stumps  witli  the  caution  of  a  trapper,  de- 
tecting with  a  rare  instinct  the  safe  ground, 
and  never  venturing  on  spots  where  any 
difficulty  or  danger  existed.  I  left  her  to 
herself,  and  it  was  curious  to  see  that  when- 
ever a  short  interval  of  better  footway  in- 
tervened, she  would,  as  if  to  "  make  play," 
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as  tlio  jockeys  ciill  it,  strike  out  in  :i  lon^,' 
swingiiii,'  ciiiiter,  "  pnlliii.t,Mip"  to  the  walk 
the  moment  the  iineveii  siirfiice  iidmonish- 
ed  her  to  caution. 

As  day  broke  the  road  improved,  so  tliat 
1  was  able  to  push  aloni,^  at  a  better  pace, 
and  by  breakfast  time  1  found  myself  at  a 
low,  poor-lookiu:;  lo,i,'-house,  called  '*  Bra- 
zos." A  picture,  representing  Texas  as  a 
young  child  receiving  some  admii'able  coun- 
sel from  a  very  matronly  lady  with  thirteen 
stars  on  her  petticoat,  flaunted  over  the 
door,  with  tlie  motto,  "Filial  Affection, 
and  Candy  Flip  at  all  hours." 

A  large  dull-eyed  man,  in  a  flannel  pea- 
jacket  and  loose  ti'ousers  to  match,  was 
seated  in  a  rocking  chair  at  the  door, 
smoking  an  enormous  cigar,  a  little  charm- 
ed circle  of  expectoration  seemed  to  defend 
him  from  the  assaults  of  the  vulgar.  A 
huge  can  of  cider  stood  beside  him,  and  a 
piece  of  Indian  corn  bread.  lie  eyed  me 
with  the  coolest  unconcern  as  I  dismount- 
ed, nor  did  he  show  the  slightest  sign  of 
welcome. 

"This  is  an  inn,  I  believe,  friend?  "  said 
I,  saluting  him. 

"  I  take  it  to  be  a  hotel,"  said  lie,  in  a 
voice  very  like  a  yawn. 

"And  the  landlord — where  is  he?" 

"Where  ho  ought  to  be — at  his  own 
door,  a  smokin'  his  own  rearin'." 

"  Is  there  an  ostler  to  be  found?  I  want 
to  refresh  my  horse,  and  get  some  breakfast 
for  mvself  too." 

"There  an't  none." 

"No"  help?" 

"  Never  was." 

"That's  singular,  I  fancy." 

"No,  it  an't." 

"Wliv,  what  do  travelers  do  with  their 
cattle,  then?" 

"  There  bean't  none." 

"No  cattle?" 

"  No  travelers?" 

"  No  travelers!  and  this  the  high  road 
between  two  considerable  towns!" 

"It  an't." 

'*'  Why,  suH'lv,  this  is  the  road  to  Aus- 
tin?" 

"It  an't." 

"Then  this  is  not  Brazos?" 

"It  be  Upper  Brazos." 

"There  are  two  of  them,  then;  and  the 
other,  I  supi)ose,  is  on  the  Austin  road?" 

He  nodded. 

"  What  a  piece  of  business!  "  sighed  I; 
"  and  howffir  have  I  come  astray?  " 

"A  good  bit." 

**  A  mile  or  two?" 

"Twenty." 

"AV'ill  you  be  kind  enough  to  be  a  little 


more  communicative,  and  just  say  where 
this  road  leads  to  ;  if  I  can  join  the  Austin 
road  without  turning  back  again?  and 
where  ?  " 

Had  I  propounded  anv  one  of  these 
queries,  it  is  just  possible  I  might  have  had 
an  answer;  but,  in  my  zeal,  I  outwitted 
myself.  I  drew  my  cheque  for  too  large  an 
amount,  and  consequently  was  refused 
payment  altogether. 

"  Well."  said  I,  after  a  long  and  vain 
wait  for  an  answer,  "  What  am  I  to  do  with 
my  horse?     There  is  a  stable.  I  hope?  " 

"  There  an't,"  said  he,  with  a  grunt. 

"So  that  I  can't  bait  niv  beast?" 

"No!" 

"Bad  enough!  can  I  have  something  to 
eat  myself?  a  cup  of  coffee ?  " 

A  rude  burst  of  laughter  stopped  me, 
and  the  flannel  man  actually  shook  with 
the  drollery  of  his  own  thoughts.  "It 
bean't  Astor  House,  I  reckon!"  said  he, 
wiping  his  eyes. 

"Not  very  like  it,  certainly,"  said  I, 
smiling. 

"What  o' that?  Who  says  it  ought  to 
be  like  it?"  said  he,  and  his  fishy  eyes 
flared  up,  and  his  yellow  cheeks  grew 
orange  with  anger.  "I  an't  very  like  old 
Hickory,  I  s'pose!  and  maybe  I  don't  want 
to  be!  I'm  a  free  Texan!  I  an't  a  nigger 
nor  a  blue  nose!  I  an't  one  of  your  old 
country  slaves,  that  black  King  George's 
boots,  and  ask  leave  to  pay  his  taxes.  I 
an't." 

"And  I,"  said  I,  assuming  an  imitation 
of  his  tone,  for  experiment's  sake;  '*  I  am 
no  lazy,  rocking-chair,  whittling,  tobacco- 
chewing  Texan!  but  a  traveler,  able  and 
willing  to  pay  for  his  accommodation,  and 
who  will  have  it,  tool  " 

"Will  ye?  Will  ye.  then?"  cried  he, 
springing  up  with  an  agility  I  could  not 
have  believed  possible;  while,  rushing  into 
the  hut,  he  reajipeared  with  a  long  Ken- 
tucky rifle,  and  a  bayonet  a-top  of  it.  "  Ye 
han't  long  to  seek  yer  man,  if  ye  want  a 
flash  of  i)owder!  Come  out  into  the  bush 
and  'see  it  out,'  I  say!" 

The  tone  of  this  challenge  was  too  in- 
sulting not  to  call  for  at  least  the  sem- 
blance of  acceptance,  and  so,  fastening  my 
mare  to  a  huge  st;iple  beside  the  tloor,  I 
unslung  my  rifle,  and  cried.  "  Come  along, 
my  friend,  I'm  cpiite. ready  for  you!  " 

Nothing  daunted  at  my  apparent  wil- 
lingness, he  threw  back  the  hammer  of  his 
lock,  and  said,  "Hark  ye,  young  un'!  You 
can't  give  me  a  cap  or  two?  mine  are  con- 
siderable  rusty ! " 

The  request  was  rather  singular,  but  its 
oddity  was  its  success;  and   so,  opening  a 
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smull  case  in  tlie  stock  of  my  I'iflc,  I  gave 
liim  some. 

"Ay,  them's  real  chaps — the  true  'tin 
jackets,'  us  we  used  to  say  at  St.  Louis  !  " 
cried  he  ;  his  tongue  seemed  wonderfully 
loosened  by  the  theine.  "Now,  lad,  let's 
see  if  one  of  your  bullets  fit  this  bore;  she's 
a- heavy  one,  and  carries  twenty  to  the 
pound;  and  I've  nothing  in  her  now  but 
some  loose  chips  of  iron  for  the  bears." 

Loose  chips  of  iron  for  the  bears!  thought 
I;  did  ever  mortal  hear  such  a  barbarian! 
"  You  don't  fancy,  friend,  I  came  here  to 
supply  you  with  lead  and  powder,  to  be 
used  upon  myself,  too!  1  supposed,  when 
you  asked  me  to  come  out  into  the  bush, 
that  you  had  everything  a  gentleman  ought 
to  liave  for  such  a  purpose.'' 

"Well,  I  never  seed  the  like  of  that!" 
exclaimed  he,  striking  the  ground  with  the 
butt  end  of  his  piece.  "  Jf  we  don't  stand 
at  four  guns'  length " 

"  We'll  do  no  such  thing,  friend,"  said 
I,  shouldering  my  piece,  and  advancing  to- 
wards him.  "I  never  meant  to  offend 
you  ;  nor  have  you  any  object  in  wounding, 
mayhap,  killing  me.  Let  me  have  some- 
thing to  eat;  I'll  pay  for  it  freely,  and  go 
my  ways." 

"What  on  airth,  is  it,  eh?"  said  he, 
looking  puzzled.  '•  Why,  that's  one  of 
Colt's  rifles!  you'd  have  picked  me  down 
at  two  iuindred  yards,  sure  as  my  name  is 
Gabriel." 

"1  know  it,"  said  I,  coolly;  "and  how 
much  the  better  or  the  happier  should  I 
have  been,  had  I  done  so?"  I  watched 
the  fellow's  pasty  countenance  as  though  I 
could  read  what  passed  in  the  muddy  bot- 
tom of  his  mind. 

"'It"  it  were  not  for  something  of  this 
kind,"  added  I,  sorrowfully,  "  I  should  not 
be  here  to-day.  You  know  Xew  Orleans?" 
— he  nodded — "well,  perhaps  you  know 
Ebenezer  York?" 

'•The  senator?" 

"The  same!" — I  made  the  pantomime 
of  presenting  a  pistol,  and  then  of  a  man 
falling — "just  so.  His  brothers  have 
taken  up  the  pursuit,  and  so  I  came  down 
into  this  quarter  till  the  smoke  cleared 
off!" 

"  lie  was  a  plumper  at  a  hundred  and 
twenty  yards.  I  seen  liiiu  double  up 
Gideon  Millis,  of  Ohio." 

"Ah!  I  could  recount  many  a  thing  of 
the  kind  to  you,"  said  I,  leading  the  way 
towards  the  hut,  "  but  my  throat  is  so  dry, 
and  I  feel  so  confoundedly  weary  just  now 


"  That's  cider,"  said  he,  pointing  to  the 
crock. 


I  didn't  wait  for  a  more  formal  invita« 
tion,  but  carried  it  to  my  lips,  and  so  held 
it  for  full  a  couple  of  minutes, 

"Yq  wor  dronthy, — that's  a  fact!"  said 
he,  peering  into  the  low  watermark  of  the 
vessel. 

"  You  hav'n't  got  any  more  bread? "  said 
I,  appropriating  his  own. 

"  If  I  hadn't,  ye'd  not  have  got  that  so 
easy,  lad!"  said  he,  with  a  grin. 

"And  now  for  my  mare;  you  see  she's 
a  good  one " 

"Good  as  if  she  belonged  to  a  richer 
master!"  said  h.e,  with  a  peculiar  leer  of 
the  e3^e.  "I  know  her  well!  Knowed  her 
a  foal!  Ah,  ChaiTy,  Miss!  do  you  forget 
the  way  to  take  off  your  saddle  with  your 
teeth?"  and  he  patted  the  creature  with  a 
nearer  approach  to  kindness  than  I  be- 
lieved he  was  capable  of. 

I  will  not  dwell  upon  the  little  arts  I 
employed  to  conciliate  my  friend  Gabriel, 
nor  stop  to  say  how  I  managed  to  procure 
some  Indian  corn-meal  for  my  horse,  and 
the  addition  of  a  very  tough  piece  of  dried 
beef  to  my  own  meagre  breakfast.  I  con- 
clude the  reader  will  be  as  eager  to  escape 
from  his  society  as  I  was  myself;  nor  had 
I  ever  thrown  him  into  such  unprofitable 
acquaintanceship,  were  there  other  means 
of  explaining  how  first  I  wandered  from 
the  right  path,  and  by  what  persuasions  I 
was  infliienced  in  not  returning  to  it. 

If  Gabriel's  history  was  not  very  enter- 
taining, it  was  at  least  short,  so  far  as  its 
catastrophe  went.  He  was  a  Kentucky 
"bounty  man,"  Avho  had  taken  into  his 
head  to  fight  a  duel  with  a  companion 
with  whom  he  was  returning  from  Xew 
Y''ork.  He  killed  his  antagonist,  buried 
him,  and  was  Avending  his  way  homeward 
with  the  watch  and  other  property  of  the 
deceased,  to  restore  to  his  friends,  when  he 
was  arrested  at  Little  Eock,  and  conveyed 
to  jail.  He  was  tried,  found  guilty,  and 
sentenced  to  death,  but  made  his  escape 
the  night  before  the  execution  was  to  have 
taken  place.  His  adventures  from  the 
Arkansas  river  till  the  time  he  found  him- 
self in  Texas  were  exciting  in  a  high  de- 
gree, and,  even  with  his  own  telling,  not 
devoid  of  deep  interest.  Since  his  location 
in  the  One-star  Republic,  he  had  tried 
various  things,  but  all  had  failed  with  him. 
His  family,  who  followed  him,  died  off  by 
the  dreadful  intermittents  of  the  bush, 
leaving  him  alone  to  doze  through  the 
remaiuder  of  existence  between  the  half- 
consciousness  of  his  fall  and  the  stupid  in- 
sensibility of  debauch.  There  was  but  one 
theme  could  stir  the  dark  embers  of  his 
nature;  and  when  he  had  quitted  that,  tiie 
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interest  of  life  secmcfl  to  luivo  passed  :i\v;iy, 
uiid  lie  reliipsod  into  liis  dreamy  inditfer- 
eiicc  to  both  ])reseiit  and  future. 

How  lie  contrived  to  eke  out  subsistence 
was  difficult  to  conceive.  To  the  tavern 
ho  had  been  almost  the  only  customer,  and 
in  succession  consumed  the  little  stores  his 
poor  wife  had  manaii^ed  to  accumulate, 
lie  appeared  to  feel  a  kind  of  semi-con- 
sciousness that  if  "  bears  did  not  fall  in 
liis  way,"  durinj^  the  winter  it  might  ^o 
hard  with  him;  and  he  ])ointed  to  four 
mounds  of  earth  behind  tlie  log-hut,  and 
said  that  "the  biggest  would  soon  be 
alongside  of  'em.'' 

As  the  heat  of  midday  was  too  great  to 
proceed  in,  I  learned  from  him  thus  much 
of  his  own  story,  and  some  particulars  of 
the  road  to  Bexar,  whither  I  had  now 
resolved  on  proceeding,  since,  according  to 
his  opinion,  that  afforded  me  a  far  better 
chance  of  coming  up  with  the  ex})cdition 
than  by  following  their  steps  to  Austin. 

"Had  you  come  a  few  hours  earlier  to- 
day,'' said  he,  "you  could  have  joined 
company  Avitli  a  Priar  who  is  travelling  to 
Bexar;  but  yon'U  easily  overtake  him,  as 
he  travels  with  a  little  wagon  and  a  sick 
woman.  They  arc  making  a  pilgrimage 
to  the  saints  there  for  her  health.  They 
have  two  lazy  mules  and  a  half-breed 
driver,  that  won't  work  miracle  on  the 
roads,  whatever  the  Virgin  may  after! 
You'll  soon  come  up  with  them,  if  Gharry's 
like  what  she  used  to  be." 

This  intelligence  was  far  from  displeas- 
ing to  me.  I  longed  for  some  com])anion- 
ship;  and  that  of  a  Friar,  if  not  very 
])romising  as  to  amusement,  had  at  least 
1  he  merit  of  safety — no  small  charm  in  such 
a  land  as  I  then  sojourned  in.  I  learned 
besides  that  he  was  an  Irishman,  who  had 
come  out  as  a  missionary  among  the  Choc- 
taws,  and  that  he  was  well  versed  in  ]u-airic 
life, — that  he  spoke  many  of  the  Indian 
dialects,  and  knew  the  various  trails  of 
these  pathless  wilds  like  anv  trapper  of  them 
aU. 

Such  a  fellow-trap[)or  would  1)6  indeed  a 
])rize;  and  as  I  saddled  my  mare  to  follow 
liim,  I  felt  lighter  at  heart  than  I  had  done 
for  a  long  time  previous.  "  And  his 
name?"  said  I. 

"It  is  half  Mexican  by  this.  Tiiey  call 
him  Fra  Miguel  up  at  Bexar." 

"Now  then  for  Fi"a  Miguell  "  cried  I, 
springing  into  my  sadilje;  and  with  afrank 
*•  (Jood-bye,"  took  the  road  to  Bexar. 

1  rode  along  with  a  light  heart,  my  way 
leading  through  a  forest  of  tall  beech  and  af- 
dei' trees,  whose  stems  were  encircled  l)y  the 
twining   tendrils  of  the   "  Liaiui;,"'  which 


oftentimes  spanned  the  space  overhead, 
and  tempered  the  noonday  sun  by  its  deli- 
cious shade.  Birds  of  gay  plumage  and 
strange  note  hoi)ped  from  bninch  to  branch, 
while  hares  and  rabbits  sat  boldly  on  the 
grassy  road,  an<l  scarcely  cared  to  move  at 
my  approach.  The  crimsoned-winged  bus- 
tard— the  swallowed-tailed  v.-oodi)ecker. 
with  his  snowy  breast — and  that  nnjst 
beautiful  of  all,  the  lazuli  finch,  whose 
color  would  shame  the  blue  waters  of  the 
Adriatic,  chirped  and  fluttered  on  every 
side.  The  wild  .'■quirrel,  too,  swung  by 
his  tail  and  jerked  himself  from  bough  to 
bough,  in  all  the  confidence  of  unmolested 
lil)erty;  while  even  the  doer,  timid  without 
danger,  stood  and  gazed  at  me  as  I  went, 
doubtless  congratulating  themselves  that 
they  were  not  born  to  be  beasts  of  burden. 

There  was  so  much  novelty  to  me  in  all 
around,  that  the  monotonous  character  of 
the  scene  never  Avcaried;  for,  although  as 
far  as  human  companionship  was  concern- 
ed, nothing  could  be  more  utterly  solitary 
and  desolate,  yet  the  abundance  of  animal 
life,  the  bright  tints  of  jjluniiige;,  and  the 
strange  concert  of  sound,  aff(n-ded  an  un- 
ceasing interest. 

Occasionally  I  came  upon  the  charred 
fragments  of  firewood,  with  other  signs  in- 
dicative of  a  bivouac,  showing  where  some 
hunting  party  had  halted;  but  these,  with 
a  chance  wheel-track,  were  all  the  evidence 
that  travelers  had  over  passed  that  way. 
The  instincts  of  the  human  heart  are,  after 
all,  linked  to  companionship,  and  although, 
it  was  but  a  few  hours  since  I  had  parted 
with  "mine  host "  of  Brazos,  I  began  to 
conceive  a  most  anxious  desire  for  tlie  so- 
ciety of  a  fellow  traveler.  I  had  ]nishcd 
"  Charcoal  "  for  some  time  in  the  hope  of 
overtaking  the  Friar,  but  not  only  without 
success,  but  even  without  coming  upon  any 
recent  tracka  that  should  show  where  the 
l>arty  passed.  I  could  not  have  mistaken 
the  road,  since  there  was  but  one  through 
the  forest;  and  at  hist  I  became  uneasy 
lest  I  should  not  roach  some  placf  of  shel- 
ter for  the  night,  and  obtain  refreshment 
for  myself  and  my  horse.  From  the  time 
that  these  thougiits  crossed  my  mind,  all 
relish  for  the  scene  and  its  strange  associa- 
tions dciKirted.  A  scarlet  jay  might  have 
perched  upon  my  saddle-bow  unmolested; 
a"  whi]>poor-will  "might  have  chanted  hor 
note  from  my  hat  or  my  hostlers  unminded; 
the  antlered  stags  did  indeed  graze  me  as 
they  went,  without  my  once  remem))er- 
ing  that  I  was  the  owner  of  one  of  "'  Colt's  " 
"sharp  bores,"  so  intent  had  I  grown  U]inn 
the  topic  of  personal  safety.  What,  if  I 
had  gone  astray?     What,  if  I  fell  in  with 
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tlic  Cliociaws,  who  often  came  within  a 
few  miles  of  Austin  ?  Wliat  if  •'  Charcoal  " 
fell  lame,  or  even  tired?     What  if- but 


"»vhy  enumerate  all  the  suspicions  that  when 
chased  away  on  one  side  invariably  came 
back  on  the  other?  There  was  not  an  in- 
cident, from  a  sprained  ankle  to  actual 
starvation,  that  I  did  not  rehearse;  and, 
like  that  respected  authoi'ity  who  spent  his 
days  speculating  wliat  he  should  do  "  if  he 
met  a  white  bear,"  I  threw  myself  into  so 
many  critical  situations  and  embarrassing 
conjectures,  that  my  head  ached  with  over- 
taxed ingenuity  to  escape  from  them. 

yEsop's  fables  have  much  to  answer  for. 
The  attributing  the  gift  of  speech  to  ani- 
mals by  way  of  cliaracterizing  their  generic 
qualities,  takes  a  wondrous  hold  upon  the 
mind;  and  as  for  me,  I  held  "imaginary 
conversations"  with  everything  that  flew 
or  bounded  past.  From  the  green  lizard 
that  scaled  the  shining  cork  trees  to  the 
lazy  toad  that  flopped  heavily  into  the 
water,  I  had  a  word,  for  all — ay,  and 
thought  they  answered  me,  too. 

Some,  I  fancied,  chirped  pleasantly  and 
merrily,  as  though  to  say',  ''Go  it.  Con,  my 
hearty — '  Charry  '  has  stride  and  wind  for 
many  a  mile  yet."  Some,  with  a  wild 
scream,  would  seem  to  utter  a  cry  of  sur- 
prise at  the  pace,  as  if  saying,  "  Ruffle  my 
feathers,  if  Con's  not  in  a  huny."  An  old 
owl,  Avith  a  horseshoe  wig,  looked  shocked 
at  my  impetuosit}',  and  sliook  his  wise  head 
in  grave  rebuke;  while  a  fat  asthmatic  frog 
nearly  choked  with  emotion  as  I  hurled 
the  small  pebbles  into  his  bath  of  duck- 
weed. IIow  strange  would  life  be,  reduc- 
ed to  such  companionship,  thought  I. 
Would  one  gradually  sink  down  to  the  level 
of  this  animal  existence,  such  as  it  appears 
now,  or  would  one  elevate  the  inferior  ani- 
mal to  some  equality  of  intelligence? 

The  solitude  which  a  short  time  pre- 
vious had  suggested — I  know  not  how 
many! — bright  imaginings,  presented  now 
the  one  sad,  unvarying  reflection — desola- 
tion; and  it  had  almost  become  a  doubtful 
point  whether  1  should  not  at  once  turn 
my  horse's  head  and  make  for  Upper  Bra- 
zos and  its  gruff  host  of  the  log-house, 
rather  than  brave  a  night  "  al  fresco" 
in  the  forest.  It  was  just  at  the  moment 
that  this  question  became  mooted  in  my 
mind,  that  I  perceived  the  faint  track  of  a 
wheel  on  the  short  grass  of  the  pathway. 
I  dismounted  and  examined  it  closely,  and 
soon  discovered  its  counterpart  on  the 
other  side  of  the  road,  and  with  a  little 
further  search  I  could  detect  the  foot- 
marks of  two  horses  evidently  unshod. 

Inspired    with   fresh    courage    by   these 


signs,  I  spurred  Charry  to  a  sharper  stride, 
and  for  above  two  hours  rode  on,  each 
turning  of  the  road  suggesting  the  hope  of 
coming  up  with  the  Friar,  who  evidently 
journeyed  at  a  brisker  })ace  than  I  had  an- 
ticipated. The  sailor's  adage  says  that  "  a 
stern  chase  is  a  long  chase,''  and  so  it  is, 
whether  it  be  on  land  or  sea — whether  the 
])ursuit  be  to  overtake  a  flying  Frenchman 
or  Fortune! 

The  sun  had  sunk  beneath  tlie  tops  of 
the  tall  trees,  and  only  streamed  through, 
in  chance  lines  of  light,  upon  the  road, 
when  suddenly  I  found  myself  npon  the 
verge  of  an  abrupt  descent,  at  the  bottom 
of  which  ran  a  narrow  but  rapid  river. 
These  great  fissures,  by  which  the  moun- 
tain streams  descend  to  join  the  larger 
rivers,  are  very  common  in  Texas  and 
throughout  the  region  which  borders  on 
the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  form  one  of  the 
greatest  impediments  to  traveling  in  these 
tracts. 

As  I  gazed  upon  the  steep  descent,  to 
have  scrambled  down  which,  even  on  foot, 
would  have  been  dangerous  and  difficult 
enough,  I  remembered  that  I  had  passed, 
about  half  an  hour  before,  a  spot  where 
the  road  "forked"  off  into  two  separate 
directions,  and  at  once  resumed  my  march 
to  this  place,  where  I  had  the  satisfaction 
of  perceiving  that  the  grass  was  yet  rising 
under  the  recent  passage  of  a  wagon.  A 
short  and  sharp  canter  down  a  gentle  slope 
brought  me  once  more  in  sight  of  the 
stream,  and,  of  what  was  far  nearer  to  my 
hopes,  the  long  looked-for  party  wiih  the 
Friar. 

The  scene  I  now  beheld  was  sufilciently 
striking  for  a  picture.  About  fifty  feet 
beneath  where  I  stood,  and  on  the  bank  of 
a  boiling,  foaming  torrent,  was  a  wagon, 
drawn  by  two  large  horses:  a  covering  of 
canvas  formed  an  awning  over  head,  and 
curtains  of  the  same  material  closed  the 
sides.  A  large,  powerful-looking  Mexican 
stood  beating  the  stream  Avith  a  great  pole, 
while  the  Friar,  with  his  robes  tucked  up 
so  as  to  display  a  pair  of  enormous  naked 
legs,  assisted  in  this  singular  act  of  flagel- 
lation, from  time  to  time  addressing  a 
hasty  prayer  to  a  small  image,  which  I 
perceived  he  had  hung  up  against  the 
canvas  covering.  The  noise  of  the  rush- 
ing Avater,  and  the  crashing  sound  of  the 
sticks,  2^1'evented  my  hearing  the  voices, 
which  were  most  volubly  exerted  all  the 
while,  and  which,  by  accustoming  myself 
to  the  din,  I  at  last  perceived  were  used  in 
exhorting  the  horses  to  courage.  The  ani- 
mals, however,  gave  no  tokens  of  returning 
confidence,  nor  showed  the  slightest  incli- 
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nation  to  advance.  On  the  coiitniry, 
whenever  led  forward  a  i)acc  or  two,  they 
invariably  Bprang  back  with  a  bound  that 
tlireatened  to  smash  their  taeUle  or  upset 
tlio  wagon ;  nor  was  it  without  much 
caressing  and  encouragement  that  they 
would  stand  quiet  again.  Meanwhile,  the 
Friar's  exi.'rtions  were  redoubled  at  every 
moment,  and  both  his  prayers  and  his 
til  rash  ings  becanu;  more  animated.  In- 
deed, it  was  curious  to  wnlch  with  what 
agility  his  bulky  hgurc  alternated  from 
the  work  of  beating  the  water  to  gesticu- 
lating before  ''  the  Virgin."  Now,  as  I 
looked,  a  small  corner  of  the  canvas  cur- 
tain was  moved  aside,  and  a  hand  appeared, 
wiiich  even  without  the  large  straw  fan  it 
carried,  might  have  been  pronounced  a 
female  one.  This,  however,  was  speedily 
withdrawn  on  some  observation  from  the 
Friar,  and  the  cnrtain  was  closed  rigidly 
as  before. 

All  my  conjectures  as  to  this  singular 
])rocecding  being  in  vain,  1  resolved  to  join 
the  party,  towards  whom  I  perceived  the 
road  led  by  a  slightly  circuitous  descent. 

Cautiously  wending  my  way  down  this 
slope,  which  grew  steeper  as  1  advanced,  I 
had  scarcely  reached  the  river  side,  Avhcn  I 
was  perceived  by  the  party.  Both  the 
Friar  and  his  follower  ceased  their  per- 
formance on  the  instant,  and  cast  their 
eyes  ujiwards  to  the  road  with  a  glance 
that  showed  they  were  on  "  the  look-out  " 
for  others.  They  even  changed  their  po- 
sition to  have  a  better  view  of  the  pa'uh, 
and  seemed  as  if  unable  to  persuade  them- 
selves that  I  could  be  alone.  To  my 
salutation,  which  I  made  by  courteously 
removing  my  hat  and  bowing  low,  they 
offered  no  return,  and  looked — as  I  really 
believe  they  were — far  too  much  surprised 
at  my  sudden  appearance  to  afford  me  any 
signs  of  Avelcome.  As  I  came  nearer,  I 
could  sec  that  the  Friar  made  the  circuit 
of  the  wagon,  and,  as  if  casually,  examined 
the  curtains,  and  then,  satisfied  *' that  all 
was  right,"  took  his  station  by  the  head 
of  his  beasts,  and  waited  for  my  ap- 
proach. 

"  (!()()d  day,  Senor  Caballero,"  said  the 
Friar  in  Sjianisii,  while  the  Mexican  looked 
at  the  lock  of  his  long-barrelled  rifle,  and 
retired  a  couple  of  paces,  with  a  gesture  of 
guarded  caution. 

'•Good  evening,  rather.  Father,"  said  I, 
in  English.  ''  1  have  ridden  hard  to  come 
up  with  you  for  the  last  twentv  miles." 

'•From  the  States?"  said'  the  Friar, 
approaching  me,  but  with  no  peculiar 
ovidoncos  of  pleasure  at  hearing  his  native 
lansruasfe. 


"  From  your  own  country,  Fra  Miguel," 
said  I,  boldly;  *' an  Irishman." 

"And  how  are  you  traveling  here?" 
said  he,  still  preserving  his  })revious  air  of 
caution  and  I'eserve. 

"A  mistake  of  the  road  !"  said  I,  con- 
fidently; lor  already  I  had  invented  my 
last  biographical  sketch.  "  I  was  on  the 
way  to  Austin,  whither  I  had  desj)atched 
my  servants  and  baggage,  when  accidental- 
ly taking  the  turn  to  Fpper  Brazos  instead 
of  the  lower  one,  I  found  myself  some 
twenty  miles  off  my  track  before  I  knew  of 
it.  I  should  have  turned  back  wh.en  I 
discovered  my  error,  but  that  I  heard  that 
a  Friar,  a  countryman  too,  had  just  set 
out  towards  Bexar.  This  intelligence  at 
once  determined  me  to  continue  my  way, 
which  I  rejoice  to  find  has  been  so  far 
successful." 

To  judge  from  the  **'  Padre's"  face,  the 
pleasure  did  not  appear  so  reciprocal.  He 
looked  at  me  and  the  wagon  altcnuitely, 
and  then  he  cast  his  eyes  towards  the 
Mexican,  who  understanding  nothing  of 
English,  was  evidently  holding  himself 
ready  for  any  measures  of  a  hostile  char- 
acter. 

"  Going  to  Austin  I  "  at  last  said  the 
Friar.     "Yon  are  a  merchant,  then  ?" 

"No,"  said  I,  smiling  superciliously  ;  "I 
am  a  mere  traveler  for  pleasure,  my  object 
being  to  make  a  tour  of  the  jn-airie,  and  by 
some  of  the  ^Mexican  cities,  before  my 
return  to  Eurojie." 

"Heaven  guide  and  protect  yon,"  said 
he  fervently,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand  like 
leave-taking.  "This  is  not  a  land  to 
wander  in  after  night-fall.  You  are  well 
mounted,  and  a  good  rider;  push  on  then, 
my  son,  and  yon'll  reach  Bexar  before  the 
moon  sets." 

"  If  that  be  your  road.  Father."  said  I, 
"  as  speed  is  no  object  with  me,  Fd  rather 
join  company  with  you  than  proceed 
alone." 

'"Ahem!"  said  he,  looking  confused; 
"  I  am  going  to  Bexar,  it  is  true,  ►Senor  ! 
but  my  journey  is  of  the  slowest ;  the 
wagon  is  heavy,  and  a  sick  companion 
whom  it  contains  cannot  ti-avel  fast.  Go, 
then,  'con  Dios!'  and  we  may  meet  again 
at  our  journey's  end." 

"  My  mare  has  got  quite  enough  of  it  !  " 
said  T;  my  desire  to  remain  with  him 
being  trebled  by  his  exertions  to  get  rid  of 
me.  '•'  When  1  overtook  you,  I  was  de- 
termining to  dismount  and  spare  my  beast; 
so  that  yoitr  pace  will  not  in  the  least  in- 
convenience me." 

The  Padre,  instead  of  replying  to  me, 
addressed    some    Avords  to  the  Mexican  in 
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Sj)uiusl),  wliicli,  wliiitever  they  were,  the 
other  only  answered  by  a  sliarp  slap  of  his 
palm  on  the  stock  of  liisrille,  and  a  very 
significant  glance  at  his  girdle,  where  a 
large  bowie  knife  glittered  in  all  the  free- 
dom of  its  unsheathed  splendor.  As  if  not 
noticing  this  ])antomime,  I  drew  forth  my 
"  Harper's  Ferry  pistol  "  from  the  holster, 
and  examined  the  priming.  A  little  bit 
of  display  I  had  the  satisfaction  to  per- 
ceive was  not  thrown  away  on  either  the 
Friar  or  the  layman.  At  a  word  from  the 
former  however,  the  latter  began  once 
again  his  operations  with  the  ])ole  ;  the 
Friar  resuming  his  pUice  beside  the  cattle, 
as  if  totally  forgetful  of  my  presence 
there. 

*'  May  I  ask  the  object  of  this  proceed- 
ing. Father,"  said  I,  ''  which,  unless  it  be 
a  'devotional  exercise,'  is  perfectly  un- 
accountable to  me." 

The  Padre  looked  at  me  without  speak- 
ing; but  the  sly  drollery  of  his  eye  showed 
that  he  would  have  had  no  objection  to 
bandy  a  jest  Avith  me,  were  the  time  and 
place  more  fitting.  "I  perceive,"  said  he, 
at  length,  ''  that  yon  have  not  journeyed 
in  this  land,  or  you  would  have  known 
that  at  this  season  the  streams  abound 
with  caymans  and  alligators,  and  that  when 
the  cattle  have  been  once  attacked  by 
them,  they  have  no  courage  to  cross  a 
river  after.  Their  instinct,  however, 
teaches  them  that  beating  the  waters  en- 
sures safety,  and  many  a  Mexican  horse 
will  not  go  knee  deep  without  this  cere- 
mony being  performed." 

"I  see  that  your  cattle  are  usually  tired 
in  the  present  case,"  said  I,  "for  you  have 
been  nigh  half  an  hour  here  to  my  own 
knowledge.'' 

"  Look  at  that  black  mare's  fore  leg,  and 
you'll  see  why,"  said  he,  pointing  to  a  deep 
gash  which  laid  bare  the  white  tendons  for 
some  inches  in  length,  while  a  deep  pool  of 
blood  flowed  round  the  animal's  hoof. 

A  cry  from  the  Mexican  here  broke  in 
upon  our  colloquy,  as  throwing  down  his 
pole,  he  seized  his  rifle,  and  dropped  upon 
one  knee  in  the  attitude  of  defence. 

"  What  is  it,  Sancho  ?  "  cried  the  Friar. 

A  few  words  of  guttural  followed,  and 
the  Padre  said  it  was  a  large  alligator  that 
had  just  carried  off  a  chiguire,  a  wild  pig, 
under  the  water  witli  him.  This  stream  is 
a  tributary  of  the  Collorcdo,  along  the 
banks  of  which  these  creatures'  eggs  are 
found  in  thousands! 

My  blood  ran  cold  at  the  horrid  thought 
of  being  attacked  by  such  animals,  and  I 
readily  volunteered  my  assistance  at  the 
single-stick  exercise  of  my  companion. 


The  Friar  accepted  mv  offer  without 
much  graciousness,  but  rather  as  tliat  of  ai> 
unwelcome  guest,  who  could  not  be  easilv 


got  rid  of. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

"A  NIGHT    IN    A   FOREST  OF  TEXAS." 

The  Friar  ceased  his  efforts,  and  calling 
the  Mexican  to  one  side,  whispered  some- 
thing in  a  low,  cautious  manner.  The 
other  seemed  to  demur  and  hesitate,  but, 
after  a  brief  space,  appeared  to  yield;  when, 
replacing  the  poles  beside  the  waggon,  he 
turned  the  hoi'ses'  heads  towards  the  road 
by  which  they  had  just  come. 

"  We  are  about  to  try  a  ford  some  miles 
farther  up  the  stream,"  said  the  Padre, 
"and  so  we  commend  you  to  the  Virgin, 
and  wish  you  a  prosperous  journey." 

"  All  roads  are  alike  to  me,  holy  Father," 
said  I,  with  a  coolness  that  cost  me  some- 
thing to  assume. 

"  Then  take  the  shortest,  and  you'll  be 
soonest  at  your  journey's  end,"  said  he, 
gruffly. 

"Who  can  say  that?"  rejoined  I;  "it's 
no  difficult  matter  to  lose  one's  way  in  a 
dense  forest,  where  the  tracks  are  un- 
known." 

"There  is  but  one  path,  and  it  cannot  be 
mistaken,"  said  he,  in  the  same  tone. 

"  It  has  one  great  disadvantage.  Father," 
said  I. 

"What  is  that?" 

"There  is  no  companionship  on  it;  and, 
to  say  truth,  I  have  too  much  of  the  Irish- 
man in  me  to  leave  good  company  for  the 
pleasure  of  traveling  all  alone." 

"Methinks  you  have  very  little  of  the 
Irishman  about  you,  in  another  respect," 
said  he,  with  a  sneer  of  no  doubtful  mean- 
ing. 

"  How  so?"  said  I,  eagerly. 

"In  volunteering  your  society  when  it  is 
not  sought  for,  young  gentleman, '"said  he, 
with  a  look  of  steadfast  effrontery;  "at 
least,  I  can  say,  such  were  not  the  habits  of 
the  land  as  I  remember  it  some  forty  years 
ago." 

"Ah,  holy  Father,  it  has  grown  out  of 
many  a  barbarous  custom  since  your  time; 
— the  pcojile  have  given  up  drinking  and 
faction-fighting,  and  you  may  travel  fifty 
miles  a  day  for  a  week  together  and  never 
meet  with  a  friar." 

"Peace  be  with  you  I  "said  he.  waving 
his  hand,  but  with  a  gesture  it  Avas  easy  to 
see  boded  more  passion  than  patience. 

I  hesitated  for  a  second  what  to  do;  and,  at 
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lascfceliuir  that  anotlior  word  mi<(litj)r"rliiijis 
endanger  the  victory  I  had  won,  I  dashed 
fjpurs  into  the  marc's  flanks,  and,  with  the 
shout  the  ostler  had  reconnnended,  ruslied 
her  at  the  stream.  Over  she  went,  "  hkea 
))jrd,''  lighting  on  the  opposite  bank  with 
lier  liind  legs  "well  uj),"  and  the  next  mo- 
ment plunged  into  the  foi'est. 

Scarcely,  however,  had  I  proceeded  fifty 
j)aces  than  I  drew  up.  The  dense  wood 
effectually  shut  out  the  river  from  my  view, 
and  even  masked  the  sounds  of  the  rushing 
water.  A  suspicion  dwelt  on  my  mind  that 
Ihe  Friar  was  not  going  back,  and  that  he 
had  merely  concerted  this  plan  with  the 
Mexican  the  easier  to  disembarrass  himself 
of  my  company.  The  seeming  pertinacity 
of  his  purpose  suggested  an  eriual  obstinacy 
of  resistance  on  v////part.  Some  will,  doubt- 
less, say  that  it  argued  very  little  pride,  and 
a  very  weak  self-esteem  in  Con  Cregan,  to 
(.•ontinue  to  impose  his  society  where  it  had 
l)een  so  peremptorily  declined;  and  so  had 
it  been,  doubtless,  had  the  scene  been  a 
great  city,  ruled  and  regulated  by  its  thou- 
sand-and-one  conventionalities.  But  the 
prairies  are  separated  by  something  longer 
than  mere  miles  from  the  land  of  kid  gloves 
and  visiting  tickets.  Ceremonial  in  such 
latitudes  would  be  as  unsuitable  as  a  court 
suit. 

Besides,  I  a,rgued  thus: — '^  A  very  under- 
done slice  of  tough  venison,  with  a  draught 
of  spring  water,  constitute  in  these  regions 
a  very  appetizing  meal;  and  for  the  same 
reason,  a  very  morose  friar,  and  a  still  sul- 
kier servant,  maybe  accepted  as  very  toler- 
able traveling  companions.  Enjoy  better 
when  it  can  be  had,  Con;  but  prefer  even 
the  humblest  fiiro  to  a  famine."'  A  rule 
more  ap})licablc  to  mental  food  than  to 
material. 

In  a  little  self-colloquy  after  this  kind,  I 
crept  stealthily  back,  leading  Charry  by  the 
bridle,  and  halting  at  intervals  to  listen. 
What  a  triumph  to  my  skill  in  divination 
as  I  heard  the  Friar's  loud  voice  overtop- 
ping the  gushing  Hood,  while  he  exhorted 
his  beasts  in  the  most  energetic  fashion! 

I  advanced  cautiously  till  1  gained  a  lit- 
tle clump  of  brushwood,  from  which  I 
could  see  the  river  and  the  group  perfectly. 
The  Friar  had  now  mounted  the  wagon, 
and  held  the  reins;  the  Mexican  was,  how- 
ever, standing  in  the  stream,  and  leading 
the  cattle,  who  a])peared  to  have  regained 
somewhat  more  of  their  courage,  and  were 
slowly  proceeding,  sniffing  timidly  as  they 
went,  and  pawing  the  water  fretfully. 

The  Mexican  advanced  boldly,  till  the 
water  reached  nigh  the  to])  of  his  great  hota.s 
rnqneras,  immense  boots  of  buffalo  hide. 


!  which,  it  is  said,  resist  the  bite  of  either 
cayman  or  serpent;  and   so  far  the  horses 
I  went,  doubtless  from  the  encouragement. 
As  sooti,  however,  as  the  dtei)ening  flood 
warned  the  man  to  mount  the  wagon,  they 
halted     abruptly,    and    stood    ))awing   and 
splashing  the  stream,  while  their  ears  flat- 
t  tened  back,  and  their  di'awn-in  tails  evinced 
the  terror  that  was  on  them. 
!      Objurgations — entreaties — iirayers — cur- 
ses— menaces — were   all     in    vain, — a  step 
;  farther  they  would  iiot  bulgi-.    All  that  the 
j  Spanish  contaimd  of  guttural  was   hurled 
at    them    without    success — the    cow-hide 
might   welt    their  flanks    and  leave  great 
ridges  at  every  stroke — the  liuge  ])ole  of  the 
]\rexican  might  belal)or   tlitni,  with  a  run- 
ning accomi)animent  of   kicks, — l)ut  to  no 
purpose.     They  cared  as  little  for  the  cow- 
I  liide  as  the  "calendar," — neither  saints  nor 
'  thrashings  could   persmide    them  to  move 
on.     Saint  Anthony — and  Saint  Ursula — 
I  Saint  Forimund   of  Cordova,  with  various 
others,  were    invoked    to    no    end.     Saint 
Clement  of  Capua,  to  whom   all  poisonous 
reptiles,  from  boas  to  whipsnakes,  owe  alle- 
j  giance,  were  called  upon  to  aid  the  travel- 
I  ers;  but  the  quadrupeds   took  no  heed  of 
[these  entreaties,  but  showed  a   most  Pro- 
testant contempt  for  the  whole  litany. 
!      There  was  a  pause:  wearied  with  flogging, 
I  and  tired  out  with  vain  exhortations,  both 
Friar  and   Mexican    ceased;  and,  as  if  in 
compensation   to  their  long  pent-up  feel- 
ings, vented  their  anger  in  a  very  guttural 
round  of  maledictions  upon  the  whole  ani- 
mal creation,  and  in  j)articular  on  that  part 
I  of  it  who  M'ould  not  be  eaten  by  alligators 
j  without  signs  of  resistance  and  ojiposition. 
I  Whether  this  new  turn  of  events  had  any 
\  influence,   or   that    the    matter  was   more 
owing  to  "  natural  causes,"  I   cannot  say; 
but,  just  then,  the  horse  which  had  been 
already  bitten,  reared  straiglit  up,  aiulAvith 
a   loud    snort   plunged    forward,    carrying 
with    him    the    other.       By    his     plunge 
he    had    reached     a     deep     part    of    tlie 
stream,    where   the   water  came    half-way 
u[)  his   body,  another  spring  smashi'd  one 
of    the  traces,  and   left   him  free  to  kick 
j  violently  behind  him — a   privilege  he  cer- 
tainly hastened   to  avail  himself  of.     His 
j  fellow,    whether   from    symjiathy    or    not, 
imitated  the  performance,  and   there   they 
were  lashing  and  plunging  with  all   their 
might,    while    the   wagon,    against    whioli 
I  the  strong   current  beat    in   all   its  foroe, 
I  threatened  at  every  instant  to  capsize.     The 
j  Friar  struggled  manrnlly,  as   did   his  fol- 
I  lower;  luit,  unfortunately,  one  of  the  reins 
;  gave  way,  and  by  the  violent  tugging  at  the 
!  remaining  one,   the  animals  were   turned. 
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out  of  their  coui'.se,  ;iiul  dragged  round  to 
the  very  middle  of  the  stream.  About 
twenty  yards  lower  down,  the  river  fell  by 
a  kind  of  cascade  some  ten  or  twelve  feet, 
and  towards  this  spot  now  the  infuriated 
horses  seemed  rushing.  Had  it  been  i)rac- 
ticable,  a  strong  man  might,  by  tlirowing 
himself  into  the  water,  have  caught  the 
horses'  heads  and  held  tliem  back,  but  the 
stream  swarmed  with  ]ioisonous  reiitiles, 
whicli  made  such  an  eff(n't  almost  inevi- 
table death. 

It  was  now  a  scene  of  terrible  and  most  ex- 
citing interest.  The  maddened  horses,  al- 
ternately rising  and  sinking,  writhed  and 
twisted  in  agonies  of  pain.  The  men's 
voices  mingled  with  the  gushing  torrent 
and  the  splashing  water,  wliich  rose  higher 
and  higher  at  pach  plunge,  while  a  shrill 
shriek  from  Avithin  the  wagon  top2"»ed  all, 
and  in  its  cadence  seemed  to  speak  a  heart 
torn  with  terror.  As  I  looked,  the  sun  had 
set,  and  as  speedily  as  though  a  curtain 
liad  fallen,  the  soft  light  of  evening  gave 
way  to  a  grey  darkness.  I  rode  down  to  the 
bank,  and  as  I  reached  it,  oneof  the  horses, 
after  a  terrible  struggle  to  get  free,  plunged 
head  foremost  down  and  disappeared.  The 
other,  unable  by  himself  alone  to  resist  the 
weight  of  the  wagon,  Avhich  already  Avas 
floating  in  the  stream,  swung  round  with 
tiie  torrent,  and  was  now  dragging  along 
toward  the  cataract.  The  dusky  indis- 
tinctness even  added  to  the  terror  of  the 
picture,  as  the  white  water  splashed  up  on 
every  side,  and  at  times  seemed  actually  to 
cover  the  whole  party  in  its  scattering 
foam.  The  Friar,  now  leaning  back,  tore 
open  one  of  the  curtains,  and,  at  the  same 
instant,  I  saw  a  female  arm  stretch  out  and 
clasp  him,  whilst  a  shrill  cry  burst  forth 
that  thrilled  to  my  very  heart. 

They  were  already  Avithin  a  fcAV  yards  of 
the  cataract:  a  moment  or  two  more  they 
must  be  over  it  and  lost!  I  spurred  Charry 
forward,  and  down  Ave  plunged  into  the 
water,  Avithout  the  slightest  thought  of 
Avhat  was  to  follow.  Half  swimming,  half 
bounding,  I  reached  the  Avagon,  Avhich 
noAV,  broadside  on  the  falls,  tottered  Avith 
every  stroke  of  the  fast  rolling  river.  Tne 
Mexican  was  standing  on  the  pole,  and  en- 
deavoring to  hold  back  the  horse;  while  the 
Friar,  ripping  the  canvas  Avitli  his  knife, 
Avas  endeavoring  to  extricate  the  female 
figure,  Avho,  sunk  on  her  knees,  seemed 
utterly  incapable  of  any  effort  for  her  own 
safety. 

Whether  maddened  by  the  bite  of  some 
monster  beneath  the  Avater,  or  having  lost 
his  footing,  [  know  not,  but  the  horse  Avcnt 
over  the  falls,  Avhile  the   Mexican,  vainly 


endeavoring  to  hold  him,  Avas  carried  down 
Avitli  him;  the.  Avagon,  reeling  with  the 
shock,  lieelcd  over  to  the  side,  and  Avas  fast 
sinking,  Avlien  I  caught  hold  of  the  out- 
stretched hand  of  the  Avoman,  and  drew 
her  towards  me.  "■  Leap — spring  towards 
him,"  cried  the  Friar;  and  she  obeyed  the 
Avords,  and  Avith  a  bound,  seated  herself  be- 
hind me. 

Breasting  the  water  bravely,  Charry 
bounded  on,  and  in  loss  than  a  minute 
reached  the  bank,  Avhich  the  Friar,  by  the 
aid  of  a  leaping-pole,  had  gained  before 
us. 

Having  placed  the  half-lifeless  girl 
on  the  sward,  I  hasteiied  to  see  after 
the  poor  Mexican.  Alas!  of  him  and  the 
horse  we  never  saAv  trace  afterwards.  We 
called  aloud,  we  shouted,  and  even  contin- 
ued along  the  stream  for  a  considerable 
space,  but  to  no  purpose:  the  poor  fellow 
had  evidently  perished — perhaps  by  a  death 
too  horrible  to  think  of.  The  ^'riar  Avrung 
his  hands  in  agony,  and  mingled  his  thanks- 
giving for  his  own  safety  with  lamentations 
for  his  lost  companion;  and  so  intent  Avas 
he  on  these  themes,  that  he  never  recog- 
nized me,  nor,  indeed,  seemed  conscious  of 
my  presence.  At  last,  as  Ave  turned  our 
steps  towards  Avhere  the  girl  lay,  he  said, 
"Is  it  possible  that  you  are  the  Caballero 
we  parted  Avith  before  sunset?" 

"  Yes,"  said  I,  "  the  same.  You  were 
loth  to  accept  of  my  company,  but  you  see 
there  is  a  fate  in  it,  after  all;  you  cannot 
get  rid  of  me  so  readily." 

"  Nor  shall  Ave  try,  Senor,"  said  the  girl, 
passionately,  but  Avith  a  foreign  accent  in 
her  Avords,  as  she  took  my  hands,  and 
pressed  them  to  her  lips. 

The  Friar  said  somethinghastily  in  Span- 
ish, Avhich  seemed  a  rebuke,  for  she  drew 
back  at  once,  and  buried  her  face  in  her 
mantle. 

"  Donna  Maria  is  my  niece,  Senor,  and 
hasonly  just  left  the  convent  of  the  'Sacred 
Heart.'  She  knows  nothing  of  the  Avorld, 
nor  Avhat  beseems  her  as  a  young  maiden." 

This  the  Friar  spoke  harshly,  and  Avith  a 
manner  that  to  mo  sounded  far  more  in 
need  of  an  apology  than  did  the  young 
girl's  grateful  emotion. 

What  Avas  to  be  done  became  now  the 
question.  Wc  were  at  least  thirty  miles 
from  I'exar,  and  not  a  village,  nor  even  a 
log-hut  between  us  and  that  city.  To  go 
back  Avas  impossible;  so  that,  like  practical 
people,  Ave  at  once  addressed  ourselves  to 
the  available  alternative. 

'Ticket  your  beast,  and  let  us  light  a 
fire,"  said  Fra  Miguel,  Avith  the  air  of  a 
man  Avho  Avould  not  Avaste  life  in  vain  re- 
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grets.  Tliiuik  Providence,  wc  liavc  both 
L'rass  and  water;  and  although  the  one  al- 
ways brings  snakes,  and  the  other  alliga- 
tors, it  is  Ijetter  than  to  bivouac  on  the  Red 
Ikivcr,  witli  iron  ore  in  the  stream,  and 
hard  flints  to  sleep  on." 

Fastening  my  beast  to  a  tree,  I  nnstrajjped 
my  saddle-bags,  and  removed  my  saddle; 
disposing  which  most  artistically  in  the 
fashion  of  an  arm-chair  for  Donna  Maria 
at  the  foot  of  a  stupendous  bcecli,  I  set 
about  the  preparation  of  a  fire.  The  Friar, 
however,  iiad  almost  anticipated  me;  and 
with  lioth  ai'ms  loaded  with  dead  wood,  sat 
liimself  down  to  construct  a  species  of 
hearth,  placing  a  little  circle  of  stones 
around  in  such  a  way  as  to  give  a  draught 
to  the  blaze. 

'MVo  must  fast  to-night,  Senor,  "said 
he;  "but  it  will  count  to  us  hereafter. 
Fan  the  fire  with  your  hat,  it  Avill  soon 
blaze  briskly.'' 

''If  it  were  not  for  that  young  lady," 
said  I,  '"'whose  sufferings  are  far  greater 
than  ours " 

"  Speak  not  of  her,  Senor;  Donna 
Maria  de  los  Dolores  was  called  after  our 
Mother  of  Sorrows,  and  she  may  as  well 
begin  her  api>renticcship  to  grief.  She  is 
the  only  child  of  my  brother,  who  had  sent 
her  to  be  educated  at  Xow  Orleans,  and  is 
now  returning  home  to  see  her  father, 
before  she  takes  the  veil  of  her  noviciate. 

A  very  low  sigh — so  low  as  only  to  be 
audible  to  myself,  came  from  beneath  the 
beach-tree,  and  I  threw  a  handful  of  dry 
chips  ui)on  the  fire,  hoping  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  features  of  my  fair  fellow- 
traveler.  Fra  Miguel,  however,  balked  my 
stratagem  by  topping  the  fire  with  a  stout 
log,  as  he  said,  "  You  are  too  spendthrift, 
Senor,  we  shall  need  to  husband  our  re- 
sources, or  we'll  not  have  enough  fur  the 
night  long." 

"  Would  you  not  like  to  come  ne;irer  to 
the  blaze,  Sen<n-a?"  said  I,  respectfully. 

"Thanks,  sir,  but  ]ierhaps " 

"Speak  out,  child,"  broke  in  theFather, 
"speak  out,  ami  say  that  you  are  counting 
your  rosary,  and  would  not  wish  to  be  di-s- 
turbed.  And  you,  Senor,  if  I  err  not,  in 
your  eagerness  to  aid  us,  have  forgotten 
to  water  your  gallant  beast — don't  lead  him 
to  the  stream,  that  would  be  unsafe;  take 
my  sombrero;  it  has  often  served  a  like  pur- 
pose before  now.  Twice  full  is  enough  for 
any  horse  in  these  countries."  I  would 
have  declined  this  offer,  but  I  felt  that  sub- 
mission in  everything  would  be  my  safest 
passport  to  his  good  oi)inion,  and  so.  arm- 
ed with  the  "  Friar's  beaver,"  I  made  my 
wav  to  the  stream. 


Whatever  his  eulogies  upon  the  pitcher- 
like qualities  of  his  head-piece — to  me 
they  seemed  most  undeserved;  for  scarcely 
had  I  filled  it,  than  the  water  ran  through 
like  a  sieve.  The  oftener,  too,  was  the 
process  rej)eated,  the  less  chance  did  there 
appear  of  success;  for,  instead  of  retaining 
the  fluid  at  all,  the  nuiterial  became  so  sat- 
urated, that  it  threatened  to  tear  in  pieces 
every  time  it  was  filled,  and  ere  I  could 
lift  it  was  totally  emi)ty.  Half  angry  with 
tlie  P'riar,  and  still  more  annoyed  at  my 
own  inaptitude,  1  gave  up  the  effort,  and 
returned  to  where  I  had  left  him,  confess- 
ing my  failure  as  I  came  forward. 

"Steep  your  'kerchief  in  the  stream, 
then,  and  wash  the  beast's  mouth,"  said  he, 
upon  his  knees,  Avho'e,  with  a  great  string 
of  beads,  he  was  engaged  with  his  devotions. 

I  retired,  abashed  at  my  intrusion,  and 
proceeded  to  do  as  I  was  directed. 

"  What,  if  all  these  cares  for  my  horse, 
and  all  these  devotional  exercises  were  but 
stratagems  to  get  rid  of  my  company  for  a 
season?"  thought  I;  as  I  perceived  that 
scarcely  had  I  left  the  spot,  than  the  Friar 
arose  from  his  knees,  and  seemed  to  busy 
himself  about  something  in  the  trees.  Full 
of  this  impression,  I  made  a  little  circuit  of 
the  place;  and  what  was  my  surprise  to 
observe,  that  he  had  converted  his  upper 
robe  of  coarse  blanket-cloth  into  a  kind 
of  hammock  for  Donna  Maiia.  in  which, 
fastened  at  either  end  to  the  bough  of  a 
tree,  she  was  now  swinging  to  and  fro, 
with  ajiparently  all  the  pleasure  of  a  happy 
child. 

"Don't  you  like  it,  uncle,  after  all," 
said  she,  laughing;  "it's  exactly  what  one 
has  read  of  in  Juan  Cordova's  stories,  to 
be  bivouacking  in  a  great  forest,  witli  a 
great  fire,  to  keep  away  the  jaguai-s." 

"Hush!  and  go  to  sleep,  child.  I  nei- 
ther like  it  for  thee,  nor  myself.  There 
are  more  dangerous  things  than  jaguars  in 
these  woods." 

"Ah!  yon  mean  the  bears,  uncle?" 

"  I  do  not,"  growled  he,  sulkily. 

"As  for  snakes,  one  gets  used'to  them  ; 
besides,  they  go  into  the  tall  grass." 

'^Av,  ay,  snakes  in  the  grass,  just  so!'* 
muttered  the  Friar,  "but  this  youth  will 
be  back,  presently,  and  let  him  not  hear 
you  talk  such  silly  nonsense.  Goodnight, 
good  night." 

"Good  night,"  sighed  she,  "but  I  CiU> 
not  sleep;  I  love  so  to  seethe  fireflies  dajic- 
ing  through  the  leaves,  and  to  hcar.-tliut 
rushing  river." 

"Hush!  he's  coming,"  said  the  Frisir; 
and  all  was  still. 

When  I  came  up,  ''  the  Friar  "  wa^  again 
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sunk  in  holy  moditiiLioii,  so  that,  disposing 
myself  beside  the  fli-e,  with  my  rillc  at  one 
side,  and  my  jjisiols  at  tlie  other,  1  lay 
down  to  sleep,  Althougli  I  closed  my  eyes, 
and  lay  still,  I  did  not  sleep.  My  thoughts 
were  full  of  Donna  Maria,  of  whom  I  weav- 
cd  a  hundred  conjectures.  It  Avas  evident 
she  was  young;  her  voice  was  soft  and  mu- 
sical too,  and  had  that  pleasant  bell-like 
cadence,  so  indicative  of  alight  lieart  and  a 
ha])py  nature.  Why  was  she  called  the  "■  Los 
Dolores  "?  I  asked  myself  again  and  again, 
what  had  she  in  her  joyousness  to  do  with 
grief  and  care?  and  why  should  she  enter  a 
convent'and  become  a  nun?  These  were 
(jucstions  there  was  no  solving,  and  ap- 
])arcntly,  if  I  might  judge  from  the  cadence 
of  her  now  deep  sigh,  no  less  puzzling  to 
herself  than  to  me.  The  more  my  interest 
became  excited  for  her,  the  stronger  grew 
my  dislike  to  the  Friar.  That  he  was  a 
surly  old  tyrant,  I  perfectly  satisfied  my- 
self. What  a  pity  that  I  could  not  rescue 
her  from  such  cruelty  as  easily  as  I  saved 
her  from  the  cataract! 

Would  that  I  could  even  see  her!  There 
Avas  something  so  tormenting  in  the  mys- 
tery of  her  concealment,  and  so,  I  deemed, 
must  she  herself  feel  it.  We  should  be  so 
happy  together,  journeying  along  day  by 
day  through  the  forest!  What  tales  would 
I  not  tell  her  of  my  wanderings,  and  how  I 
should  enjoy  the  innocence  of  her  surprise 
at  my  traveled  wonders !  And  all  the 
strange  objects  of  these  wild  woods — how 
they  would  interest  and  amuse,  were  there 
"two"  to  wonder  at  and  admire  them! 
Ilow  I  wished  she  might  be  pretty — vv'hat 
a-disappointment  if  she  were  not — what  a 
total  rout  to  all  my  imaginings  if  she  were 
to  have  red  hair — how  terrible  if  she  should 
squint!  These  thoughts  at  last  became 
-too  tantalizing  for  endurance,  and  so  I 
tried  to  fall  asleep  and  forget  them,  but  in 
vain  ;  they  had  got  too  firm  a  hold  of  me, 
and  I  couhl  not  shake  them  off. 

It  w^iis  now  about  midnight,  the  fire 
waxod  low,  and  '-the  Friar"  was  sound 
asleep.  What  connection  was  there  be- 
tween these  considerations,  and  her  of 
whom  I  WiXrt  thinking  ?  who  knows  ?  I 
arose  and  Si! t  up,  listening  with  eager  ear 
to  the  low  .long  breathings  of  the  Friar, 
who,  with  his  round  bnllet-liead  pillowed 
on  a  pine-log,  slept  soundly; — tlie  gentle 
hum  of  the  leaves,  scarcely  moved  by  the 
night  wind,  and  the  distant  sound  of  tlie 
falling  Avater,  were  lullabies  to  his  slumber. 
It  was  a  gorgeous  night  of  stars — the  sky 
was  studded  with  bright  orbs  in  all  the 
brilliant  lustre  -of  a  southern  latitude. 
The  fireflies,  too,. danced  and  glittered  on 


every  side,  leaving  traces  of  the  phosphoric 
light  on  the  leaves  as  they  passed.  The 
air  was  warm  and  balmy  with  the  rich 
odor  of  the  cedar  and  the  acacia — just  such 
a  night  as  one  would  like  to  pass  in  "con- 
verse sweet"  witli  some  dear  fi'icnd,  ming- 
ling past  memories  with  shadowy  dreams, 
and  straying  along  from  by-gones  to  fu- 
turity. 

I  crept  over  stealthily  to  where  the 
Friar  lay:  a  lively  fear  prevailed  with  me 
that  he  might  be  feigning  sleep,  and  so  1 
Avatched  him  long  and  narrowly.  !N'o!  it 
was  an  honest  slumber — the  deep  guttural 
of  his  mellow  throat  was  beyond  counter- 
feiting. I  threw  a  log  upon  the  fire  care- 
lessly, and  with  noise,  to  see  if  it  Avould 
awake  liira;  but  he  only  muttered  a  word 
or  two,  that  sounded  like  Latin,  and  slept 
on.  I  now  strained  my  eyes  towards  the 
hammock,  of  which,  under  the  shadow  of 
a  great  sycamore  tree,  I  could  barely  de- 
tect the  outline  through  the  leaves. 

Should  I  be  able  to  discern  her  features, 
Avere  I  to  creep  over?  What  a  difficult 
question,  and  how  impossible  to  decide  by 
mere  reasoning  upon  it.  What  if  I  were 
to  try  ?  It  was  a  pui-c  piece  of  curiosity — 
curiosity  of  the  most  harmless  kind.  I 
had  been,  doubtless,  just  as  eager  to  scan 
the  Friar's  lineaments,  if  he  had  taken  the 
same  pains  to  conceal  them  from  me.  It 
Avas  absurd,  besides,  to  travel  Avith  a  person 
and  not  see  their  face.  Intercourse  Avas  a 
poor  thing,  without  that  reciprocity  Avhich 
looks  convey — I'll  have  a  peep,  at  all 
events,  said  I,  summing  up  to  myself  all 
my  arguments;  and  with  this  resolve  I 
moved  cautiously  along,  and,  making  a 
wide  circuit,  came  round  to  the  foot  of  the 
sycamore,  at  the  side  most  remote  from 
the  Fi'iai-. 

There  was  the  hammock,  almost  Avithin 
reach  of  my  hand!  it  seemed  to  SAving  to 
and  fro.  I  cannot  say  if  this  Avere  mere 
deception;  and  so  I  crept  nearer,  just  to 
satisfy  my  doubts.  At  last  I  reached  the 
side,  and  peeped  in.  All  I  could  see  Avas 
the  outline  of  a  figure  Avrai)[)ed  in  a  man- 
tle', and  a  mass  of  sol't  silky  hair,  Avhich 
fell  over  and  shaded  the  face.  It  was  some 
time  before  my  eyes  grew  accustomed  to 
the  deep  shadoAV  of  the  spot;  but  by  de- 
grees I  could  perceive  the  profile  of  a 
young  and  beautiful  face,  resting  upon  one 
arm,  the  other  hung  negligently  at  one 
side,  and  the  hand  drooped  over  the  edge 
of  the  hammock.  The  attitude  Avas  the 
very  perfection  of  graceful  ease,  and  such 
as  a  sculptor  might  have  modelled.  What 
a  study,  too,  that  hand,  whose  dimpled 
loveliness   the   star-light   speckled!     How 


THE   COXFESSIOXS  OF  COX  CREGAX. 


4(15 


could  T  liclp  toiichiiif^  it  with  my  lips? — 
the  lirst  tinio,  with  nil  tiio  hiillowcd  rever- 
ence ii  worshiper  would  vouchsiifo  to 
Koinc  holy  relic;  the  second,  witli  a  more 
fervent  devotion;  the  third,  I  ventured  to 
take  the  hand  in  mine  and  slightly  press 
it.  Did  I  dream?  Could  the  ecstasy  be  no 
more  t!i;in  fancy?—  I  thought  the  pressure 
was  returned. 

She  turned  gently  around,  and  in  a  voice 
of  surpassing  softness,  Avhispered,  " 'rdl 
mo  your  name,  Sefior  Caballero?"  I 
Avhispered  low,  ''  Con  Cregan." 

"Yes,  but  what  do  your  sisters  call 
you?" 

"[  have  none,  Sefiora. '" 
"  Your  brothers,  then  ?  " 
"  I  never  had  a  brother." 
"  IIow   strange  !    nor    I    either.     Then 
hou- shall  I  call' you?" 

"  Call  me  your  brother,"  said  I,  trying 
to  repossess  myself  of  the  hand  she  had 
gently  withdrawn  from  my  grasp. 

*' And  will  you  call  me  AEaria?"  said 
she,  gaily. 

"If  YOU  permit  it,  Maria.  But  how 
will  Fra  Miguel  think  of  it  ?" 

*' Ah  I  I  forgot  that.  But  what  can  he 
say  ?  You  saved  my  life.  I  should  have 
been  carried  away  like  poor  Sanciio,  but 
for  you.  Tell  me  how  you  chanced  to  Ije 
here,  and  where  you  are  going,  and  whence 
you  come,  and  all  about  you.  Sit  down 
there  on  that  stone.  Nay,  you  needn't 
hold  my  hand  while  talking." 

"  Yes,  but  I'm  afraid  to  be  alone  here 
m  the  dark,  Maria,''  said  I. 

"  What  a  silly  creature  it  is  !  Xow  begin." 
*'rd  rather  talk  of  the  future,  J\Iaria. 
dearest.  I'd  rather  we  should  speak  of 
all  the  liap[)y  days  wc  may  spend  together." 
"]5ut  how  so?  Once  at  Bexar,  I'm  to 
wait  at  the  monastery  till  my  father  sends 
his  mules  and  poo])le  to  fetch  me  home  : 
meanwhile  you  will  have  wandered  away 
Heaven  knows  where." 

"  And  where  do  you  call  home,  Afaria?" 
"Faraway,  beyond  the  llio  Grande,  in 
the  Gold  Country,  near  Aguaverde." 

'•And  why  should  I  not  go  thither  ?  I 
am  free  to  turn  my  steps  whither  I  will. 
I'erhaps  your  father  would  not  desjnse  the 
services  of  one  who  has  some  smattering  of 
knowledge  upon  7nany  a  theme." 

"But  a  Caballero — a  real  Sefior — turn 
minor  !     They  arc  all  miners  there." 

"No  matter.  Fortune  might  favor  me, 
and  make  me  rich,  and  then — and  then — 
who  is  to  toll  what  changes  might  follow  ? 
The  Caballero  might  bid  atlieu  to  the 
'Placer,' and  the  fair'  Donna  Maria'  wave 
a  good-bye  to  the    nunnery — and,  by  the 
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very    cruel    destiny   they 
I  was  very  happy  in  tlu>. 
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way,    that    is  a 
intend  foi*  vou." 

"  Who  knows? 
'Sacred  Heart.'" 

"  Possibly,  Maria  ;  but  you  were  a  child, 
and  would  have  been  happy  anywhere. 
But  think  of  the  future  ;  thinkof  the 
time  when  you  will  be  loved,  and  will  love 
in  turn;  think  of  that  bright  world  of 
which  the  convent-window  does  not  admit 
f)ne  passing  glance.  'J'hink  of  the  glorious 
freedom  to  enjoy  whatever  is  beautiful  in 
Xature,  and  to  fool  sympathies  with  all 
that  is  great  and  good  ;  and  reflect  u))on 
the  sad  monotony  of  the  cloister — its  cold 
and  chooi-Iess  existence,  uncared  for. 
almost  nnfolt." 

"And  when  the  Sui)erioress  is  cross  I" 
cried  she,  holding  up  her  hands. 

"And  she  is  always  cross,  ]\Iaria.     That 
austere  habit  repels  every  generous  emotion, 
as  it  defies  every  expansion  of  the  heart. 
No,  no  ;  vou  must  not  be  a  nun." 
"Well,"  I  will  not,"  said  she. 
"You  promise  mo  this,  ^Maria  ?" 
"Yes,  upon  one  condition:     that 
will    come    to    the   'Placer,'  and    tell 
father  all  that  you  have  told  to  me. 
is  so  good  and  so  kind,  he'll  never  force 
me." 

"But  will  he  receive  mo?  Will  your 
father  ]iormit  me  so  to  speak  ?" 

"  You  saved  my  life,  Senor,"  said  she, 
half-proudly,  "anil  little  as  you  reckon 
such  a  service,  it  is  one  upon  which  Do?i 
Estavan  Glares  will  sot  some  store." 

"Ah!"  said  I,  sighing,  "how  little 
merit  had  I  in  the  feat!  It  did  not  even 
cause  me  the  slightest  injury." 

"Iain  just  as  gratified  as  though  you 
had  been  oaten  by  an  alligator,  Stfioi-." 
said  she,  laughing  with  a  sly  malice  that 
made  me  half  snsjiect  that  some,  at  least, 
of  her  innocence  was  assumed. 

From  this  we  wandered  on  to  speak  of 
the  journey  for  the  morrow,  which  1  j)ro- 
posod  she  should  make  npon  '*  Charry  " 
while  Fra  Miguel  and  myself  accompanied 
her  on  foot.  It  was  also  agreed  between 
ns,  that  we  should  preserve  the  most  rigid 
reserve  jind  distance  of  manner  in  the 
Friar's  presence,  rarely  noticing  or  speak- 
ing with  each  other.  One  only  dittit-ulty 
existed,  which  was  by  what  ])retence  I 
should  direct  my  stejis  to  Aguaverde.  ]5ut 
here  again  Donna  ^Maria's  ready  wit 
suggested  the  expedient,  as  she  said,  laugli- 
ing,  "Are  you  not  nniking  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  'des  los  Dolores'?" 
"So  I  am,''  said  I.  "Shame on  me  that 
I  should  have  forgotten  it  till  now!" 
"Did    vou    never   tell    me,"   said    she. 
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jirchlv,  "that  5^011  intended  to  enter  'an 
order'?" 

"Certainly,"  said  I,  joining  the  merry 
luimor;  "  and  so  will  I,  on  the  very  same 
day  you  take  the  veil." 

"And  now,  holy  ma]i,"  said  she,  with 
ditliculty  repressing  a  fresh  burst  of  laugh- 
ter, '•  Tot  us  say,  'Good  night.'  Fra 
Miguel  will  awake  at  daybreak,  and  I  see 
that  is  already  near." 

'•Good  night,  sweet  sister,"  said  I,  once 
again  pressing  her  fingers  to  my  lips,  and 
scarcely  knowing  when  to  relinquish  them. 
A  iieavy  sigh  from  the  Friar,  however,  ad- 
monished mo  to  hasten  away;  and  I  crept 
to  my  place,  and  lay  down  beside  the  now 
almost  extinguislied  embers  of  onr  fire. 

"  What  a  good  thonght  was  that  of  the 
pilgrimage,"  said  I,  as  I  drew  my  cloak 
around  me;  and  I  remembered  that 
"Chico's"  beads,  and  his  "book  of 
offices,"  were  still  among  my  effects  in  the 
saddle-bags,  and  would  greatly  favor  my 
assumption  of  the  pious  cluiracter*  I  then 
tried  to  recall  some  01  my  forgotten  Latin. 
From  this  I  reverted  to  tb.ov^ghts  of  Donna 
Maria  herself,  and  half  wondered  at  the 
rapid  strides  we  had  accomplished  in  each 
other's  confidence.  At  last  I  fell  asleep,  to 
dream  of  every  incongruity  and  incoher- 
ency  that  ever  haunted  a  diseased  brain. 
Nunneries,  with  a  crocodile  for  the  Abbess, 
gave  way  to  scenes  in  the  Placers,  where 
Xuns  were  gold-washing,  and  Friars  riding 
down  cataracts  on  caymans.  From  such 
pleasant  realities  a  rough  shake  of  Fra 
Miguel  aroused  me,  as  he  cried,  "^Yhen  a 
man  laughs  so  heartily  in  his  sleep,  he  may 
chance  to  keep  all  the  grave  thoughts  for 
his  waking.  Kise  up,  Senor;  the  day  is 
breaking.  Let  us  profit  by  the  cool  hours 
to  make  our  journey." 

As  day  was  breaking  we  set  out  for 
Bexar,  in  the  manner  I  had  suggested: 
Donna  Maria  riding,  the  Friar  and  myself, 
one  either  side  of  her,  on  foot.  E'jsolved 
upon  winning,  so  far  as  miglit  be,  Fra 
iiiguol's  conlidence,  I  addressed  my  con- 
versation almost  exclusively  to  him,  rarely 
speaking  a  word  to  my  fair  companion, 
and  tlien  only  upon  the  commonest  ques- 
tions of  the  way. 

As  none  of  us  had  eaten  since  the  day 
previous,  nor  was  there  any  baiting-place 
till  we  reached  Bexar,  it  was  necessary  to 
make  the  best  of  our  way  thither  with  all 
speed.  'Che  Fra  knew  the  road  perfectly, 
and  by  his  skill  in  detecting  the  marks  on 
trees,  the  position  of  certain  rocks,  and  the 
course  of  the  streams,  gave  me  some  in- 
sight into  the  acute  qualities  necessary  for 
a  prairie  traveler.     These  themes,  too,  fur- 


nished the  greater  portion  of  our  conversa- 
tion, which  1  am  free  to  own  offered  many 
a  long  interval  of  dreary  silence.  The 
Fra's  thoughts  dwelt  gloomily  on  his  late 
disaster,  while  Donna  Maria  and  myself 
were  condemned  to  the  occasional  exchange 
of  a  chance  remark,  or  some  question  about 
the  road. 

Once  or  twice  Fra  Miguel  questioned  me 
on  the  subject  of  my  own  history;  but  ere 
I  had  proceeded  any  length  in  detailing 
my  veracious  narrative,  an  accidental 
word,  or  remark,  would  show  that  he  was 
inattentive  to  what  I  was  speaking,  and 
only  occupied  by  his  own  immediate  reflec- 
tions. 

Why,  then,  trouble  myself  with  bio- 
graphical inventions,  which  failed  to  excite 
any  interest?  and  so  I  relapsed  into  a  si- 
lence plodding  and  moody  as  his  own. 

At  length  the  path  became  too  narrow 
for  us  all  go  to  go  abi-east,  and  as  my 
duties  were  to  guide  Gharry  by  the  bridle, 
I  became  the  companion  of  Maria  by  force 
of  circumstances;  still  Fi-a  Miguel  kept  up 
close  behind,  and  however  abstracted  at 
other  times,  he  now  showed  himself  "wide 
awake"  on  the  subject  of  our  intercourse. 
Denied  the  pleasure  of  talking  to  each 
other,  we  could  at  least  exchange  glances ; 
and  this  was  a  privilege  no  surveillance, 
however  rigid,  could  deny  us.  These  are 
small  and  insignificant  details,  which  were 
of  little  moment  at  the  time,  and  led  to 
eve]i  less  for  the  future;  but  I  record  them 
as  the  first  stirrings  of  love  in  a  heart 
which  might  have  been  deemed  too  intent 
upon  its  own  cares  to  admit  of  others;  and 
here  let  me  observe  that  the  taste  for  strat- 
agem— the  little  wiles  and  snares  inspired 
by  a  first  passion — are  among  the  strongest 
incentives  to  its  origin.  It  was  the  sec)"ecy 
of  our  meeting  at  night, — the  little  diffi- 
culties of  our  intercourse  b}^  day,  the  peril 
of  discovery  as  we  spoke  together, — the 
danger  of  detection  as  we  exchanged 
glances,  that  by  giving  us  a  common  ob- 
ject, suggested  a  common  feeling.  Both 
engaged  in  the  same  warfare,  how  could 
we  avoid  sympathizing  with  each  other? 
Then,  there  was  that  little  "dash  of  ro- 
mance" about  our  first  meeting,  so  aux- 
iliary to  the  tender  passion;  and,  again, 
we  were  wandering,  side  by  side,  in  a  silent; 
forest,  with  only  one  other  near  us. 
Would  we  could  have  disposed  of  him, 
too!  I  shame  to  say  it,  but,  in  honest  truth, 
I  often  wished  that  he  had  followed  the 
Mexican ! 

We  halted  during  the  great  heat  of  the 
day,  and  the  Fra  once  more  "rigging  '"  out 
his  capote,  for  a  hammock.  Donna  Maria 
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lay  down  for  ilio  siesta,  while  I  cut  f^rass 
for  Charry,  and  rubbed  her  down,  jjong 
fasting  had  made  us  all  more  disposed  to 
silence,  so  that  a  few  monosyllables  were  all 
that  passed.  When  the  time  came  to  re- 
sume the  road,  I  am  })roud  to  say  that  the 
Fra  bore  his  jjri  vat  ions  with  less  C([uanim- 
ity  than  did  we.  llis  sighs  grew  heavy  and 
fix'quent;  any  accidental  interruption  on 
the  road  evoked  unmistakable  signs  of  irri- 
tation; he  even  expostulated  with  certain 
saints,  whose  leaden  images  decorated  his 
sombrero,  as  to  the  precise  reasons  for  which 
his  present  sufferings  were  incurred,  and 
altogether,  as  hunger  pinched,  showed  a 
more  rebellious  spirit  than  his  holy  dis- 
courses of  the  preceding  evening  could  have 
led  me  to  suspect. 

One  time,  ho  charged  his  calamities  to  the 
score  of  having  eaten  turtle,  ■which  was  only 
half  dsh,  on  a  Friday;  at  another,  it  was 
upon  that  unlucky  day  the  journey  had  been 
begun;  then,  he  I'emembered  that  the  Mexi- 
can was  only  a  half-breed,  who,  possibly  if 
baptized  at  all,  was  only  an  irregular  kind  of 
a  Christian,  admitted  into  the  fold  by  some 
stray  missionary — more  trapper  than  jjriest. 
Then,  he  bethought  him  that  his  patron, 
Saint  Michel  of  Pavia,  was  of  an  uncertain 
humor,  and  often  tormented  his  votaries, 
by  way  of  trying  their  fidelity.  These  var- 
ious doubts  assumed  the  form  of  open 
grumblings,  which  certainly  inspired  very 
different  sentiments  in  Donna  Maria  and 
myself  than  edification.  As  evening  closed 
in,  and  darkness  favored  us,  these  ghostly 
lamentations  afforded  us  many  a  low,  quiet 
laugh;  a  soft  ])ressuro  of  the  hand,  which 
now,  by  mere  accident  of  course,  she  had 
let  fall  near  me,  would  sometimccshow  how 
we  concui'red  in-  our  sentiments,  till  at 
length,  as  the  thicker  gloom  of  night  fell 
around,  such  was  our  unanimity,  that  her 
hand  remained  clasped  in  my  own  without 
any  further  attempt  to  remove  it. 

if  the  Fra's  gratitude  burst  forth  elo- 
quently as  we  came  in  sight  of  some  span- 
gled lights  glittering  through  the  gloom, 
our  sensations  were  far  more  akin  to  disap- 
pointment. 

"  Bexar,  at  last !  praised  be  St.  Michel! "' 
exclaimed  he.  "It  has  been  a  long  and 
dreary  journey."  Here  I  pressed  Donna 
Maria's  hand,  and  she  returned  the  pres- 
sure. 

"'I'wodaysof  disaster  and  sore  suffer- 
ing!" Another  squeeze  of  the  Sefiora's 
fingers. 

"  A  time  I  shall  never  forget,"  muttered 
he. 

"Nor  I,"  whispered  I,  to  my  fair  com- 
panion. 


"A  season  of  trouble  and  distress!" 
quoth  the  Fra. 

"  Of  love  and  liai)piness!  "  muttered  I. 

"  And  now,  my  worthy  young  friend," 
said  he,  adilressing  me,  "as  we  are  so  soon 
to  part — for  yonder  is  Hexar — Ikjw  shall  we 
best  show  our  gratitude!-'  Would  you  like 
a  '  novena'  to  '  Our  Lady  of  Tears,'  whose 
altar  is  here!''  or,  shall  we  vow  a  candle  to 
St.  Nicomede  of  Terapia!-'" 

"Thanks,  holy  Father,  there  is  no  need 
for  cithei";  mine  was  a  slight  service,  more 
than  requited  by  the  pleasure  of  traveling 
in  your  company,  and  that  of  this  pious 
maiden.  I  have  learned  many  a  goodly  les- 
son by  the  way,  and  will  think  over  them 
as  I  wander  on  my  future  pilgrimage." 

"And  whither  nniy  that  tend,  Senoi-!-'" 

"To  the  shrine  of  'Our  f^ady  of  S'n'- 
rows,'  at  Aguaverde,  by  the  help  of  St. 
F]-ancis." 

"Aguaverde!"  exclaimed  Fra  Miguel, 
with  a  voice  that  bespoke  anything  I'ather 
than  jdeasure;  "it  is  a  long  and  dangerous 
journey,  young  man!" 

"  'y\\o  greater  the  merit,  Father!" 

"  Trackless  wastes,  and  deep  rivers;  hos- 
tile Indians,  and  even  more  cruel  half- 
breeds.  These  are  some  of  the  peri  Is,"  said 
he,  in  a  voice  of  warning;  but  a  gentle 
pressure  from  the  Senora's  fingers  was 
moi-e  than  an  answer  to  such  terrors. 

"  You  can  make  your  ]:)enancc  here, 
young  man,  at  the  Convent  of  the  mis- 
sions. There  are  holy  men  wlio  will  give 
you  all  good  counsel;  and  I  will  myself 
speak  to  them  for  you." 

I  was  about  to  decline  this  i)oli(e  inter- 
vention, when  a  quiet  gesture  from  Donna 
Maria  arrested  my  words,  and  made  me  ac- 
cejit  the  offer,  with  thanks. 

Tims  chatting,  we  reached  the  suburbs 
of  Bexar,  and  soon  entered  the  main  street 
of  that  town;  and  here  let  me  record  a 
strange  feature  of  the  life  of  this  land, 
v/hich,  although  one  that  I  soon  became 
accustomed  to,  had  a  most  singular  aspect 
to  my  eyes  on  first  acquaintance.  It  was  a 
hot  and  sultiT  night  of  June;  the  air  as 
dry  and  parched  as  of  a  summer  day  in  our 
English  climate,  and  we  found  that  the 
whole  ])opulation  had  their  beds  disposed 
along  the  streets,  and  were  sleeping  for  the 
benefit  of  the  cool  night  air — al  fresco. 
There  was  no  moon,  nor  any  lamp-light, 
but  by  the  glimmering  stars  we  could  see 
this  strange  encampment,  which  barely  left 
a  passage  in  the  middle  for  the  mule  carts. 

Some  of  the  grou])s  were  irresistibly 
droll:  here  was  an  old  lady,  with  a  yellow- 
and-red  Inmdkerchief  round  her  head, 
snoring  awav,  Avhile  a  negro  wench  waved 
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ii  i)laintain  bough  to  and  fro  to  kee]i  off  the 
luosquitos,  which  thronged  the  spot  from 
the  inducenient  of  a  little  glimmering  lamp 
to  the  Virgin  over  the  bed.  There  was  a 
thin  lanthorn-jawed  old  follow  sipping  his 
chocolate  before  he  resigned  himself  to 
sleep.  Now  and  then  there  would  be  a 
faint  scream  and  a  muttered  ai)ology,  as 
some  one,  feeling  his  way  to  his  nest,  had 
fallen  over  the  couch  of  a  sleeper.  Mothers 
were  nursing  babies,  nurses  were  singing 
others  to  rest;  social  spirits  were  recalling 
the  last  strains  of  recent  convivialities; 
while  others,  less  genially  given,  Avere  ut- 
tering their  "Oarambas"  in  all  the  vindic- 
tive auger  of  broken  slumber.  Now  and 
then  a  devotional  attitude  might  be  detect- 
ed, and  even  some  little  glimpses  caught  of 
some  fair  form  making  her  toilet  for  the 
night,  and  throwing  back  her  dishevelled 
hair,  to  peer  at  the  passing  strangers. 

Such  were  the  scenes  that  even  a  brief 
transit  presented;  a  longer  sojourn,  and  a 
little  more  light,  had  doubtless  discovered 
still  more  singular  ones. 

We  halted  at  the  gate  of  a  large  gloomy- 
looking  building,  which  the  Friar  inform- 
ed me  was  the  ''Venta  Nazionale,"  the 
chief  inn  of  the  town;  and  by  dint  of  much 
knocking,  and  various  interlocutions  be- 
tween Fra  Miguel  and  a  black,  four  stories 
high,  the  gates  were  at  length  opened. 
Faint,  hungry,  and  tired,  I  had  hoped  that 
vv^e  should  have  supped  in  company,  and 
thus  recompensed  me  for  my  share  of  the 
successful  issue  of  the  journey;  but  th(-i 
Fra,  giving  his  oi-dcrs  hastily,  wished  me 
an  abrupt  "good  night,"  and  led  his  niece 
up  the  narrow  stairs,  leaving  me  and  my 
7iiare  in  the  gloomy  entrance,  like  things 
whose  services  were  no  longer  needed. 

'•'This  may  be  Texan  gratitude,  Fra 
Miguel,"  said  I  to  myself,  '"'but  certainly 
you  never  brought  it  from  your  own  coun- 
try." Meanwhile  the  negro,  after  lighting 
the  others  upstairs,  returned  to  Avhere  I 
v/as,  and  perhaps  not  impressed  by  any 
high  notions  of  my  quality,  or  too  sleepy 
to  think  much  about  the  matter,  sat  down 
on  a  stone  bench,  and  looked  very  much  as 
if  about  to  compose  himself  for  anothei- 
doze.  I  was  in  no  mood  of  gentleness,  and 
po  bestowing  a  hearty  kick  upon  my  black 
"  brother,"  I  told  him  to  show  me  the  way 
to  the  stable  at  once.  The  answer  to  this 
.somewhat  rude  summons  was  a  strange  one, 
—he  gave  a  kind  of  grin  that  showed  all 
his  teeth,  and  made  a  species  of  hissing 
noise,  like  "  Cheet,  cheet,"  said  rapidly — 
a  performance  I  bad  never  witnessed  before, 
nor,  for  certain  reasons,  have  I  any  fancy  to 
witness  again. 


'•'Do  you  hear  mo,  black  fellow?"  cried 
I,  ta[)piijg  his  bullet-head  with  the  end  of 
my  heavy  whip,  pretty  much  as  one  does  a 
tavern-table  to  summon  the  waiter. 

"Cheet,  cheet,  cheet,"  cried  he  again, 
but  with  redoubled  energy. 

'•  Confound  your  jargon,"  said  I,  angrily, 
"  get  up  out  of  that,  and  lead  the  way  to 
the  stable."  This  spfech  I  accompanied  by 
another  admonition  from  my  foot,  given,  I 
am  free  to  own,  with  all  the  irritable  im- 
patience of  a  thirty  houi's'  fast. 

The  words  had  scaix-ely  passed  my  lips, 
ere  the  fellow  sprang  to  his  legs,  and  with 
a  cry  like  the  scream  of  an  infuriated  beast, 
dashed  at  mo.  I  threw  out  my  arm  as  a 
guard,  but  stooping  beneath  it,  he  plunged 
a  knife  into  my  side  and  fled.  I  heard  the 
heavy  bang  of  the  great  door  resound  as  he 
rushed  out,  and  then  fell  to  the  ground, 
weltering  in  my  blood. 

I  made  a  great  effort  to  cry  out,  but  my 
voice  failed  me;  the  blood  ran  fast  from  my 
wound,  and  a  chill  sickening  sensation 
crept  over,  that  I  thought;  must  be  "  death." 
"'Tis  hard  to  die  thus,"  was  the  thought 
that  crossed  me,  and  it  was  the  last  effort 
of  consciousness,  ere  I  swooned  into  insen- 
sibility. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

HE   LAZAKETTO   OP   EEXAE. 

Kind-hearted  reader;  you  who  have 
sympathized  with  so  many  of  the  rubs  that 
Fortune  has  dealt  us;  who  have  watched 
us  with  a  benevolent  interest  in  our  war- 
fare with  an  adverse  destiny;  who  have 
marked  our  struggles,  and  witnessed  our 
defeats;  will  surely  compassionate  our  sad 
fate  Avhen  we  tell  you  that  when  the  cur- 
tain next  rises  on  our  drama,  it  presents 
us  no  longer  what  we  had  been! 

Con  Cregan,  the  light-hearted  vagrant, 
paddling  his  lone  canoe  down  life's  stream 
in  joyous  merriment,  himself  sufficing  to 
himself,  his  eyes  ever  upward  as  his  hopes 
were  onward,  his  crest  an  eagle's,  and  his 
motto  "higher,"  was  no  more.  He  had 
gone — vanished,  been  dissipated  into  thin 
air;  and  in  his  place  there  sat,  too  weak  to 
walk,  a  ])00r  emaciated  creature,  with 
shaven  head  and  shrunken  limbs,  a  very 
wreck  of  humanity,  pale,  sallow,  and  mis- 
erable' as  fever  and  flannel  could  paint 
him. 

Yes,  gentle  reader,  under  the  shade  of  a 
dwarf  fig-tree,  in  the  Leper  Hospital  of 
Bexar,  I  sat,  attired  in  a  whole  suit  of 
flannel,  of  a  ])-^\q  brown  tint,  looking  like 
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a  faciocl  flea;  all  my  gay  spirits  fled,  ainl 
my  very  identity  merged  into  the  simple 
fact  that  I  w:us  known  as  "Convalescent, 
No.  303,"  an  announcement  which,  for 
memory's  sake  perhaps,  was  stamped  upon 
the  front  of  my  nightcap. 

Few  people  are  fortunate  enough  not  to 
I'eniember  the  strange  jumble  of  true  and 
I'ai.so,  the  incoherent  tissue  of  fact  and 
fancy  whicli  assails  the  first  moments  (A 
recovery  from  illness.  It  is  a  pitiable 
period,  with  its  thronging  thoughts,  all  too 
weighty  for  tlie  liglit  brain  that  siiould 
l)ear  them.  Vou  foUow  your  ideas  like  an 
ill-mounted  horseman  in  a  hunt;  no  sooner 
have  you  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  game 
than  it  is  lost  again:  on  you  go,  wearied 
by  the  pace  but  never  cheered  by  success; 
often  tumbling  into  a  slough,  missing  your 
way,  and  mistaking  the  object  of  pursuit; 
such  are  the  casualties  in  eitiier  case,  and 
they  are  not  enviable  ones. 

Now,  lest  I  should  seem  to  be  a  charac- 
ter of  all  others  I  detest,  a  grumbler  with- 
out cause,  let  me  ask  the  reader  to  sit  be- 
side me  for  a  few  seconds  on  this  bench, 
and  look  with  me  at  the  prospect  around 
him.  Yonder,  that  large  white  building, 
with  grated  windows,  jail-like  and  sal,  is 
the  Leper  Hospital  of  Bexar,  an  institution 
originally  intended  for  the  sick  of  that  one 
malady,  but,  under  the  impression  of  its 
being  contagious,  generously  extended  to 
those  laboring  under  any  other  disease. 
The  lepers  are  that  host  who  sit  in  groups 
upon  the  grass,  at  cards  or  dice,  or  walk 
in  little  knots  of  two  and  three.  Tiieir 
shambling  gait  and  crippled  figures — the 
terrible  cviilence  of  their  malady — twisted 
limbs,  contorted  into  every  horrible  variety 
of  lameness,  hands  with  deficient  fingers, 
faces  without  noses,  are  the  ordinary  sym- 
bols. Tire  voices,  too,  are  either  husky 
and  unnatural,  or  reduced  to  a  thin  reedy 
trel)le,  like  the  wail  of  an  infant.  Worse 
than  all,  far  more  awful  to  contemplate,  to 
him  exposed  to  such  companionship,  their 
minds  would  appear  more  diseased  than 
even  their  bodies;  some,  evincing  this  ab- 
erration by  traits  of  ungovernable  passion, 
some,  by  the  querulous  irritability  of 
peevish  childhood,  and  some  by  the  fatu- 
ous vacuity  of  idiocy;  :uul  here  am  1,  gaz- 
ing \\\)()\\  all  this,  and  si)eculating,  by  the 
aid  of  a  liitle  bit  of  broken  looking-glass, 
how  long  it  is  probable  that  I  shall  retain 
the  "  regulation  "  number  of  the  human 
features. 

Ah,  you  gentlemen  of  England,  who  live 
at  homo  at  ease,  may  smile  at  such  miser- 
ies; but  let  me  tell  you,  that  however  im- 
pertinent you  might  deem  him  who  told 


you  "to  follow  your  nose,"  the  impossi- 
bility of  compliance  is  a  yet  heavier  inflic- 
tion, and  it  was  with  a  trembling  eagernos.s 
that  each  morning,  as  I  awoke,  I  con- 
sulted the  map  of  my  face,  to  be  sure  that 
I  was  master  of  each   geogia])hical  feature. 

Wiiile  all  wiio  may  break  a  leg  or  cut  a 
blood-vessel  are  reckoned  fit  subjects  to 
expose  to  the  risk  of  this  contagion,  the 
most  guarded  measures  are  adojited  to  pro- 
tect the  world  without  the  walls  from  every 
risk.  Not  only  is  every  leper  denied  ac- 
cess to  his  friends  and  faniily,  but  even 
written  communication  is  i-efused  him, 
while  sentinels  are  stationed  at  short  inter- 
vals around  the  grounds,  with  orders  to 
fire  u])on  any  who  should  attempt  an  es- 
cape. 

Here  then  was  I  in  a  jail,  \\\\\\  the  dan- 
ger of  a  horrible  disease  .<ni)eradded. 
Algebraically,  my  case  stood  thus: — Let- 
ting the  letter  P  represent  a  prison.  L  the 
leprosy,  and  N  my  nose,  P  +  I^ — N,  being 
equal  to  any  given  number  of  deaths  by 
torture.  Such  was  my  case,  such  mv  situ- 
ation; while  of  the  ])ast,  by  what  chain  of 
events  I  caine  to  be  thus  a  prisoner,  1  knew 
nothing.  A  little  memoir  at  the  head  of 
my  bed  set  forth  that  I  was  "a  case  of 
punctured  wound  in  the  thorax,"  with 
several  accessory  advantages,  not  over  in- 
telligible by  my  ignor:ince,  but  which  I 
guessed  to  imply,  that  if  the  doctor  didn't 
finish  me  oft*  at  once,  there  was  every 
chance  of  my  slipping  away  by  a  lingering 
malady — some  one  of  those  '•  chest  affec- 
tions"— that  make  the  fortunes  of  doctors, 
but  are  seldom  so  profitable  to  the  patients. 

One  fact  was,  however,  very  suggestive. 
It  was  above  four  months  since  the  date  of 
my  admission  to  the  hospital,  a  circum- 
stance that  vouched  for  the  gravity  of  my 
illness,  as  well  as  showing  what  a  number 
of  events  might  have  occurred  in  the 
interval. 

Four  months  !  and  where  was  Donna 
Maria  now?  Had  she  forgotten  me — forgot- 
ten the  terrible  scene  on  the  Colorado  —for- 
gotten the  starlit  night  in  the  forest?  Had 
they  left  me  without  any  interest  in  my 
future — deserted  me,  wounded — ]K'rhaps 
dying? — a  sad  return  for  the  services  I  had 
rendered  them  I  That  Fra  ]\Iiguel  should 
have  done  this  would  have  caused  me  no 
surprise  ;  but  the  Senora — she  who  sprang 
by  a  bound  into  intimacy  with  me,  and 
called  me  ''brother  I"  Alas  !  if  this  were 
sojwhat  faith  could  be  placed  in  woman  ? 

In  vain  I  sought  informntion  on  these 
points  from  those  around  me.  My  Spanish 
was  not  the  very  purest  Castilian,  it  is  true  ; 
!  but  here    another  and  greater  obstacle  to 
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knowledge  existed — no  one  cared  !in\'tlung 
for  the  past  and  very  little  for  tlic  future 
— the  last  event  that  held  a  jilace  in  their 
memory  was  the  day  of  their  admission — 
the  fell  malady  -was  the  center  round 
which  all  thousfhts  revolved,  and  I  was 
regarded  as  alcind  of  visionary  when  asking 
about  circumstances  that  occurred  before 
I  entered  the  hospital.  There  were  vague 
and  shadowy  rumors  about  me  and  my 
adventure,  so  much  I  could  fiud  out  ;  but 
whatever  these  were,  scarcely  two  agreed 
on — not  one  cared.  Some  said  I  had 
killed  a  priest — others  averred  it  was  a 
negro — a  few  opined  that  I  had  done  both; 
and  an  old  mulatto  woman,  with  a  face 
like  a  target,  the  bull's  eye  being  repre- 
sented by  where  the  nose  ought  to  be, 
related  a  more  connected  narrative  about 
my  having  stolen  a  horse,  and  being  over- 
taken by  a  negro  slave  of  the  owner,  who 
rescued  the  animal  and  stabbed  me. 

All  the  stories  tallied  in  one  particular, 
which  was  in  representing  me  as  a  fellow 
of  the  most  desperate  character  and  deter- 
mination, and  who  cared  as  little  for  shed- 
ding blood  as  spilling  water — traits,  I  am 
bound"  to  acknowledge,  which  never  ap- 
peared to  lower  me  in  general  esteem.  Of 
course,  all  inquiries  as  to  my  horse,  poor 
Charr}' — my  precious  saddle-bags,  my  rifle, 
my  bowie-knife,  and  my  " Harper 's-ferry,'"' 
would  have  proved  less  than  useless — 
actually  absurd.  The  patients  would  have 
reckoned  such  questions  as  little  vagaries 
of  mental  wandering,  and  the  servants  of 
the  house  never  replied  to  anything. 

My  next  anxiety  was,  Avhen  I  should  be 
at  liberty  ?  The  doctor,  when  I  asked 
him,  gave  a  peculiar  grin,  and  said,  "  Wc 
cannot  spare  you,  amigo  ;  we  shall  want 
to  look  at  your  ])cricardium  one  of  these 
days.  /  say  it  is  perforated — Don  Ema- 
nuel says  not.     Time  will  tell  who's  right.'' 

"  You  mean  when  I'm  dead,  KSenor,  of 
course  ?'"'  cried  I,  not  fancying  the  chance 
of  resolving  the  difRcultics  by  being  carved 
alive. 

"Of  course  I  do,"  said  he.  "Yours  is 
a  very  instructive  case;  and,  I  shall  take 
care  that  your  heart  and  a  portion  of  the 
left  lung  be  carefully  injected,  and  pre- 
served in  the  museum." 

**May  you  live  a  thousand  years  I"  said 
I,  bowing  my  gratitude,  Avhile  a  chill  crept 
over  me  that  I  thought  I  should  have 
fainted. 

I  have  already  mentioned  that  sentries 
n'ere  placed  at  intervals  round  the  walls, 
to  prevent  escape,  a  precaution  which,  were 
one  to  judge  from  the  desolate  and  crippled 
condition  of  the  inmates,  savored  of  over 


care.  A  few  were  able  to  crawl  along 
upon  crutches,  the  majority  Avere  utterly 
helpless,  while  the  most  active  were  only 
capable  of  creeping  up  the  bank  which 
formed  the  boundary  of  the  grounds,  to 
look  down  into  the  moat  beneath,  a  descent 
of  some  twenty  feet,  but  which,  to  imag- 
inations such  as  theirs,  was  a  gulf  like 
the  crater  of  a  volcano. 

Whenever  a  little  group,  then,  would 
station  themselves  on  the  "heights,"  as 
they  were  called,  and  gaze  timidly  into  the 
depths  below,  the  guards  far  from  dispers- 
ing them,  saw  that  no  better  lesson  could 
be  administered  than  what  their  own  fears 
suggested,  and  prudently  left  them  to  the 
admonitions  of  their  terrors.  I  remem- 
bered this  fact,  and  resolved  to  profit  by  it. 
If  death  were  to  be  my  lot,  it  could  not 
come  anywhere  with  more  horrors  than 
here  ;  so  that  happen  what  might,  1  re- 
solved to  make  an  effort  at  escape.  The 
sentry's  bullets  had  few  terrors  for  one 
who  saw  himself  surrounded  by  such  objects 
of  suffering  and  misery,  and  who  daily 
expected  to  be  one  of  their  number.  Were 
the  leap  to  kill  me,  a  circumstance  that  in 
my  weak  and  wounded  condition  I  judged 
far  from  unlikely,  it  was  only  anticipating 
a  few  days — and  what  days  were  they  ! 

Such  were  my  calculations,  made  calmly 
and  with  reflection.  Not  that  I  was  weary 
of  life;  were  the  world  but  open  to  me,  I 
felt  I  should  resume  all  my  former  zest 
in  its  sayings  and  doings:  nay,  I  even 
fancied  that  the  season  of  privation  would. 
give  a  higher  color  to  my  enjoyment  of  it; 
and  I  know  that  the  teachings  of  adversity 
are  not  the  least  useful  accessories  of  him 
whose  wits  must  point  the  road  to  fortune. 
True  is  it,  the  emergencies  of  life  evoke  the 
faculties,  and  develop  the  resources,  as  the 
storm  and  the  shipwreck  display  the  hardy 
niiiriner.  Who  knows,  Con,  but  good  luck 
may  creep  in  even  through  a  punctured 
wound  in  the  thorax! 

As  the  day  closed,  the  patients  were  al- 
ways recalled  by  a  bell,  and  patrol  parties 
of  soldiers  went  roimd  to  see  if  by  accident 
any  yet  lingered  without  the  walls.  The 
performance  of  duty  was,  however,  most 
slovenly,  since,  as  I  have  already  said,  es- 
cape never  occurred  to  those  whose  apathy 
of  mind  and  infirmity  of  body  madS  them 
indifferent  to  everything.  I  lingered,  then, 
in  a  distant  alley  as  the  evening  began  to 
fall,  and  when  the  bell  rung  out  its  dismal 
summons,  I  trembled  to  think — was  it  the 
last  time  I  should  ever  hear  it!  It  was  a 
strange  thrill  of  mingled  hope  and  terror. 
Where  should  I  be  the  next  evening  at  that 
hour!     Free,   and  at   liberty — a  wanderer 
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wherever  fancy  raiglit  lead  me,  or  tlie  occu- 
pant of  some  narrow  bed  beneath  the  earth, 
sleeping  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking? 
and,  if  so,  who  could  less  easily  be  missed 
than  him  who  had  neither  friend,  nor 
family,  nor  fortune.  I  felt  that  my  depar- 
ture, like  tliat  of  some  insignificant  guest, 
would  meet  notice  from  none:  not  one  to 
ask  what  became  of  him!  when  did  he  leave 
ns?  to  whom  did  he  say  fai'ewell? 

If  there  was  something  unspeakably  sad 
in  the  solitude  of  such  afate,  there  was  that 
also  whicli  nerved  the  heart  by  a  sense  of 
Self-sufficiency — the  very  brother  of  Inde- 
pendence; and  this  thought  gave  me  cour- 
age as  I  looked  over  the  grassy  embank- 
ment, and  peered  into  the  gloomy  fosse, 
which  now,  in  the  indistinct  light,  seemed 
far  deeper  than  ever.  Alow  marshy  tract, 
nndrained  and  nninhabitable,  surrounded 
the  "  Lazaretto"  for  miles;  and  if  this  in- 
salubrious neighborhood  assisted  in  keep- 
ing up  the  malaria  of  fever,  it  compen- 
sated, on  the  other  hand,  by  interposing  an 
unpopulated  district  between  the  sick  and 
the  healthy. 

These  dreary  wastes,  pathless  and  un- 
trodden, were  a  kind  of  fabulous  region 
among  the  patients  for  all  kinds  of  horrors, 
peopled,  as  the  fancy  of  each  dictated,  by 
the  spirits  of  departed  "  Leperos,"  by  ven- 
omous serpents  or  cobras,  or  by  esca])ed  gal- 
ley slaves,  who  led  a  life  of  rapine  and  mur- 
der. The  flitting  jack-o'-lantern  that  often 
skimmed  along  the  surface,  the  wild  cry  of 
the  plover,  the  dreary  niglit  wind  sighing 
over  miles  of  plain,  aided  these  super- 
stitions, and  convinced  many  whose  stub- 
born incredulity  demanded  corrcjboration 
from  the  senses.  As  for  myself,  if  very  far 
from  crediting  the  tales  I  had  so  often  lis- 
tened to,  the  theme  left  its  character  of 
gloom  upon  my  mind,  and  it  was  with  a 
cold  shudder  that  I  strained  my  eyes  over 
the  wide  distance  from  which  a  heavy  ex- 
halation was  already  rising.  Determined 
to  derive  comfort  from  every  source,  I  be- 
thought me  that  the  misty  fog  would  assist 
my  concealment,  as  if  it  were  worth  while 
to  pursue  metlirough  a  region  impvegnatcd 
with  all  the  vapors  of  disease.  The  bell 
had  ceased;  the  bang  of  the  great  iron 
Avicket  had  resounded,  and  all  was  still.  I 
hesitated,  I  kiiow  not  why:  a  moment  be- 
fore, my  mind  Avas  made  up;  and  now  it 
seemed  like  self-destruction  to  go  on !  Here 
was  life!  a  sad  and  terrible  existence  truly; 
but  was  the  dark  grave  better?  or,  if  it 
Averc,  had  I  the  right  to  make  the  choice? 
this  was  a  subtlety  that  had  not  occurred 
till  noAv.  The  dull  tram])  of  the  patrol 
routed  my  musings,  as  in  quick  time  a  party 


advanced  up  the  alley  toAvards  me.  They 
Avere  not  visible  from  the  darkness,  but  the 
distance  could  not  be  great,  and  already  I 
could  hear  the  coi-poral  urging  them  for- 
Avard,  as  the  mists  were  rising,  and  a  deadly 
fog  gathering  over  the  earth.  Any  longer 
delay  now,  and  my  project  must  be  aban- 
doned for  ever,  seeing  that  my  lingci-ing 
outside  the  walls  would  ex[)ose  me  Lo  closer 
surveillance  for  the  future. 

I  arose  sudde))ly  and  advanced  to  the 
very  edge  of  the  cliff:  Avonld  that  I  could 
only  have  scanned  thedejith  beloAv,  and  seen 
where  I  was  about  to  gol  Alas!  darkness 
was  on  all;  a  foot  beneath  Avlicre  I  stood  all 
Avas  black  and  undistinguishable. 

The  patrol  were  noAv  about  thirty  paces 
from  me;  another  instant  and  I  should  be 
taken!  I  clasped  my  hands  together  con- 
vulsivel}-,  and  Avith  draAvn-in  breath  and 
clenched  lips,  I  bent  my  knees  to  spring! 
Alas,  they  Avould  not!  my  strength  failed 
me  at  this  last  moment,  and  instead  of  a 
leap,  my  limbs  relaxed,  and  tottering  under 
me,  gave  Avay.  1  lost  my  balance,  and  fell 
over  the  cliff!  Grasping  the  grassy  surface 
Avith  the  energy  of  despair,  I  tore  tufts  of 
long  grass  and  fern  as  I  fell  down — doAvn 
— down — till  consciousness  left  me,  to  be 
rallied  again  into  life  by  a  terrible  '•  squash  " 
into  a  reedy  SAvamp  at  the  bottom.  Up  to 
my  Avaist  in  duck-weed  and  muddy  Avatcr, 
I  soon  felt,  hoAvever,  that  I  had  sustained 
no  other  injury  than  a  shock,  nay,  even 
fancied  that  the  concussion  had  braced  my 
nerves,  and  as  I  looked  up  at  the  dark  mass 
of  Avail  above  me,  I  knew  that  my  fall  must 
have  been  terrific. 

Neither  my  bodily  energy,  nor  my  habili- 
ments, favored  me  in  escapii.-g  from  this 
ditch:  but  I  did  rescue  myself  at  hist;  and 
then,  remembering  that  I  must  reach  some 
place  of  refuge  before  day  broke,  I  set  out 
over  the  moor,  my  only  pilotage  being  the 
occasionally  looking  back  at  the  lights  of 
the  hospital,  and  in  sailor-fashion  using 
them  as  my  point  of  departure.  When 
creeping  along  the  Avalks  of  the  Lazaretto, 
I  Avas  barely  al)le  to  move;  and  noAV,  such 
a  good  all}'  is  a  strong  '^  Avill,"  I  stejiped  out 
boldly  and  manfully. 

As  I  Avalked  on,  the  niglit  cleared  :  a 
light  fresh  breeze  dissipated  the  vapor,  and 
refreshed  me  as  I  Avent;  Avhile  ovei'hcad, 
myriads  of  bright  stars  shone  out,  and 
served  to  guide  me  on  the  ti'ackless  Avaste. 
If  I  often  felt  fatigue  stealincr  over  me,  a 
thought  of  the  Lazaretto  and  its  fearful  in- 
mates nerved  me  to  ncAV  efforts.  Some- 
times, so  possessed  did  I  become  Avith  these 
fears,  that  I  actually  increased  my  speed  to 
a  run,  and  thus  exerting  myself  to  the  very 
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utmost,  I  made  immense  progress,  and  ere 
day  began  to  break,  found  myself  at  the 
margin  of  the  moor,  and  the  entrance  to  a 
dense  forest,  which  I  remembered  often  to 
have  seen  of  a  clear  evening  from  the  gar- 
den of  the  Lazaretto.  With  what  grati- 
tude did  I  accept  that  leafy  shade  wliich 
seemed  to  promise  me  its  refuge!  I  threw 
my  arms  around  a  tree  in  tlieecstacy  of  my 
delight,  and  felt,  that  now  indeed  I  had 
gained  a  haven  of  rest  and  safety.  By  good 
fortune,  too,  I  came  npon  a  pathway  ;  a 
small  piece  of  board  nailed  to  a  tree  bore 
the  name  of  a  village;  but  this  I  could  not 
read  in  the  half  light;  still  it  Avas  enough 
that  I  was  sure  of  a  beaten  track,  and  could 
not  be  lost  in  the  dense  intricacies  of  a  pine- 
forest. 

The  change  of  scene  encouraged  me  to 
renewed  exertion,  and  I  began  to  feel  that 
so  far  from  experiencing  fatigue,  eacli  mile 
I  traveled  supplied  me  with  greater  energy, 
and  tliat  my  strength  rose  each  hour,  as  1 
left  the  Lazaretto  far  beiiind  me. 

"  Ah,  Con,  my  bo}^,  fortune  lias  not 
taken  leave  of  you  yet!"  said  I,  as  I  dis- 
covered that  my  severe  exercise,  far  from 
being  injurious,  as  I  had  feared,  Avas  already 
bringing  back  the  glow  of  health  to  my 
frame,  and  spirit  to  my  heart. 

There  is  something  unspeakably  calming 
in  the  solitude  of  a  forest,  unlike  the  lone 
sensations  inspired  by  the  sea  or  the  prairie; 
the  feeling  is  one  of  peaceful  quietude. 
Tiie  tempered  sunlight  stealing  tlirough 
the  leaves  and  boughs  entangled  ; — the 
giant  trunks  that  tell  of  centuries  ago — tlie 
short  smooth  mossy  turf  through  which 
the  tiny  rivulet  runs  without  a  cliannel, — 
the  little  vistas  opening  like  alleys,  or  end- 
ing in  some  sliady  nook,  bower-like,  and 
retired,  fill  the  mind  with  a  myriad  of 
pleasant  fancies.  Instead  of  Avandering 
forth  over  the  immensity  of  space,  as  Avhen 
contemplating  the  great  ocean,  or  the 
desert,  the  heart  hero  falls  back  npon  it- 
self, and  is  satisfied  Avith  the  little  Avorld 
around  it. 

Such  Avere  my  reveries  as  I  lay  down  be- 
neath a  ti'ee,  at  first,  to  muse,  and  then,  to 
sleep;  and  such  a  sleep  as  only  a  Aveary 
foot-traveler  knows,  who,  stretched  under 
the  shade  of  a  spreading  tree,  lies  dream- 
less and  lost.  It  must  have  been  late  ere  I 
awoke ;  the  sunlight  came  slanting  ob- 
liquely through  the  leaves,  and  bespoke  the 
decline  of  day.  I  rose;  at  first  my  limbs 
Avere  stiff  and  rigid,  and  my  sensations 
those  of  debility;  but  after  a  little  time  my 
strength  came  back,  and  I  strode  along 
freely.  Continuing  the  path,  I  came,  after 
about  three  hours'  fast  Avalking,  to  a  little 


oi)en  spot  in  the  wood,  Avhere  the  remains 
of   a   hut,  and    the    charred   fragments  of 
firewood,  indicated  a  bivouac;  some  moi- 
sels  of  black   bread    strewn    about,  and   a 
stray  piece  of  dried  venison,  argued  that 
the  party  Avho  had  left  tlieni  had   but  re- 
cently quitted  the  spot;  very  grateful  for 
the  negUgent  abundance  of  their  Avaste,  1 
sat  down,  and  by  the  aid  of  a  little  spring, 
tlie  reason,  probably,  of  the  selection  of  the 
spot  for  a  halt,  made  a  capital  supper,  some 
chestnuts  that  had  fallen   from   the  trees 
furnishing  a  delicious  dessert.     Night  was 
fast  closing  in,  and  I  resolved  on  passing  it 
Avhere  I  Avas,  the   shelter  of  the  little  hnt 
being  too  tempting  a  I'efuge  to  relinquish 
easily.      The  next  morning  I  started  early, 
I  my  mind  fully  stitisfied  that  I  was  preceded 
I  by  some  foot  party,  the  path  not  admitting 
i  of   any    other,  Avith   Avhom,  by  exertion,  I 
[  should    be    perhaps    able    to   come   up.     I 
j  Avalked  from  day  to  dawn  Avith  scarcely  an 
I  interval  of  rest;  but,  although  the  tracks 
j  of   many   feet   showed   mo  my  conjecture 
Avas  right,  I  did  not  succeed  in  overtaking 
them.     ToAvards  evening  I  again  came  upon 
their  bivouac-ground,  Avhich  Avaseven  more 
abundantly   provided   than  the  preceding 
one.     They  appeared  to  have  killed  a  buck, 
and  though  having  roasted  an  entire  side, 
had  contented  themselves  with  some  steaks 
off   the    quarter.       LTpon     this    I    feasted 
luxuriously,  securing  a  sufficient  provision 
I  to  last  me  for  the  next  two  or  three  da3's. 

In   this  Avay  I   continued    to  travel  for 

;  eight    entire    days,    each    successive    one 

i  hoping  to  overtake   the  party  in   advance; 

{and    if   disappointed    in  this  expectation, 

i  Avell  ])lcased  Avith  the  good  luck  that  had 

i  supplied  me  so  far  with  food,  and  made  my 

j  journey  safe  and  pleasant,  for  it  was  both. 

A  single  beast  of  prey  I  never  met  with, 

nor  CA^en  a  serpent  larger  than  the  common 

I  green   snake,   Avhich   is  neither   venomous 

nor  bold;  and,  as  for  pleasure,  I  was  free. 

Was  not  that  alone  happiness  for  him  Avho 

had  been  a  prisoner  among  the  "  Leperos  " 

of  Bexar? 

On  the  ninth  d:!y  of  my  Avandering,  cer- 
tain unmistakable  signs  indicated  that  I 
was  approaching  the  edge  of  the  forest; 
the  grass  became  deeper,  the  Avood  less 
dense;  the  undergrowth,  too,  showed  the 
infiuence  of  winds  and  currents  of  air. 
These,  only  appreciable  by  him  Avho  has 
watched  Avith  anxious  eye  every  little 
change  in  the  aspect  of  Nature,  became  at 
last  evident  to  the  least  observant  in  the 
thickened  bark,  and  the  twisted  branches 
of  the  trees,  on  which  the  storms  of  Avinter 
were  directed!  Shall  I  own  it! — my  heai't 
grew  heavy  at  these  signs,  boding,  as  tiiey 
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ilid,  auoLher  clumgc  of  sclmic,  and  to  wluit? 
jierluips  tho  bleak  i)rairio  sl.rcLcliii)<^  away 
ill  dreary  do.sulati(jii!  l'(jrliai).s,  .sonic  such 
tract  of  swauipy  moor,  where  forests  once 
had  stood,  but  now,  lying  in  mere  waste 
of  rottenness  and  corruption — ^'  clearings," 
as  tiieyare  called — tho  little  intervals  Avhich 
hard  industry  i)lants  amid  universal  wild- 
ness,  I  could  not  hope  for,  since  I  had  often 
heard  that  no  settlors  ever  selected  these 
1)1  aces,  to  which  access  by  water  was  difficult, 
and  the  roads  few  and  bad.  What,  then,  was 
to  come  next?  Not  the  sea  coast — that 
must  bo  miles  away  to  the  eastward;  not 
tlie  chain  of  the  Kocky  ^Mountains — they 
lay  e(|ually  far  to  the  west. 

While  yet  revolving  these  tliouglits,  I 
reached  tho  verge  of  the  wood;  and,  sud- 
denly, and  without  anything  which  might 
apprise  me  of  this  singular  change,  I  found 
myself  standing  on  the  verge  of  a  great  bluff 
(»f  land  overlooking  an  apparently  bound- 
loss  plain.  The  sight  thus  unexpectedly 
])rcsented  of  a  vast  prairie — for  such  it 
was — was  overwhelming  in  its  intense  in- 
terest, ^ly  i)osition,  from  a  height  of  some 
sevi'U  or  eight  hundred  feet,  gave  me  an 
uninterrupted  view  over  miles  and  miles  of 
surCace.  Towards  tho  far  west  a  ridge  of 
rugged  mountains  could  bo  seen,  but  to 
the  south  and  east  a  low  fiat  horizon 
boundeil  the  distance.  The  surface  of  this 
great  tract  was  covered  for  a  short  space 
In'  dry  cedars,  apparently  killed  by  a  re- 
cent lire;  beyond  that,  a  tall,  rank  grass 
grew,  through  which  I  could  trace  some- 
thing like  a  road.  This  was,  as  I  afterwards 
learned,  a  buffalo-trail,  these  animals  fre- 
quently marching  in  close  column  when  in 
search  of  water.  Tho  sun  was  setting  as  I 
looked,  and  gilded  the  whole  vast  picture 
with  its  yellow  glory;  but  as  it  sunk  beneath 
the  horizon,  and  permitted  a  clearer  view 
of  the  scene,  I  could  perceive  that  every- 
thing— trees,  grass,  earth  itself — ])resented 
one  uniform  dry,  burnt-up  ajipearance. 

Not  a  creature  of  any  kind  was  seen  to 
move  over  this  great  i)lain;  not  a  wing 
cleaved  the  'lir  above;  not  a  sound  broke 
the  stillness  beneath.  It  was  a  soli- 
tude the  most  complete  I  ever  conceived — 
grand  and  imposing!  How  my  heart  sank 
within  nio  as  I  sat  and  looked,  thinking  I 
was  there  alone,  without  one  creature  near 
me,  tolinger  out,  perha})S,  some  few  days  or 
hours  of  life,  and  to  die  unseen,  unwatched, 
uncavod  for!  And  to  this  sad  destiny  had 
ambition  brought  me!  Were  it  not  for  the 
craving  desire  to  become  something  above 
my  station — to  move  in  a  s})here  to  which 
neither  my  birth  nor  my  abilities  gave  me 
any  title — and  I  should  be  now  the  humble 


])easani,,  living  by  my  daily  labor  in  my 
native  land,  my  thoughts  ti-aveling  in  tho 
worn  track  those  of  my  neighb(M>  journey- 
ed, anil  1  neither  better  nor  worse  olf  than 
they. 

And  for  this  wish — insensate,  foolish,  as 
it  was — the  exjiiation  is  indeed  heavy.  I 
hid  my  head  within  my  hands,  and  tried  to 
pray,  but  I  could  not.  The  mind  harassed 
by  various  confiicting  thoughts  is  not  iu 
the  best  mood  for  supplication.  I  felt  like 
the  criminal  of  whom  I  had  once  read,  that 
when  tho  confessor  came  to  visit  him  the 
night  before  his  execution,  seemed  eager 
and  attentive  for  a  while,  but  at  last  ac- 
knowledged tliat  his  thoughts  were  centered 
upon  one  only  tii?mc — escaj^e  !  ''  To  loolc 
steadfastly  at  tho  next  Avorid,  you  must  ex- 
tinguish the  light  of  this  one;  "  and  how 
difficult  is  that! — how  hard  to  close  every 
chink  and  fissure  through  which  liope  may 
dart  a  ray! — hope  of  life,  hope  of  renewing 
the  struggle  in  which  we  are  so  often  de- 
feated, and  where  even  the  victory  is  with- 
out value. 

'•'■  lie  it  so,''  sighed  I,  at  last;  "the  game 
is  up!"'  and  I  lay  down  at  the  foot  of  a 
rock  to  die.  My  strength,  long  sustained 
by  expectation,  had  given  way  at  last,  and 
I  felt  that  the  hour  of  my  release  could  not 
be  distant.  I  drew  my  hand  across  my  eyes 
— I  am  ashamed  to  own  that  there  were 
tears  there — and  just  then,  as  if  my  vision 
had  been  cleared  by  the  act,  I  saw,  or  I 
thought  I  saw,  in  the  plain  beneatli,  the 
glittering  sparkle  of  llame.  Was  it  the  re- 
flection of  a  star,  of  which  thousands  were 
now  studding  the  sky,  in  some  pool  of  rain 
water!''  No!  it  w^as  real  fire,  which  now, 
from  one  red  spark,  burst  forth  into  a 
great  blaze,  rolling  out  volumes  of  black 
smoke,  which  rose  like  a  column  into  the 
air. 

Were  they  Indians  wiio  made  it,  or  trap- 
pers? or  could  it  be  the  party  in  whose 
track  I  had  so  long  been  following;  and, 
if  so,  by  what  i>ath  had  they  descended? 
Speculation  is  half-brother  to  hope.  No 
sooner  had  I  begun  to  canvas  this  propo- 
sition, than  it  aroused  my  drooping  ener- 
gies, and  rallied  my  failing  courage. 

I  set  about  to  seek  for  some  clue  to  tlic 
descent,  and  by  the  moonlight,  which  was 
now  full  and  strong,  I  detected  foot-tracks 
in  the  clayey  soil  near  the  verge  of  the 
cliff.  A  little  after  I  found  a  narrow  path- 
way, which  seemed  to  lead  down  the  face 
of  "the  bluff.  The  trees  were  scratched, 
too,  in  many  places  with  marks  familiar  to 
l)rairie  travelers,  but  which  to  me  only  be- 
tokened the  fact  that  human  hands  had 
been  at  work  upon  them.     I  gained  cour- 
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age  by  these,  wliicli,  ac  letist,  I  know  were 
not  '■  Indian  signs,"  no  more  than  tlie  foot- 
tracks  were  those  of  Indian  feet. 

The  descent  was  tedious,  and  often  per- 
ilous; tlie  path,  stopping  abruptly  sliort 
at  rocks,  from  which  tlie  interval  to  the 
next  footing  sliould  Ije  accomplished  by  a 
spring,  or  a  drop  of  several  feet,  was  in- 
creased in  danger  by  the  indistinct  light. 
In  the  transit  I  received  many  a  sore  bruise, 
and  ere  I  reached  the  bottom  my  flannel 
draiieiT  was  reduced  to  a  string  of  rags 
which  would  have  done  no  credit  to  a 
scare-crow. 

When  looking  from  the  top  of  the  cliff, 
the  fire  appeared  to  be  immediately  at  its 
foot;  but  now  I  perceived  it  stood  about 
half  a  mile  off  in  the  plain.  Thitiier  I 
bent  my  steps,  half  fearing,  half  hoping, 
what  might  ensue.  So  wearied  was  I  by 
the  fatigue  of  the  descent,  added  to  the 
long  day's  journe}',  that  pven  in  this  short 
space  I  was  often  obliged  to  halt  and  take 
rest.  Exhaustion,  hunger,  and  lassitude 
weighed'  me  down,  till  I  went  along  with 
thac  half-despairing  effort  a  worn-out  swim- 
mer makes  as  his  last  before  sinking. 

A  more  pitiable  object  it  Avould  not  be 
easy  to  picture.  The  blood  oozing  from 
my  wound,  reopened  by  the  exertion,  had 
stained  my  flannel  dress,  which,  ragged 
and  torn,  gave  glimpses  of  a  figure  reduced 
almost  to  a  skeleton.  My  beard  was  long, 
adding  to  the  seeming  length  of  my  gaunt 
and  lanthorn  Jaws,  blue  with  fatigue  and 
fasting.  My  shoes-  were  in  tatters,  and 
gave  no  protection  to  my  bleeding  feet; 
while  my  hands  were  torn  and  cut  by 
grasping  the  rocks  and  boughs  in  my  de- 
scent. Half  stumbling,  half  tottering,  I 
came  onward  till  I  found  myself  close  to 
the  great  fire,  at  the  base  of  a  mound — a 
"Prairie  roll,"  as  it  is  called — which 
formed  a  shelter  against  the  east  wind. 

Around  the  immense  blaze  sat  a  party, 
some  of  whom  in  shadow,  others  in  strong 
light,  presented  a  group  the  strangest  ever 
my  eyes  beheld.  Bronzed  and  bearded  coun- 
tenances, whose  fierce  expression  glowed 
fiercer  in  the  ruddy  glare  of  the  fire,  were 
set  off  by  costumes  tlie  oddest  imaginable. 

Many  wore  coats  of  undressed  sheepskin. 
Avith  tall  caps  of  the  same  material;  others 
had  ragged  uniforms  of  different  services. 
One  or  two  were  dressed  in  "ponchos"  of 
red  brown  cloth,  like  Mexicans,  and  some, 
again,  had  a  kind  of  buff  coat,  studded 
with  copper  ornaments, — a  costume  often 
seen  among  the  half-breeds.  All  agreed  in 
one  feature  of  equipment,  which  was  a 
broad  leather  belt  or  girdle,  in  which  were 
fastened   various   shining    implements,    of 


which  a  small  pick-axe  and  a  hammer  were 
alone  distinguishable  where  I  stood.  Sev- 
eral muskets  were  piled  near  tliem,  and  on 
the  scorched  boughs  of  the  cedars  hung  a 
little  armory  of  cutlasses,  pistols,  and 
"  bowies,"  fiom  which  I  was  able  to  esti- 
mate the  company  at  some  twenty-eight  or 
thirty  in  number.  Packs  and  kna})sacks, 
with  some  rude  cooking  utensils,  were 
strewn  around;  but  the  great  carcase  of  a 
deer  which  I  saw  in  the  flames,  supported 
by  a  chevaux-de-frise  of  ramrods,  was  the 
best  evidence  that  the  cares  of  "cuisine" 
did  not  demand  any  unnecessary  aid  from 
"casseroles." 

A  couple  of  great  earthen  i>itehers 
passed  rapidly  from  hand  to  hand  round 
the  circle,  and,  by  the  assistance  of  some 
blackhead,  served  to  beguile  the  time  while 
the  "roast"  was  being  prepared. 

Creeping  noiselessly  nearer,  I  gained  a 
little  clump  of  brushwood  scarcely  more 
than  half  a  dozen  paces  off,  and  then  lay 
myself  down  to  listen  what  language  they 
were  speaking.  At  first  the  whole  buzz 
seemed  one  unmeaning  jargon,  more  like 
the  tongue  of  an  Indian  tribe  than  any- 
thing else;  but  as  I  listened  I  could  detect 
words  of  French,  Spanish,  and  German. 
Eager  to  make  out  some  clue  to  what  class 
they  might  belong,  I  leaned  forward  on  a 
bough  and  listened  attentively.  A  stray 
word — -a  chance  phrase,  could  I  but  catch 
so  much,  would  be  enough;  and  I  bent  my 
ear  Avitli  the  most  watchful  intensity. 
The  spot  I  occupied  w^as  the  crest  of  the 
little  ridge,  or  "  Prairie  roll,"  and  gave  me 
a  perfect  view  over  the  group,  while  the 
black  smoke  rolling  upwards  effectually 
concealed  me  from  tliem. 

As  I  listened,  I  heard  a  deep  husky  voice 
say  something  in  English.  It;  was  only  an 
oath,  but  it  smacked  of  my  country,  and 
set  my  heart  a-throbbing  powerfully.  Hay 
out  upon  the  branch  to  catch  what  might 
follow,  when  smash  went  the  frail  timber, 
and,  with  a  cry  of  terror,  down  I  rolled  be- 
hind them.  In  a  second  every  one  was  on 
his  legs,  while  a  cry  of  "The  jaguars!  the 
jaguarsi"  resounded  on  all  sides.  The 
sudden  shock  over,  their  discipline  seemed 
perfect;  for  the  whole  party  had  at  once 
betaken  themselves  to  their  arms,  and 
stood  in  a  hollow  square  prepared  to  receive 
any  attack.  Meanwhile,  the  smoke  and 
the  falling  rubbish  effectually  shut  me  out 
from  view.  As  these  cleared  away  they 
caught  sight  of  me,  and  truly  never  was  a 
formidable  file  of  musketry  directed  upon 
a  more  pitiable  object.  Such  seemed  their 
oAvn  conviction;  for,  after  a  second  or  two 
passed  in  steady  contemplation  of  me,  the 
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whole  group  burst  out  into  ;i  i-oar  of  s;iv:i{to 
laughter.  '' Wiiafc  is't?"  "It's  not  hu- 
man!" being  the  c.xclumations  wliich,  in 
more  Ihun  one  strange  tongue,  were  utter- 
ed. 

Unable  to  speak,  in  part  from  terror,  in 
part  from  shock,  1  sat  up  on  my  knees, 
and,  gesticulating  with  my  hands,  im))lored 
their  mercy,  and  bespoke  my  own  defenee- 
lessness.  1  conclude  that  I  made  a  very 
sorry  exhibition,  for  again  the  laughter 
bnrst  forth  in  louder  tones  than  before, 
when  one,  taking  a  brand  of  the  burning 
tirewood,  came  nearer  to  examine  me.  lie 
threw  down  his  torch,  and  springing  back- 
wards with  iiorror,  screamed  out,  a  "  le- 
pero!"a  "lepero!"  In  a  moment  every 
musket  was  again  raised  to  the  shouldei', 
and  directed  towards  me. 

"  I'm  not  a  lepero — never  was!  "  cried  I, 
in  Spanish.  '•  I'm  a  poor  Englishman,  who 
has  made  his  escape  from  the  Lazaretto." 
I  could  not  utter  more,  but  fell  powerless 
to  the  earth. 

"I  know  him;  we  were  messmates," 
cried  a  gruff  voice.  ''  Halt!  avast  there! 
don't  fire!  I  say,  my  lad,  crawl  over  to 
leeward  of  the  fire.  There,  that  Avill  do. 
Dash  a  bucket  of  water  over  him,  Perez." 

Perez  obeyed  with  a  vengeance,  for  I  was 
soaked  to  the  skin,  and  at  the  same  time 
exposed  to  the  scorching  glare  of  the  great 
tire,  where  I  steamed  away  like  a  swamp  at 
sundown. 

"  A'n't  you  Cregan,  I  say?"  cried  the 
same  English  voice  which  spoke  before: 
"a'n't  you  little  Con,  as  we  used  to  call 
you?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  I,  overjoyed  by  the  recogni- 
tion, without  knowing  by  whom  it  was 
made;  "  I  am  the  little  Con  you  speak  of." 

"Ah!  I  remembered  your  voice  the  mo- 
ment I  heard  it,"  said  he.  "Don't you  re- 
member me?" 

■' Caramba!  "  broke  in  a  savage-looking 
Spaniard,  "  we're  not  going  to  catch  a  lep- 
rosy for  the  sake  of  your  reminiscences. 
Tell  the  fellow  to  move  off,  or  I'll  send  a 
bullet  through  him." 

"  And  rii  follow  you." 

"And  1 — and  I,"  cried  two  or  three 
more,  who,  suiting  the  action  to  the  speech, 
threw  back  the  ])aii  of  the  fliut-muskets  to 
examine  the  priming. 

"And  shall  I  tell  you  what  I'll  do?" 
said  the  Englishman.  "I'll  lay  the  first 
fellow's  skull  open  with  this  hanger  that 
fires  a  shot  at  him." 

"  Will  you  so?  "  said  a  thin  athletic  fel- 
low, s])ringing  to  his  legs,  and  drawing  a 
long  narrow-bladed  knife  from  his  girdle, 

•'A   truce   there,   Rivas,"  said  another, 


"  would  you  quarrel  with  the  Capitan  for  a 
miseral)le  lepero?" 

"  He's   not   a  Capitan   of  my  making," 
said  Kivas,  sulkily. 

I  "I  don't  care  of  whose  making,"  said 
I  the  Englishman,  in  his  broken  Spanish; 
"I'm  the  leader  of  this  expedition — if  any 
one  deny  it,  let  him  stand  out  and  say  so. 
If  half  a  dozen  of  you  deny  it,  come  out 
one  by  one — I  ask  nothing  better  than  to 
show  you  who's  the  best  man  here." 

A  low  muttering  followed  this  speech, 
but  whether  it  weie  of  admiration  or  anger, 
I  could  not  determine.  ^leanwhile  myown 
resolve  wns  formed,  as  gathering  my  limbs 
together.  I  rolled  uj)on  one  knee  and  said — 
"Hear  me  foi-  one  instant,  Sefiors.  It 
would  be  unworthy  of  you  to  quarrel  about 
an  object  so  poor  and -woi-t bless  as  I  am. 
Althoiigh  not  a  lejiero,  I  have  made  my  es- 
cape from  the  Lazaretto,  and  traveled 
hither  on  foot,  with  little  clothing  and  less 
food — an  hour  or  two  more  will  finish  what 
fatigue  and  starving  have  all  but  aecom- 
l)lished.  If  you  will  be  kind  enough  to 
throw  me  a  morsel  of  bread,  and  give  me 
time  to  move  away,  I'll  try  and  do  it;  or,  if 
you  prefer  doing  the  humane  thing,  you'll 
come  a  few  paces  nearer  an<l  send  a  volley 
into  me." 

"  I  vote  for  the  last,"  shouted  one;  but, 
strange  to  say,  none  seconded  his  motion. 
A  change  had  come  over  them,  possibly.by 
the  very  I'ecklessness  of  my  own  proposal. 
At  last  one  called  out,  "Cree]>  away  some 
fifty  yards  or  so,  and  burn  those  rags  of 
yours — we'll  give  you  something  to  wear 
instead  of  them." 

"Ay — just  so," said  another,  "  the  poor 
devil  doesn't  deserve  .death  for  what  he's 
done." 

"  That's  spoken  like  honest  fellows  and 
good  comrades,"  said  the  Englishman. 
"  And  now,  my  hearty,  move  down  to  lee- 
ward there,  and  put  on  your  new  toggery, 
and  we'll  see  if  a  hot  supper  won't  put  some 
life  in  you." 

I  could  scarcely  credit  my  own  alacrity, 
as  this  prospect  of  better  days  inspired  me 
with  fresh  vigor;  I  recovered  my  feet  at 
once,  and  in  something  which  I  intended 
should  lesemble  a  trot,  set  out  in  the  direc- 
tion indicated,  and  where  already  a  small 
bundle  of  clothes  had  been  i)laced  for  my 
acceptance. 

A  piece  of  lighted  charcoal  and  some  fire- 
wood also  aj>prised  me  of  the  otlice  required 
at  my  hands,  and  which  I  performed  with 
a  most  hearty  good  will;  and  as  1  threw  the 
odious  rags  into  the  flames,  I  felt  that  I  was 
saying  adieu  to  the  last  tie  that  bound  me 
to  the  horrible  Lazaretto  of  Bexar. 
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"  Let  liiiu  join  us  now/'  said  the  Eii- 
glisliman;  "  lliougli  I  think  if  the  poor  fel- 
low lius  Wcilkod  from  Ik'xar,  you  might 
have  heen  satisfied  he  couldn't  carry  the 
leprosy  with  him. 

''I've  known  it  to  go  with  a  piece  of 
gun-wadding  from  Bexar  to  the  Rio  del 
Norte/''  said  one. 

"  I  saw  a  fellow  who  caught  it  from  the 
rind  of  a  water-melon  a  lepero  had  thrown 
away." 

"  There  was  a  comrade  of  ours  at  Puerta 
Naval  took  it  from  sitting  on  the  bench  be- 
side a  well  on  the  I'oad  where  a  lepero  had 
been  resting  the  day  before,"  cried  a  third. 

"Let  him  sit  yonder,  then,"  said  the 
Englishman.  "You're  more  afeard  of 
that  disease  than  the  bite  of  a  cayman; 
though  you  needn't  be  squeamish  most  of 
you,  if  it's  vour  beauty  you  were  thinking 
of." 

And  thus  amid  many  a  talc  of  the  in- 
sidious character  of  this  fell  disorder,  and 
many  a  rude  jest  on  the  score  of  precaution 
against  it,  I  was  ordered  to  seat  myself  at 
about  a  dozen  or  twenty  paces  distant,  and 
receive  my  food  as  it  was  thrown  towards 
me  by  the  others — too  happy  at  thishuml)le 
jH'ivilege  to  think  of  anything  but  the  good 
fortune  of  such  a  meeting." 

"Don't  you  remember  me  yet?  "cried 
the  Englishman,  standing  where  the  full 
glare  of  the  fire  lit  up  his  marked  features. 

"Yes,"  said  I,  "you're  Halkett.'' 

"  To  be  sure  I  am,  lad.  I'm  glad  you 
don't  forget  mc." 

"  How  should  I?  This  is  not  the  first 
tmie  you  saved  my  life." 

"I  scarcely  thought  I  had  succeeded  so 
v,-ell, "  said  he,  "when  we  parted  last — but 
you  must  tell  me  all  about  that  to-morrow, 
when  you  are  rested  and  refreshed.  The 
crew  here  is  not  very  unlike  what  3'ou  may 
remember  aboard  the  yacht — don't  cross 
them,  and  you'll  do  well  with  them." 

"  What  are  they?"  said  I,  eagerly. 

"Gambusinos/"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice. 

"Bandits?"  whispered  I,  misconceiving 
the  word. 

"Not  quite,"  rejoined  he,  laughing; 
"though,  I've  no  doubt,  ready  to  raise  a 
dollar  that  way  if  any  one  could  be  found 
in  these  wild  parts  a  little  richer  than  them- 
selves?" with  this,  he  commended  me  to  a 
sound  sleeji,  and  the  words  were  scarcely 
spoken  ere  I  obeyed  the  summons. 

Before  day  broke,  I  was  aroused  by  the 
noise  of  approaching  departure;  the  band 
were  strapping  on  knapsacks,  slinging  mus- 
kets, and  making  other  preparations  for 
the  march.  Halkett,  as  their  captain,  car- 
rying nothing  beyond  his  weapons,  and   in 


his  air  and    manner  assuming  all  the  im- 
portance of  command. 

The  "Lepero,"  as  I  was  called,  was  or- 
dered to  follow  the  column  at  about  a  hun- 
dred paces  to  the  rear;  but  as  I  was  spared 
all  burthen  in  compassion  to  my  weak 
state,  I  readily  compounded  for  this  in- 
vidious position  l)y  the  benefits  it  conferred. 
A  rude  meal  of  rye  bread  and  cold  venison, 
with  some  coffee,  made  our  breakfast,  and 
away  we  started;  our  path  lying  through 
the  vast  prairie  I  have  already  s])oken  of. 

As  during  my  stnte  of  "quarantine," 
which  lasted  seven  entire  days,  we  contin- 
ued to  marcii  along  over  a  dreary  ti'act  of 
monotonous  desolation — nothing  varying 
the  dull  uniformity  of  each  day's  journey, 
save  the  chance  sight  of  a  distant  herd  of 
buffaloes,  the  faint  traces  of  an  Indian  war- 
party,  or  the  blackened  embers  of  a  bivouac, 
— I  will  not  weary  my  readers  by  dwelling 
on  my  own  reflections  as  I  plodded  on: 
enough,  when  I  say  they  were  oftcner  sad 
than  otherwise.  The  uncertainty  regard- 
ing the  object  of  my  fellow-travelers,  har- 
assed my  mind  by  a  thousand  odd  conjec- 
tures. It  was  clear  they  were  not  mer- 
chants, neither  could  they  be  hunters,  still 
less  a  "'M'ar-j)arty;  " — one  of  these  maraud- 
ing bands,  Avhich  on  the  Texan  frontier  of 
Mexico  levy  "black-mail  "  upon  the  vil- 
lagers, on  the  plea  of  a  pretended  protec- 
tion against  the  Indians.  Although  well 
armed,  neither  their  weapons,  nor  dis- 
cipline, nor,  still  less,  their  numbers,  argued 
in  favor  of  this  sus^oicion.  What  they 
could  possibly  be,  then,  was  an  insurmount- 
able puzzle  to  me.  I  knew  they  were  called 
Gambusinos — nothing  more.  Supposing 
that  some  of  my  readers  may  not  be  wiser 
than  I  then  Avas,  let  me  take  this  oppor- 
tunity, Avhile  traversing  the  prairie,  to  say 
in  a  few  words  what  they  were. 

The  Gambusinos  are  the  gohUseekers  of 
the  New  World  ;  a  class  who,  in  number 
and  importance,  divide  society  with  the 
"  Vaqueros,"  the  cattle-dealers,  into  two 
almost  equal  sections.  Too  poor  to  become 
possessors  of  mines  ;  without  capital  for 
enterprise  on  a  larger  scale,  they  form 
bands  of  wandering  discoverers,  traversing 
the  least-known  districts  of  the  Sonora, 
and  spending  years  of  life  in  the  wildest 
recesses  of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  Asso- 
ciating together,  generally  from  circum- 
stances purely  accidental,  they  form  little 
communities,  subject  to  distinct  laws; 
and  however  turbulent  and  rebellious  under 
ordinary  control,  beneath  tiie  sway  of  the 
self-chosen  leaders,  they  are  reputed  to  be 
submissive  and  obedient. 

Their  skill  is,  as  may  be  judged;  rude  as 
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[lieir  habits.  They  rarely  carry  their  re- 
searches to  any  (le[)tli  beneath  the  surface ; 
some  general  rules  are  all  their  guidance, 
and  these  arc  easily  acquired.  They  are 
all  familiar  with  the  fact,  that  the  streams 
which  descend  from  the  llocky  Mountains, 
either  towards  the  iVtianticor  Pacilic,  carry 
in  their  autumnal  floods  vast  masses  of 
earth,  which  form  dei)Osits  in  the  plains; 
that  these  deposits  are  often  charged  with 
])recious  ores,  and  sometimes  contain  great 
pieces  of  puie  gold.  They  know,  besitles, 
that  the  quartz  rock  is  the  usual  bed  where 
the  precious  metals  are  found  ;  iind  that 
these  rocks  form  spurs  from  tlic  large 
mountains,  easily  known,  because  they  are 
never  clothed  by  vegetation,  and  called  in 
their  phraseolog}''  "Crestones." 

A  sharp  short  stroke  of  the  "barreta," 
the  iron-shod  staff  of  the  Gambusino,  soon 
shivers  the  rock  where  treasure  is  suspected; 
and  the  fragments  being  submitted  to  the 
action  of  a  strong  fire,  the  existence  of 
gold  is  at  once  tested.  Often  the  mere 
stroke  of  the  barreta  "will  display  the 
shining  luster  of  the  metal  without  more 
to  do.  Such  is,  for  the  most  part,  the 
extent  of  their  skill. 

There  are,  of  course,  gradations  even 
here;  and  some  will  distinguish  themselves 
above  their  fellows  in  the  detection  of 
l)rofitable  sources  and  rich  **  crestones," 
while  others  rarely  rise  above  the  rank  of 
mere  "  wasiiers," — men  employed  to  sift 
the  sands  and  deposits  of  the  rivers  in 
which  the  chief  product  is  gold-dust. 

Such,  then,  is  the  life  of  a '' Gambusi- 
no." In  this  pursuit  he  traverses  the  vast 
continent  of  South  America  from  east  to 
Avest,  crossing  toi-rents,  scaling  cliffs,  de- 
scending precipices,  braving  hunger,  thirst, 
lieat,  and  snow,  encountering  hostile  In- 
dians, and  the  not  less  terrible^  bands  of 
rival  adventurers,  contesting  for  existence 
with  the  wild  animals  of  the  desert,  and 
generally  at  last  [)aying  with  his  life  the 
price  of  his  daring  intrepidity  !  Few, 
indeed  are  ever  seen  as  old  me!i  among 
their  native  villages  ;  nearly  all  have  found 
their  last  rest  beneath  the  scorching  sand 
of  the  prairie. 

Upon  every  other  subject  than  that  of 
treasure-seeking,  their  minds  were  a  i)er- 
fect  blank,  For  ihem,  the  varied  resources 
of  ii  land  abounding  in  the  products  of 
every  clime,  had  no  attraction.  On  the 
contrary,  the  soil  which  grew  the  maize, 
indigo,  cotton,  the  sugar-cane,  coifee,  the 
olive,  and  the  vine,  seemed  sterile  and 
barren,  since  in  such  regions  no  (jold  was 
ever  found.  Tlie  wondrous  fertility  of 
that  series  of  terraces  which  on  the  Andes, 


unite  the  fruits  of  the  torrid  zone  with 
the  lichens  of  the  icy  north,  had  no  value 
in  the  estimation  of  men  who  acknowledged 
but  one  wealth,  and  recognized  but  one 
idol.  TUcir  hearts  turned  from  the  glo- 
rious vegetation  of  this  rich  garden  to  the 
dry  courses  of  the  torrents  that  fissure  the 
Cordilleras,  or  the  stony  gorges  that  in- 
tersect the  Rocky  Jlountains. 

The  life  of  wild  and  varied  adventure, 
too,  that  they  led,  was  associated  with 
these  deserted  and  trackless  wastes.  To 
them,  civilization  presented  an  aspect  of 
slavish  subjection  and  dull  uniformity; 
while  in  the  very  vicissitudes  of  their 
successes  there  was  the  excitement  of 
gambling — rich  to-day,  they  vowed  a  lamp 
of  solid  gold  to  the  ''  Virgin  " — to-morrow, 
in  beggary,  they  braved  the  terrors  of  sac- 
rilege, to  steal  from  the  very  altar  they 
had  themselves  decoi"ated.  What  strange 
and  wondrous  narratives  did  they  recount 
as  we  wandered  over  that  swelling  pi-airie  I 

Many  avowed  that  their  own  misdeeds 
had  first  driven  them  to  the  life  of  the 
deserts  ;  and  one  who  had  lived  for  years 
a  prisoner  among  the  Choclaws,  confessed 
that  his  heart  still  lingered  with  the  time 
when  he  had  sat  as  a  chief  beside  the  war- 
fire,  and  planned  stratagems  against  the 
tribe  of  the  rival  Pawnees.  To  men  of 
hardy  and  energetic  temperament,  reckless- 
ness has  an  immense  fascination.  Life  is 
so  often  in  peril,  they  cease  to  care  much 
for  whatever  endangers  it,  and  thus, 
through  all  their  stories,  the  one  feeling 
ever  predominated, — a  careless  indiffer- 
ence to  every  risk,  coupled  with  a  most 
resolute  conduct  in  time  of  danger. 

I  soon  managed  to  make  myself  a  favor- 
ite with  this  motley  assemblage;  my 
natural  aptitude  to  pick  up  language, 
aided  by  what  I  already  knew  of  Fi'ench 
and  German,  assisted  me  to  a  knowledge 
of  Spanish  and  Portuguese;  while  from  a 
*'  half-bi-eed  '"  I  acquired  a  sufficiency  of 
the  Indian  dialect  in  use  throughout  the 
Lower  Prairies.  I  was  fleet  of  foot,  be- 
sides being  a  good  shot  with  the  rifle — 
(lualities  of  more  request  among  my  com- 
panions than  many  gifts  of  a  more  brilliant 
order;  and  lastly,  my  skill  in  cookery, 
which  I  derived  fi-om  my  educiition  on 
board  the  Fxrcflrj^  won  me  high  esteem  and 
much  honor.  My  life  was,  therefore,  far 
from  unpleasant.  The  monotony  o!"  the 
tract  over  which  we  marcheil  was  more  than 
compensated  for  by  the  marvelous  tales 
that  beguiled  the  way.  One  only  draw- 
back existed  on  my  happiness,  and  yet 
that  was  sufficient  to  embitter  many  a 
lonely  hour  of  the  night,  and  cast  a  shade 
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over  miuiy  ;i  joyous  hour  of  tlic  day.  I 
am  almost  asluiincd  to  confess  wluit  that 
source  of  sorrow  was,  tlic  more  as,  perhaps, 
my  kind  reader  will  already  fancy  he  has 
anticipated  my  ft'rief,  and  say,_"It  was  the 
remembrance  of  Ponna  Maria;  the  mem- 
ory of  her  I  Avas  never  to  see  more."  Alas, 
no!  It  Avas  a  feelinsr  far  more  selfish  than 
this  afflicted  mo.  The  plain  fact  is,  I  was 
called  -'The  Lepero."  By  no  other  name 
would  my  companions  know  or  acknowl- 
edge me.  It  was  thus  they  first  addressed 
me,  and  so  they  would  not  take  the  trou- 
ble to  change  my  appellation.  Xot  that, 
indeed,  I  dared  to  insinuate  a  wish  upon 
the  subject:  such  a  hint  Avould  have  been 
too  bold  a  stroke  to  hazard  in  a  company 
where  one  Avas  called  "  Brise-ses-fers," 
— another,  "  Colpo-di-Sangue," — a  third, 
'•'Teufel's  Blut,"  and  so  on. 

It  Avas  to  no  purpose  that  I  appeared  in 
all  the  A'igor  of  health  and  strength.  I 
might  outrun  the  Avildest  bull  of  the 
buffalo  herd;  I  might  spring  upon  the  half- 
trained  "mustang;"  and  outstrip  the  ante- 
lope in  her  flight;  I  might  climb  the  Avall- 
like  surface  of  a  cliff,  and  rob  the  eagle  of 
lier  young;  but  Avhen  I  came  back,  the  cry 
of  Avelcome  that  met  rac  Avas,  ^'  BraA'o,  Le- 
pero!  "  And  thus  did  I  bear  about  Avith  me 
the  horrid  badge  of  that  dreary  time  Avhen 
I  dwelt  Avithin  the  Lazaretto  of  Bexar. 

The  A^ery  fact  that  the  name  was  not 
used  in  terms  of  scoff  or  reproach  increased 
the  measure  of  its  injury.  It  called  for  no 
reply  on  my  part;  it  summoned  no  energy 
of  resistance;  it  Avas,  as  it  Avere,  a  simple 
recognition  of  certain  qualities  that  distin- 
guished me  and  made  up  my  identity,  and 
at  last,  to  such  an  extent  did  it  Avork  upon 
my  imagination,  that  I  yielded  myself  up 
to  the  delusion  that  I  Avas  all  that  they 
styled  me— an  outcast  and  a  leper!  When 
this  conviction  settled  down  on  my  mind, 
I  ceased  to  fret  as  before,  but  a  gloomy  de- 
jiression  gained  possession  of  me,  un- 
cheered  saved  by  the  one  hope,  that  my 
life  should  not  be  entirely  spent  among  my 
present  associates,  and  that  I  should  yet  be 
known  as  something  else  than  "The 
Lepero." 

The  prairie  OA^er  which  we  traA'eled  neA'er 
varied  in  aspect,  save  Avith  the  changing 
hours  of  the  day.  The  same  dreary  swell 
— the  same  yelloAvish  grass — the  same 
scathed  and  scorched  cedars — the  same 
hazy  outlines  of  distant  monncains  that  Ave 
saw  yesterday,  rose  before  us  again  to-day, 
as  we  knew  they  would  on  the  morrow — 
till  at  last  our  minds  took  the  reflection  of 
the  scene,  and  Ave  journeyed  along,  Aveary, 
silent,  and  foot-sore.    It  Avas  curious  enough 


to  mark  how  this  depression  exhibited 
itself  upon  different  nati(jnalities.  The 
Saxon  became  silent  and  thoughtful.  Avith 
only  a  slight  dash  of  more  than  ordinary 
care  upon  his  features — the  Italian  grew 
peevish  and  irritable,  the  Spaniard  Avas 
careless  and  neglectful,  Avhile  the  French- 
man became  downright  vicious  in  the  way- 
Avard  excesses  of  his  spiteful  humor.  Upon 
the  half-breeds,  two  of  whom  Avere  our 
guides,  no  change  Avas  ever  perceptible. 
Too  long  accustomed  to  the  life  of  the 
prairie  to  feel  its  influence  as  peculiar,  they 
plodded  on,  the  Avhole  faculties  bent  upon 
one  fact,  the  discovery  of  the  Chihuahua 
trail,  from  Avhich  our  new  track  Avas  to  di- 
vei'ge  in  a  direction  neai'ly  due  Avest. 

Our  march,  no  longer  enlivened  by  merry 
stories  or  exciting  narratives,  had  become 
Avearisome  in  the  extreme.  The  heavy 
fogs  of  the  night  and  the  great  mist  Avhich 
arose  at  sunset  prevented  all  possibility  of 
tracing  the  i)ath,  Avhich  often  required  the 
greatest  skill  to  detect,  so  that  Ave  were 
obliged  to  travel  during  the  sultriest  hours 
of  the  day,  Avithout  a  particle  of  shade,  our 
feet  scorched  by  the  hot  sands,  and  our 
heads  constantly  exposed  to  the  risk  of 
sunstroke.  Water,  too,  became  each  day 
more  difficult  to  obtain;  the  signs  by  Avhich 
our  guides  discovered  its  vicinity  seemed^  tc 
me  at  least,  little  short  of  miraculous;  and 
yet,  if  by  any  chance  they  made  a  mistake, 
the  anger  of  the  party  rose  so  near  to  mu- 
tiny, that  nothing  short  of  Halkett's  own 
authority  could  restore  order.  Save  in 
these  altercations,  without  Avhich  rarely  a 
day  passed  over,  little  Avas  spoken;  each 
trudged  along  either  lost  in  vacuity  or 
buried  in  his  OAvn  thoughts. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 


"THE   PLACER." 


As  for  myself,  my  dreamy  temperament 
aided  me  greatly.  1  could  build  castles  for 
ever:  and  certainly  there  Avas  no  lack  of 
ground  here  for  the  foundation.  Some- 
times I  fancied  myself  suddenly  become 
the  possessor  of  immense  riches,  Avith  Avhich 
I  should  found  a  ncAv  colony  in  the  very 
remotest  regions  of  the  Avest.  I  pictured 
to  myself  the  village  of  my  Avorkmen,  sur- 
rounded with  its  patches  of  cultivation  in 
the  midst  of  universal  barrenness — the 
smiling  aspect  of  civilized  life  in  the  very 
center  of  barbarism — the  smelting  fur- 
naces, the  mills,  the  great  refining  factor- 
ies, of  which  I  had  heard  so  much,  all  rose 
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to  my  imncrinat.ion,  and  my  own  princoly 
abodu  lookiii;^  down  iqxjii  tlicse  evidences 
of  my  weal  til. 

Then.  I  J'ancicd  the  influences  of  ednca- 
tion  diffusing  themselves  among  the 
yonng,  who  grew  up  with  taotes  and  habits 
so  diiforent  from  those  of  their  fathei's. 
llow  ))ursuits  of  relinement  by  degrees 
mingled  themselves  with  daily  require- 
ments, till  at  last  the  silent  foi-ests  would 
echo  with  the  exciting  strains  of  music,  or 
the  murmuring  river  at  nightfall  would  bo 
accom[)anied  by  the  recited  verses  of  i)oetry. 

The  primitive  simplicity  of  such  a  life  as 
I  then  pictured  was  a  perfect  fascination; 
and  when  wearied  with  thinking  of  it  by 
day,  as  I  dropped  asleep  at  night,  the 
thoughts  would  haunt  my  dreams  unceas- 
ingly. 

This  castle  -  building  temperament — 
whicli  is,  after  all,  nothing  but  hope  en- 
gaged i)ractically — may,  when  pushed  too 
far,  make  a  man  dreamy,  sjieculative,  and 
visionary;  but  if  restrained  within  any 
reasonable  limits,  cannot  fail  to  sitpport 
the  courage  in  many  an  hour  of  trial,  and 
nerve  the  heart  against  many  a  sore  inflic- 
tion. 1  know  hf)w  it  kept  me  up  Avhen 
others  of  very  different  thews  and  sinews 
.were  falling  around  me.  Independently  of 
this  advantage,  another  and  a  greater  one 
accompanied  it.  These  self-created  vis- 
ions, however  they  may  represent  a  man  in 
a  situation  of  greatness  or  power,  always  do 
so  to  exhibit  him  dispensing — what  he  im- 
agines at  least  to  bo — tiie  virtues  of  such  a 
station!  No  one,  I  trust,  ever  fancied  him- 
self a  monarch  for  the  sake  of  all  the  cruel- 
ties he  might  inflict,  and  all  the  tyrannies 
he  might  practice;  so  that,  in  reality,  this 
"sparring  against  Fortune  witlr  the  gloves 
on  "  is  admirable  practice — if  it  be  nothing 
else. 

It  was  on  the  seventeenth  day  of  our 
Avanderings  that  the  guide  announced  that 
we  had  struck  into  the  Chihuahua  "■  ti'ail," 
and  although  to  our  eyes  nothing  unusual 
or  strange  ]iresented  itself,  Ilermosc  ex- 
hiljited  signs  of  nnmistakaljle  i)ride  and 
self-esteem.  As  I  looked  around  me  on  the 
unvarying  asjiect  of  earth  and  sky,  I  could 
not  help  remembering  my  disappointment 
on  a  former  occasion,  when  I  heard  of  the 
•'  Banks  of  Newfoundland,"  and  fancied 
that  the  Chihuahua  trial  might  have  some 
such  unseen  existence  as  the  redoubtable 
"Banks"  aforesaid,  which,  however  fami- 
liar to  cod-flsh,  are  seldom  vi.-ited  by 
Christians. 

"  The  evening  star  will  rise  straight 
above  our  heads  to-night,"  said  Ilermosc — 
and  he  was  correct;  our  path  lay  exactly  in 


the  very  line  with  tliat  bright  orb.  The 
confidence  inspired  by  this  ])rediction  in- 
creased, as  we  found  that  an  occasional 
prickly-pear  tree  now  presented  itself, 
with,  here  and  there,  a  dwarf  box  or  an 
acacia.  As  night  closed  in,  we  found  our- 
selves on  the  skirt  of  what  seemed  to  be  a 
dense  wood,  bordered  by  the  course  of  a 
dried-up  torrent.  A  gi-eat  wide  "streak" 
of  rocks  and  stones  attested  the  force  and 
extent  of  that  i-iver  when  filled  by  the 
mountain  streams,  but  which  now  trickled 
along  among  the  }K'bbles  with  scarcely 
strength  enough  to  force  its  way.  Ilermosc 
proceeded  for  some  distance  down  into  the 
bed  of  the  torrent,  and  returned  with  a 
handful  of  sand  and  clay,  which  he  pre- 
sented to  Ilalkett,  saying,  '*  The  rains  liave 
not  been  heavv  enough;  this  is  last  year's 
earth." 

Few  as  wei'C  the  words,  they  conveyed  to 
me  an  immense  impression  of  his  skill, 
who,  in  a  few  grains  of  sand  taken  at  ran- 
dom, could  distinguish  the  deposits  of  one 
year  from  those  of  another. 

"How  does  it  look,  Ilalkett?"  cried 
one. 

"Is  it  heavy?  "  asked  another. 

''It  is  worthless,"  said  Ilalkett,  throw- 
ing the  earth  from  him;  "but  we  are  on 
the  right  track,  lads,  for  all  that:  there's 
always  gold  Avhere  the  green  snake  fre- 
quents.'* 

It  was  a  mystery  at  the  time  to  me,  how 
Ilalkett  knew  of  the  serpent's  vicinity,  for 
although  I  looked  eagerly  round  me,  I  saw 
no  trace  of  one. 

"  I  vow  he's  a-sarchin'  for  the  Copper- 
nose,"  said  a  Yankee,  as  he  laughed  heai'ti- 
ly  at  my  ignorance. 

"  Do  you  sec  that  bird,  there,  upon  the 
bough  of  the  cedar-tree?"  said  Ilalkett; 
"  that's  the  '  Choyero;'  and  wherever  he"s 
found,  the  Coi)pernosc  is  never  far  off.'' 
The  mystery  was  soon  explained  in  this 
wise — tiie  "Choyero"  is  in  the  habit  of 
enveloping  himself  in  the  leaves  of  a  certain 
prickly  cactus,  called  "  Choya,"  with  which 
armor" he  attacks  the  largest  of  these  green 
serpents,  and  always  successfully — the 
strong  thorny  spines  of  thei>lant  invariably 
inflicting  death-wounds  upon  the  snake. 
Some  asserted  that  the  bird  only  attacked 
the  snake  during  his  season  of  torpor,  but 
others  stoutly  averred  that  the  Choyero 
was  a  match  for  any  Cop}K'rnosein  his  per- 
fect vigor. 

The  approach  of  the  long-sought-for 
"  Placer "  was  celebrated  by  an  extra-al- 
lowance of  rum;  and  the  party  conversed 
till  a  late  hour  of  the  night,  with  a  degree 
of  animation  they  had  not  exhibited  for  a 
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long  lime  jircvions;  stories  of  the  "  wash- 
ings" resumed  their  sway— strange  wild 
narratives— the  chief  interest  in  which, 
however  striking  at  the  time,  lay  in  the 
manner  of  tiiose  who  related  them,  and 
were  tliemselves  the  actors.  They  nearly 
all  turned  upon  some  incident  of  gambling, 
and  were  strong  illustrations  of  how  com- 
l)Ietely  the  love  of  gain  can  coexist  with  a 
temperament  utterly  Avasteful  and  reckless, 
while  both  can  render  a  man  totally  indif- 
ferent to  every  feeling  of  friendship. 
Tliere  was  mention,  by  cliance,  of  a  certain 
jS'arvasqne,  who  had  been  the  comrade  of 
many  of  the  party. 

'•'  He  is  dead,"  ci'ied  one. 
''Caramba!  '    cried    another,    "that   is 
scarcely  true;  they  told  me  he  was  at  the 
Austin  fair  this  fall." 

'^  You  may  rely  on  it  he's  dead,"  said  the 
first,  ''for  I  know  it:  he  died  on  the  Sac- 
ramento, and  in  this  wise.  We  had  had  a 
two  months'  run  of  luck  at  the  Orestones  of 
Bacuachez — such  fortune  as  I  only  hope  we 
may  soon  see  again:  none  of  your  filthy 
Avash  and  sieve  work,  nor  any  splintering 
of  a  steel  barretta  on  a  flint  rock,  but  light 
digging  along  the  stream  and  turning  up 
such  masses  of  the  real  shining  metal  as 
would  make  your  heart  leap  to  look  at — 
lamps  of  thirty — thirty-five — ay,  forty 
pounds." 

"There — there,  Harispc!"  said  an  old 
fellow,  with  a  long  pipe  of  sugar-cane,  "if 
we  are  to  swallow  what's  a-comin,  don't 
choke  us  just  now." 

"  What  does  an  old  trapper  know  of  the 
diggin's,"  said  Harispo,  contemptuously, 
"  'tis  a  bee  huntin'  and  a  birds'  nestin'  you 
ought  to  be.  Smash  my  ribs!  if  he  ever 
saw  goold,  except  on  the  breast  of  a  goold- 
finch."  Having  silenced  his  adversary,  he 
resumed: 

"We  were  all  rich  uy  the  time  we  reach- 
ed Aranchez;  but  what  use  is  metal!  one 
can't  eat  it,  nor  drink  it,  nor  even  sleep  on't, 
and  the  fellows  up  there  had  got  as  much 
as  we  had  ourselves.  Everything  cost 
twenty — no,  but  two  hundred  and  twenty 
times  its  value!  I  used  to  cut  a  goold  but- 
ton off  my  coat  every  morning  for  a  day's 
grub,  so  that  we  had  to  make  ourselves  a 
kind  of  log-hut  outside  the  village,  and  try 
to  vittal  ourselves  as  best  we  could.  There 
warn't  much  savin'  in  that  plan  neither, 
for  we  drank  brandy  all  day  long,  and  it 
cost  half  an  ounce  of  goold  every  bottle  of 
it!  Then  we  stayed  up  all  night  and  play- 
ed brag,  and  it  was  that  finished  Xarvasque. 
lie  was  a-betting  with  Shem  Avery,  and 
Shem,  Avho  felt  he  was  in  for  a  run  of  luck, 
layed  it  on  a  bit  heavy  like;  and  the  end 


o'  it  was,  he  won  all  Karvasque's  two 
months'  diggin's,  all  to  a  twenty-eight 
'  ouncer'  that  he  wouldn't  bet  for  anybody 
— no,  nor  let  any  one  see  where  he  hid  it. 
Shem  had  his  heart  on  that  lump,  and  said, 
'I'll  go  fifty  ounces  against  your  lump, 
Narvasque;'  and  the  other  didn't  take  it 
at  first,  but  up  he  gets  and  leaves  the  hut. 
'  Honor  bright,' said  he,  'no  man  follows 
me.'  They  all  gave  their  words,  and  he 
went  out  a  short  distance  into  the  Avood, 
where  he  had  a  sheep's  heart. hanging  near 
a  rock,  in  the  center  of  which  he  had  con- 
cealed his  treasure.  He  wasn't  three  yards 
from  the  si)ot,  when  a  great  spotted  siudce 
darts  through  the  long  grass,  and  making 
a  spring  at  the  piece  of  meat,  bolts  it  and 
away!  Narvasque  followed  into  the  deep 
jungle,  unarmed  as  he  Avas;  tliere  a  deadly 
combat  must  have  ensued,  for  Avhen  his 
cries  aroused  us,  as  avc  sat  Avithin  the  hut, 
we  found  him  bitten  on  every  part  of  the 
body,  and  so  near  death,  that  he  had  only 
time  to  tell  hoAv  it  happened,  Avhen  he  ex- 
pired." 

"And  the  snake?"  cried  several  in  a 
breath. 

"He  got  clear  away;  Ave  gave  chase  for 
four  days  after  him  in  vain:  but  a  fellow 
Avith  as  much  spare  cash  al^out  him  must 
have  come  to  bad  ere  now." 

"The  Injians  has  ripped  him  open  afore 
this,  depend  on't,"  said  another.  "  There's 
scarce  a  snake  of  any  size  hasn't  an  emerald 
or  splice  of  gold  in  him." 

"  There's  more  gold  lies  lies  hidden  by 
fellows  that  have  never  lived,  or  come  back 
to  claim  it,  than  ye  know  of,"  said  the  old 
trapper;  "and  that's  the  kind  of  'Placer' 
I'd  like  to  chance  upon,  all  ready  Avashed 
and  smelted." 

"  They  talk  of  martyrs!  ''said  a  tall,  sal- 
loAV  Spaniard,  Avho  had  been  educated  for  a 
priest,  "  let  me  tell  you  that  those  Injians, 
ay,  even  the  negroes,  have  endured  as  much 
torture  for  their  gold,  as  ever  did  zealot 
for  his  faith.  There  was  a  felloAV  in 
my  father's  time,  up  at  Guajuaqmdla, 
who,  it  was  said,  had  concealed  immense 
treasures,  not  only  of  gold,  but  gems, 
emeralds,  diamonds,  and  rubies;  well,  he 
not  only  refused  all  offers  from  the  Gober- 
nador  of  the  mines  to  share  the  booty,  but 
he  suffered  his  toes  to  be  taken  off  by  the 
smelting  nippers,  rather  than  make  a  con- 
fession. Then  they  tried  him  Avith  Avhat 
the  miners  call  a  '  nest-egg,'  that  is,  apiece 
of  gold  heated  almost  red,  and  inserted  in- 
to "the  spine  of  the  back;  but  it  Avas  all  to 
no  use,  he  never  spoke  a  word." 

"I  heard  of  him;  that  Avas  a  niggei 
called  Crick,"  cried  another. 
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As  for  me,  I  lioard  no  more.  The  sound 
of  tliiit  name  vvliicli  brought  up  the  mem- 
ory of  my  night  at  Anticosti  and  all  its 
terrors  filled  my  heart,  besides  with  a 
strange  swelling  of  hope,  vague  and  ill- 
defined  it  is  true,  but  which  somehow 
opened  a  vision  of  future  wealth  and  great- 
ness before  me.  The  name,  cou])led  with 
the  j)lace,  (Juajuafpuilla,  left  no  doubt  n])on 
my  mind  that  they  were  talking  of  no 
other  than  the  Black  ]>oat. swain  himseH'. 
If  1  burned  to  ask  a  hundred  ipiestions 
about  him,  a  prudent  forbearance  held  me 
back.  I  knew  that  of -all  men  living,  none 
are  so  much  given  to  suspicion  and  mis- 
trust as  the  (iambusinos.  The  frauds  and 
deceits  eternally  in  practice  among  them, 
the  constant  concealments  of  treasure,  the 
affected  desertion  of  rich  "  Placers,"  in  or- 
der to  return  to  them  later  and  alone, — 
these  and  many  like  artifices  suggest  a  uni- 
versal want  of  confidence,  Avhich  is  ever  at 
work  to  trace  motives  or  attribute  inten- 
tions for  every  chance  word  or  accidental 
exi)i'ession.  I  restrained  my  curiosity,  there- 
fore; but  from  that  hour  forward,  tlie  ne- 
gro and  his  hidden  gold  were  ever  before 
me.  It  mattered  not  where  I  was,  in  what 
companionship,  or  how  engaged.  One 
figure  occupied  the  foreground  of  every 
picture.  If  my  waking  thoughts  re[)re- 
sented  him  e.\actly  as  I  s:iw  him  at  Anti- 
costi, my  sleej)ing  fancies  filled  up  a  wliole 
history  of  his  life.  I  pictured  him  a  slave 
in  the  '•  B.irracoons  "  of  his  native  land, 
heavily  ironed  and  chained.  I  saw  him  on 
board  tiie  slaver,  with  bent-down  head  and 
crippled  limbs,  crouching  between  the 
decks.  I  followed  him  to  the  slave-market 
and  the  sugar  plantation.  I  witnessed  his 
sufferings,  his  sorrows,  and  his  vengeance. 
I  tracked  liini  as  he  fled  to  the  woods,  with 
the  deej)-mouthed  bloodhounds  behind 
him;  and  I  stood  breathless  while  they 
struggled  in  deadly  conflict,  till  pale,  bleed- 
ing, and  nnmgled,  the  slave  laid  them  dead 
at  his  feet,  and  tottered  onward  tosiaunch 
his  wounds  with  the  red  gum  of  the  liana. 
'I'hen  came  an  indistinct  interval;  and 
Avhen  I  saw  him  ne.Kt  it  was  as  a  gold- 
washer  in  the  dark  stream  of  the  "  Kio 
Nero,"  his  distorted  limbs  and  nningled 
flesh  showing  through  what  sufferings  he 
.had  passed. 

Broken  incoherent  incidents  of  crime 
and  misery,  of  tortured  agonies  and  hellish 
vengeance,  would  cross  my  sleejjing  inni- 
gination,  amidst  which  one  ])icture  ever 
recurred, — it  was  of  the  negro  as  I  saw  him 
at  Anticosti,  crouching  beast-like  on  the 
earth.  And  w'hile  he  ])attcd  the  ground  with 
his  hand,  throwing  a  stealthy  terrified 
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I  glance  on  every  side  to  see  that  he  was  not 
j  observed.     That  he  fancied  himself  in  the 
!  act  of  concealing  the  gold  for  which  he  liad 
bai'tered   his  verv  blood,  the  gesture  indi- 
cated ])lainly  enough;  and  in  the  same  atti- 
I  tude  my  f;incy  would  depict  him  so  ijower-  , 
,  fully,  so  truthfully,  too,  that  when  I  awoke, 
I  had  but  to  close  my  eyes  iigain,  and  the 
'  vision  would  come   back  with  every  color 
land  adjunct  of  }'eality. 

^ly  pre<jccu]>ation  of  mind  could  not 
have  esca])ed  the  shrewd  observation  of 
companions,  had  not  the  unexpected  dis- 
covery of  gold  in  the  sands  of  the  )-iver  ef- 
fectually turned  every  thought  into  an- 
I  other  and  more  interesting  channel.  At 
first  it  was  mere  dust  was  detected,  but, 
later  on,  small  missha])en  ))ieces  of  dusky 
yellow  Avere  picked  np,  wdiieh  showed  the 
gold  in  its  most  valuable  form,  in  combi- 
nation with  quartz  rock. 

Up  to  the  moment  of  that  discoveiy  all 
was  lassitude  and  indifference.  A  few  only 
gave  themselves  the  trouble  to  wet  their 
feet;  the  greater  number  sitting  lazily 
down  upon  the  river's  bank,  and  gazing  on 
the  "washers"  with  a  contem[)tuons  neg- 
ligence. The  failures  they  experienced, 
even  their  hnmljle  successes,  were  met  with 
sneers  and  laughtei-;  till  at  last  liermose 
held  up  aloft  a  little  sjjicula  of  gold  about 
tlie  thickness  of  a  pencil.  No  sooner  had 
tlie  brilliant  luster  caught  their  eyes,  than, 
like  hounds  at  the  sight  of  the  stag,  they 
s]irung  to  their  feet  and  dashed  into  the 
sti'eani. 

What  a  sudden  change  came  over  the 
scene  I  Instead  of  the  silence  of  that  dark 
river,  through  whose  dull  current  three 
or  four  figures  waded  noiselessly,  while  in 
lazy  indolence  their  companions  lay 
smoking  or  sleeping  near,  now,  in  an 
instant,  the  whole  picture  became  ani- 
mated. With  plashing  water  and  wild 
shouts  of  various  import  the  deep  glen  I'e- 
sounded,  as  upwards  of  thirty  men  de- 
scended into  the  river;  and  while  some 
examined  the  bed  of  the  stream  with  the 
"  barretas,*'  others  dived  beneath  the  water 
to  explore  it  with  their  hands,  and  bring 
up  mingled  nuisses  of  earth  and  dust,  over 
which  they  bent  with  earnest  gaze  for  many 
minutes  together. 

Then  what  cries  of  joy  or  disappointment 
broke  forth  at  every  instant.  There  seemed 
at  once  to  come  over  that  hardened,  time- 
worn  groujiof  men,  all  the  changing  fickle- 
ness of  chiUlhood.  The  wayward  vacilla- 
tions of  hojie  anil  despair, — bright  visions 
of  sudden  wealth,  v.ith  gloomy  thoughts 
of  disa[)pointment,  when,  suddenly,  one 
brought    up    from   the    bed  of   the  stream 
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something  which  ho  showed  to  his  ncioh- 
l)or,  then  to  jinotlier,  and  unotlier,  tiil  ii 
knot  had  gathered  close  around  him, 
among  which  1  found  myself.  ''  What  is 
it?"  said  I,  disappointed  at  not  seeing 
•some  great  mass  of  }ello\v  gold. 

"  Don't  you  see!  It  is  the  fossil  bone  of 
the  antelope,"'  said  llermose  ;  *•  and  when 
tlic  floods  have  penetrated  deep  enough  to 
unbury  that,  there's  little  doubt  but  we 
shall  find  gold  enough." 

''  Who  says  enougli  ?  "  cried  a  Mexican, 
as  emerging  half-suffocated  from  the  Avater 
he  held  aloft  a  pure  i)iece  of  metal,  nearly 
the  size  of  a  small  apple  ;  "of  such  fruit 
as   this  one  never  can  eat  to  indigestion  !  " 

Halkett's  whistle  was  soon  heard,  sum- 
moning the  whole  party  to  a  council  on 
the  bank ;  nor  was  the  call  long  nn- 
answered.  In  an  instant  the  tanned  and 
swai-thy  figures  were  seen  emerging,  all 
drip})ing  as  they  were,  from  the  stream, 
ascending  the  banks,  and  then  throwing 
themselves  in  attitudes  of  careless  ease 
around  the  leader. 

A  short  discussion  ensued  as  to  the 
locality  upon  which  we  had  chanced,  some 
averring  that  it  was  an  unexplored  branch 
of  the  "  Brazo,"  others  that  it  was  one  of 
those  wayward  courses  into  which  mount- 
ain streams  are  directed  in  seasons  of  un- 
usual rain.  The  controversy  was  a  warm, 
and  might  soon  have  become  an  angry 
one,  had  not  llalkett  put  an  end  to  all 
altercation  by  saying,  "Ic  matters  little 
how  the  place  be  called,  or  what  its  lati- 
tude ;  you  know  the  Mexican  adage,  'It's 
always  a  native  land  where  there's  gold.' 
That  there  is  some  here,  I  have  no  doubt  ; 
that  there  is  as  much  as  will  repay  us  for 
the  halt,  is  another  question.  My  advice 
is,  that  we  turn  the  river  into  another 
course,  leave  the  present  channel  dry  and 
open,  and  then  explore,  it  thoroughly. 

"Well  spoken,  and  true,"  said  an  old 
white-headed  Gambusino  ;  "  that  is  the 
plan  in  the  far  west,  and  they  are  the  only 
lellou's  who  go  right  about  their  work." 

The  proposal  was  canvassed  ably  on  all 
sides,  and  adopted  with  scarcely  anything 
like  opposition  ;  and  then  parties  were 
*•■  told  off,"  to  carry  into  execution  different 
portions  of  the  labor.  The  section  into 
which  I  fell  was  that  of  the  scouts  or  ex- 
plorers, who  were  to  track  the  course  of 
the  stream  upwards,  and  search  for  a  snit- 
aole  spot  at  which  to  commence  operations. 
Hermose  took  the  command  of  this  party, 
and  named  the  "  Lepero "  as  his  lieu- 
tenant. 

The  "sierra"  through  which  our  path 
lay  was   singularly  wild  and    picturesque. 


The  rocks,  thrown  about  in  every  fantastic 
shape,  were  actually  covered  with  the 
tendrils  of  the  liana,  whose  great  'blue 
flowers  hung  in  luxuriant  clusters  from 
every  cliff  and  crag.  Wild  fig  and  almond 
trees  loaded  with  fruit,  red  guavas  and 
limes,  met  us  as  we  advanced,  till  at  length 
we  found  ourselves  in  the  very  center  of  a 
tract  rich  in  every  ])roduction  of  our 
gardens,  and  all  gi'owing  in  spontaneous 
freedom  and  wildness.  The  yellow-flower- 
ing cactus,  and  the  golden  lobelia,  that 
would  have  been  the  choietst  treasures  of 
a  conservatory  in  other  lands,  we  here 
broke  branches  off  to  fan  away  the  mos- 
quitoes and  the  galli-nippers.  The  farther 
we  went,  the  more  fruitful  and  luxuriant 
did  the  tract  seem.  Oi'anges,  i^eaches, 
and  grajies,  in  all  the  profusion  of  their 
wildest  abundance,  surrounded  us,  and 
even  littered  the  very  way  beneath  our  leet. 
To  feel  the  full  enchantment  of  such  a 
scene,  one  should  have  been  a  prairie 
traveler  for  weeks,  long-wearied  and  heait- 
sore  with  the  dull  monotony  of  a  tiresome 
journey,  with  fevered  tongue  and  scorching 
feet,  with  eye-balls  red  from  the  glaring 
sun,  and  temples  throbbing  from  the  un- 
shaded lustre.  Then,  indeed,  the  change 
was  like  one  of  those  wondrous  trans- 
formations of  a  fairy  tale,  rather  than 
mere  actual  life.  In  the  transports  of  our 
delight  we  threw  ourselves  down  among 
the  flowering  shrubs,  and  covered  ourselves 
with  blossoms  and  buds  ;  "we  bound  the 
grape  clusters  on  our  foreheads  like  bac- 
chanals, and  tied  great  branches  of  the 
orange-tree  round  us  as  scarfs.  In  all  the 
wantonness  of  children,  we  tore  the  fruit 
in  handfuls,  and  thew  it  aj-ound  us.  The 
wasteful  prodigality  of  nature  seemed  to 
suggest  excess  on  our  part,  prompting  us 
to  a  hundred  follies  and  extravagances. 
As  if  to  fill  up  the  measure  of  our  present 
joy  by  imparting  the  brightness' of  future 
hope,  Hermose  told  us  that  such  little 
spots  of  luxuriant  verdure  were  very  often 
found  in  the  regions  richest  with  gold,  and 
that  we  might  be  almost  certain  of  dis- 
covering a  valuable  Placer  in  our  immediate 
vicinit)'.  There  was  another,  and  that  no 
inconsiderable,  advantage  attending  these 
"Oases  "of  fertility.  The  Indians  nev/Br 
dared  to  intrude  upon  these  precincts  -  . 
their  superstition  being  that  the  '*'  Treasure 
God,"  or  the  "Genius  of  the  Mine" 
always  had  his  home  in  these  places,  and 
executed  sumnuiry  vengeance  upon  all  who 
dared  to  invade  tliem.  This  piece  of  )"ed- 
man  faith,  however  jocularly  recorded,  did 
not  meet  that  full  contempt  fro'm  my 
comrades  I  could  have  expected.     On  the 
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contraiT,  iniuiy  cited  insLimces  of  disasters 
uiid  culuniiLii's  wliich  seemed  like  ciiriou.s 
corroborations  of  the  creed.  Indeed,  I 
soon  .fciiw  how  nauirtiliy  superstitious 
credences  become  matter  of  faith  to  him 
who  lives  the  wild  life  of  the  praii-ies. 

"  Then  you  think  we  shall  have  to  pay 
the  price  of  all  this  enjoyment,  Hermose?" 
said  I,  as  1  hiy  luxuriously  beneath  a 
spreading  banana. 

'*Quien  Sabe!  who  knows?  "  exclaimed 
lie,  in  his  ilexican  dialect,  and  with  a 
shrug  of  the  shoulders  that  implied  doubt. 

Although  each  event  is  well  marked  in 
my  memory,  and  the  incidents  of  each  day 
indelibly  fixed  upon  my  mind,  it  is  need- 
less that  1  siiould  dwell  ni)f)n  passages, 
which,  however,  at  the  time  full  of  adven- 
ture and  excitement,  gave  no  particuhir 
direction  to  the  course  of  my  iiumble  des- 
tiny. We  succeeded  in  tinding  a  spot  by 
which  the  bed  of  the  river  might  be 
changed;  and  after  some  days  of  hard  labor 
we  accomplished  the  task. 

The  course  of  tlie  stream  thus  left  dry 
for  a  considerable  distance,  became  the 
scone  of  our  more  active  exertions.  The 
lirst  week  or  two  little  was  discovered,  save 
gold  dust,  or  an  occasional  '"spicula"  of 
the  metal,  heavily  alloyed  with  copper;  but 
as  we  followed  up  the  course,  towards  the 
mountain,  a  vein  of  richest  ore  was  found, 
lying  neai"  the  surface  too,  and  presenting 
masses  of  pure  gokl,  many  of  them  exceed- 
ing twenty  ounces  in  weight. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  that  we  had 
chanced  upon  a  most  valuable  Placer;  and 
now  orders  wei'c  given  to  erect  huts,  antl 
such  rude  furnaces  for  testing,  as  our  skill 
stood  in  need  of.  A  strict  scale  of  profits 
was  also  established,  and  a  solemn  oath 
exacted  from  each,  to  be  true  and  faithful 
to  his  comrades  in  all  things.  Our  little 
colony  demanded  various  kinds  of  service; 
for,  while  the  gold-seeking  was  our  grand 
object,  it  was  necessary,  in  order  to  subsist 
the  party,  tliat  a  corps  of  trappers  and 
hunters  should  be  formed,  who  should  fol- 
low tlie  builalo,  the  red  deer,  and  the  wild 
hog.  over  the  prairies. 

Many  declined  serving  on  this  expedi- 
tion, doubtless  suspecting  that  the  share  of 
ti-easure  which  might  be  allotted  to  the 
absent  man,  would  undergo  a  heavy  pound- 
age. Hermose,  iiowever,  whose  adven- 
turous spirit  inclined  more  willingly  to  the 
excitement  of  tlie  chase  than  the  mono- 
tonous labor  of  a  washer,  volunteered  to 
go,  and  I  offered  myself  to  be  his  compan- 
ion. Some  half-dozen  of  the  youngest 
agreed  to  fojlow  us,  and  we  were  at  once 
named — the  Hunters  to  the  Expedition. 


The  rivalry  between  the  two  careers, 
good-natured  as  it  was,  served  to  amuse 
and  interest  us;  and  while  owr  blank  days 
were  certain  to  obtain  for  us  a  share  of 
scoffs  and  jibes,  their  unsuccessful  ones  did 
not  escape  their  share  of  sarcasm.  H  one 
party  affected  to  bewail  the  necessity  of 
storing  u[)  treasure  for  a  set  of  walking 
gentlemen,  who  pa.ssed  the  day  in  pleasure- 
rambles  about  the  country,  the  other  took 
care  to  express  their  discontent  at  return- 
ing loaded  with  spoils  for  a  parcel  of  lazy 
imi)ostor.=:,  that  lounged  away  their  time  on 
the  bank  of  a  river.  ^leanwhile  both  pur- 
suits flourished  admiraljly.  I*racticc  had 
made  us  most  expert  with  the  rifle;  and  as 
we  were  fortunate  enough  to  secure  some 
of  the  *'  mustangs,"  and  train  them  to  the 
saddle,  our  "chasse"  became  both  more 
profitable  and  pleasant,  By  degrees,  too, 
little  evidences  of  supei'fluity  began  to  dis- 
l)lay  themselves  in  our  equipment:  our 
saddles,  at  first  made  of  a  mere  wooden 
trestle,  with  a  strip  of  buffalo  hide  thrown 
across  it,  were  now  ornamented  with  black 
bear-skins,  or  the  more  valuable  black  fox- 
skin:  our  own  costume,  if  not  exactly  con- 
formable to  Pai-isian  models,  was  ccjnifort- 
able  and  easy — a  brown  deer-skin  tunic, 
fastened  by  a  belt  around  the  waist;  short 
breeches,  reaching  to  the  knee-ca]),  which 
was  left  bare,  for  climbing;  "  botas  vac^ue- 
ras,"  very  loose  at  to]),  and  serving  as  hol- 
sters for  our  pistols;  and  a  cap  of  fox  or 
squii'rel,  usually  designed  by  the  wearer, 
and  exhibiting  proofs  of  ingenuity,  if  not 
taste;  such  was  our  dress. 

Our  wca])ons  of  rifle,  and  bowie-knife, 
and  pistols,  giving  it  a  character,  which, 
on  the  boards  of  a  minor  theatre,  would 
have  been  a  crowning  "success."  \Ve 
were  also  all  mounted;  some,  Hermose  and 
myself  in  particular,  admirably  so.  And 
although  I  often  in  my  own  heart  regretted 
the  powers  of  strength  and  endurance  of 
poor  "  (>harry."  my  little  mustang  steed, 
with  his  long  forelock  and  his  bushy  mous- 
taches, a  strange  peculiarity  of  this  bi'ced, 
was  a  picture  of  compactness  and  agility. 
We  had  also  constructed  a  rude  wagon, 
so  rude  that  I  can  even  yet  laugh  as  I 
think  on  it,  to  carry  our  spoils,  which  were 
far  too  cumbrous  for  a  mere  horse-load, 
and  when  left  on  the  ]n'airies  attracted 
such  numbers  of  prairie  wolves  and  vul- 
tures as  to  be  downright  perilous.  If  this 
same  wagon  was  not  exactly  a  type  for  • 
"Long  Acre,"  it  was  at  least  strong  and 
serviceable;  and  although  the  wheels  weie 
far  nearer  oval  than  circular,  they  did  go 
round;  the  noise  they  created  in  so  doing 
might  have  been  disagreeable  to  a  nervous 
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iiivaTKl,  being  something  between  the 
Hcro.un  of  ;i  railway  train  and  the  yell  of  a 
thousand  peacocks.  But  I  believe  we  rather 
I i Iced  it;  at  least  I  know  that  when  some 
luckless  Sybarite  suggested  the  use  of  a 
little  bear's  fat  around  the  axle,  he  was 
looked  on  as  a  kind  of  barbarian  to  whom 
nature  denied  the  least  ear  for  music. 

As  for  the  "  chasse  "  itself,  it  was  glo- 
rious sport.  Glorious  in  the  unbounded 
freedom  to  wander  whither  one  listed! — 
Glorious  in  the  sense  of  mastery  we  felt, 
that  we  alone  of  all  the  millions  of  man- 
kind had  reached  this  far-away,  nnvfsited 
tract! — Glorious  in  its  successes,  its  dan- 
gers, and  its  toils!  There  was,  besides, 
that  endless  variety  of  adventure  prairie- 
hunting  affords.  Now,  it  was  the  heavy 
buffalo,  lumbering  lazily  alang,  and  tossing 
his  huge  head  in  anger^  as  the  rifle  ball 
pierced  his  dense  hide!  Now,  it  was  the 
])roudly  antlered  stag,  careering  free  over 
miles  and  miles  of  waste.  At  another 
time  the  grizzly  bear  was  our  prey,  and  our 
sport  lay  in  the  dense  jungle,  or  among 
the  dwarf  scrub,  through  which  the  hiss- 
ing rattle-snake  was  darting,  affrighted  at 
the  noise.  In  more  peaceful  mood  the  an- 
telope would  be  the  victim;  while  the  wild 
turkey,  or  the  great  cock  of  the  wood, 
would  grace  with  his  bright  Avavy  feathers 
the  cap  of  him  whose  aim  was  true  at  long- 
est rifle  range. 

And  these  were  happj'  days— .the  very 
liappiest  of  my  whole  life!  for  if,  some- 
times, regrets  would  arise  about  that  road 
of  ambition  from  which  I  had  turned  off, 
to  wander  in  the  path  of  mere  pleasure,  I 
bethought  mo  that  no  career  the  luckiest 
fortune  could  havo  opened  to  me  would 
have  developed  the  same  manly  powers  of 
endurance  of  heat  and  cold,  and  of  peril  in 
a  hundred  shapes.  In  no  other  pursuit 
could  I  have  educated  myself  to  the  like 
life  of  toils  and  dangers,  bringing  me  daily, 
as  it  were,  face  to  face  with  death,  till  I 
could  look  on  him  without  a  shudder  or  a 
fear. 

I  will  not  say  that  Donna  Maria  may  not 
have  passed  across  the  picture  of  my  mind- 
drawn  regrets;  but  if  her  form  did  indeed 
flit  past,  it  was  to  breathe  a  hope  of  some 
future  meeting,  some  bright  time  to  come, 
the  recompense  of  all  our  sei)aration.  And 
I  thought  with  pride  how  much  more  worthy 
of  her  would  I  be  as  the  prairie-hunter — the 
■fearless  follower  of  the  bear  and -the  buff:do 
— accustomed  to  the  life  of  the  wild  woods, 
— than  as  the  mere  adventurer,  wiiose  sole 
stock  in  trade  was  the  subterfuge  and  de- 
ceit he  could  practise  on  the  unwary. 

It  was  stranse  euouoh  uU  this  while  that 


I  seemed  to  have  lost  sight  of  my  old  guide- 
star, — the  great  passion  of  my  eai'lier  yeai's, 
the  desire  to  be  a  "Gentleman."  It  was 
stranger  still,  but  after-reflection-  has 
shown  me  that  it  was  true,  I  made  far 
greater  progress  toward  that  wished-for 
goal,  when  I' ceased  to  make  it  the  object 
of  my  ambition. 


CHAPTEK  XXIV. 

THE   PATE   OF  A   GAMBCSIXO. 

The  'Mife  of  the  prairie,"  with  all  its 
seeming  monotony,  was  very  far  from 
wearisome.  The  chase,  which  to  some 
might  have  presented  the  same  unvarying 
aspect,  to  tliose  who  passionately  loved 
sport,  abounded  in  new  and  exciting  inci- 
dents. If  upon  one  day  the  object  of  pursuit 
was  the  powerful  bison  bull,  with  his  shaggy 
mane  and  short  straight  horns,  on  another 
it  was  the  SAvift  antelope  or  the  prairie 
fox,  whose  sable  skin  is  the  rarest  piece  of 
dandyism  a  hunters  pelisse  can  exhibit: 
now  and  then  the  wide-spread  paw  of  a 
brown  bear  would  mark  the  earth,  and 
give  lis  days  of  exciting  pursuit:  or  again, 
some  Indian  "  trail  " — some  red-man 
"sign" — would  warn  us  that  we  were  ap- 
proaching the  hunting-grounds  of  a  tribe, 
and  that  all'our  circumspection  was  needed. 
Besides  these,  there  were  changes,  inappre- 
oiable  to  the  uninitiated,  but  thoroughly 
understood  by  ns,  in  the  landscape  itself, 
highly  interesting.  It  is  a  well-known  fact 
that  the  shepherd  becomes  conversant 
with  the  face  of  every  sheep  in  his  flock, 
tracing  differences  of  ex]n-ession,  where 
others  would  recognize  nothing  but  a  blank 
uniformity;  so  did  the  prairie,  which  at 
first  presented  one  unvarying  expanse,  be- 
come at  last  marked  by  a  hundred  pecu- 
liarities, with  Avhich  close  observation  made 
us  intimate.  Indeed  I  often  wondered  how 
a  great  stretching  plain,  without  a  house, 
a  tree,  a  shrub,  or  a  trickling  brook,  could 
supply  the  materials  of  scenic  interest,  and 
the  explanation  is  almost  as  difficult  as  the 
fact.  One  must  have  lived  the  life  of  soli- 
tude and  isolation  which  these  wild  wastes 
compel,  to  feel  how  every  moss-clad  stone 
can  have  its  meaning — how  the  pre- 
sence of  some  little  insignificant  lichen  in- 
dicates the  vicinity  of  water — how  the  blue 
foxbell  shows  Avhere  honey  is  to  be  found 
— how  the  faint  spiral  motion  of  the  pirn 
grass  gives  warning  that  rain  is  at  hand. 
Then  with  what  interest  at  each  sunset  is 
the  horizon  invested,  when  the  eye  can 
pierce  space  to  a  vast  extent,  and  mark  the 
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fog-banks  which  tower  Jifar  off,  and  dis- 
tiiii^iiish  the  ^atheriii;^  cdonds  from  tlie 
dark-backed  herd  of  bnffaloes,  or  a  group 
of  Indians  on  a  march.  Every  i)rairie 
"  roll,"  every  dip  and  undulation  of  tiiat 
vast  surface,  had  its  own  interest,  till  at 
leniitli  I  learned  to  think  that  all  other 
pr(»si)ects  must  be  tame,  spiritless,  and  un- 
exciting, in  comparison  with  that  glorious 
expanse,  where  the  sky  and  earth  are  one, 
and  where  the  clouds  alone  threw  shadows 
upon  the  vast  })lain. 

The  habit  of  a  hunter's  life  in  such 
scenes,  the  constant  watchfulness  against 
sudden  peril,  insjiire  a  frame  of  mind  in 
which  deep  reflectiveness  is  blended  with  a 
readiness  and  promptitude  of  action,  gifts 
which  circumstances  far  more  favorable  to 
moral  training  do  not  always  su[)])l3".  The 
long  day  passed  in  total  solitude,  since  very 
often  the  party  separates  to  rendezvous  at 
nightfall,  necessarily  calls  for  thought;  not 
indeed  the  dreamy  reverie  of  the  visionary, 
forgetful  of  himself  and  all  the  world,  but 
of  that  active,  stirring,  mental  operation, 
which  demands  effort  and  will.  If  fanci- 
ful pictures  of  the  future  as  we  would  wish 
to  make  it,  intervene,  they  come  without 
disi)lacing  the  stern  realities  of  the  present, 
any  more  than  the  far  distances  of  a  pic- 
ture iuterfere  with  the  Iigures  of  the  fore- 
ground. 

Forgive,  most  kind  reader,  the  prolix 
fondness  with  which  1  linger  on  this  theme. 
Fortune  gave  me  but  scant  opportunity  of 
cultivation,  but  my  best  schooling  was  ob- 
tained upon  the  prairies.  It  was  there  I 
learned  the  virtue  of  self-reliance,  the  only 
real  independence.  It  was  there  I  taught 
myself  to  endure  reverses  without  disap- 
})ointment.  and  bear  hardships  without  re- 
])ining.  It  was  there  I  came  to  know  that 
he  who  would  win  an  upward  way  in  life 
must  not  build  upon  some  sell'-imagined 
superi(;rity,  but  boldly  enter  tlu'  lists  with 
others,  and  make  couipetitorship  the  test 
of  liis  cai)acity.  They  were  inferior  ac- 
quirements, it  is  true;  but  I  learned  also 
to  bear  hunger  and  cold,  and  want  of  rest 
and  sleep,  which  in  my  after  life  were  not 
without  their  value.  It  would  savor  too 
much  of  a  "bull"  for  him  who  writes  his 
own  memoirs  to  apologize  for  egotism, 
still  I  do  feel  com[)unctions  of  conscience 
about  the  length  of  these  personal  details — 
and  now  to  m}'  story. 

While  we  pursued  our  hunting  pastime 
over  the  pi'airies,  the  "'expedition"  was 
successful  beyond  all  exjK'ctatiou.  No 
sooner  was  the  bed  of  the  river  laid  bare, 
than  gold  was  discovered  in  quantities,  and 
the  '•  washers,"  despising  the  slower  process 


of  "■  sifting,"  betook  tiicmselves  to  the  )>icl 
and  the  'Mjarreta,"  like  their  comrades. 
It  was  a  season  oi  rejoicing,  and,  so  far  as 
our  humble  nu  ans  pei'niitted,  of  festivity; 
for  though  ab(»nnding  in  gold,  our  daily 
food  was  buffalo,  and  ''  tough  doc,"  un- 
seasoned by  l)read  or  anything  that  could 
prove  its  substitute.  If  tlie  days  were 
passed  in  successful  labor,  the  evenings 
were  prolonged  with  narratives  of  the  late 
discoveries,  and  gorgeous  imaginings  of  the 
future,  as  eacii  fancied  the  bright  vista 
should  be.  fSome  were  for  a  life  of  nn- 
bounded  excess  and  dissipation — the 
"  amende,"  as  they  deemed  it,  for  all  their 
toil  and  endurance;  others,  anticipating  a 
career  of  splendor  and  display  in  the  Old 
World.  The  Frenchman  raved  of  Paris 
and  its  cafes  and  restaurants,  its  theaters 
and  its  thousand  pleasures.  A  few  sjjecu- 
lated  npon  setting  forth  on  fresh  expedi- 
tions with  better  means  of  success.  Hal- 
kett  alone  bethought  liim  of  home  and  of 
an  aged  mother,  in  the  far-away  valley  of 
Llanberris,  whose  remainder  of  life  he 
longed  to  render  easy  and  independent. 

Kor  "Was  it  the  least  courageous  act  of 
his  daring  life,  to  avow  such  a  feeling 
among  such  associates.  How  they  laughctl 
at  his  huniilityl  how  they  scoffed  at  the 
filial  reverence  of  the  Gambusinol  Few  of 
them  had  known  a  parent's  eaie.  Most 
wei'c  outcasts  from  their  birth,  and  started 
in  life  with  that  selfish  indifference  to  all 
others  which  is  so  often  the  passport  to 
success.  I  saw  this,  and  perceived  how 
affection  and  sympath}'  are  so  much  addi- 
tional weight  u])on  the  back  of  him  '"wlio 
enters  for  the  ])late  of  ''Fortune;"  but  yet 
my  esteem  for  Halkett  increased  from  tliat 
moment.  I  fancied  that  his  capacity  for 
labor  and  exertion  was  greater,  from  the 
force  of  a  higher  and  a  nobler  impulse  than 
that  which  animated  the  others;  and  I 
thought  I  could  trace  to  this  source  the 
untiling  eneigy  for  which  he  was  conspic- 
uous above  all  the  rest.  It  was  evident, 
too,  that  this  ''  weakness,"  as  they  deemed 
it,  had  sapped  nothing  of  his  courage,  nor 
detracted  in  aught  from  liis  resolute  daring 
—  evei"  forenu.st,  as  he  was,  wherever  j)eril 
was  to  be  confronted. 

I  ruminated  long  and  fref|nent]y  over 
this,  to  me,  singular  trait  of  character. 
AVhole  days  as  1  rambled  the  i)rairies  alone 
in  search  of  game;  the  tedious  hours  of  the 
night  I  would  lie  awake,  si)eculating  upon 
it,  and  wondering  if  it  were  imjnilses  of 
this  nature  that  elevated  men  to  high 
deeds  and  generous  actions;  and — to  real- 
ize my  concej)tion  in  one  word — made  them 
*'  Geutlemeu." 
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To  be  sure,  in  till  the  accessory  advaii- 
tages  of  such,  Halkctfc  was  most  himent- 
ably  deficient,  and  it  would  have  been 
labor  in  vain  to  endeavor  to  conform  him 
to  any  one  of  the  usages  of  the  polite 
world*;  and  yet,  I  thought.,  might  it  not  be 
2)ossible  that  this  rude  unlettered  man 
might  liave  within  him,  in  the  recesses  of 
his  own  heart,  all  those  finer  instincts,  all 
those  rermements  of  high  feeliuG^  and  honor 
that  make  up  a  gentleman, — like  a  lump 
of  pure  virgin  gold  encased  in  a  mass  of 
pudding-stone.  The  study  of  this  problem 
took  aii  intense  hold  upon  me;  for  while  I 
could  recognize  in  myself  a  considerable 
power  for  imitating  all  the  observations  of 
the  well-bred  world,  I  grieved  to  see  that 
these  graces  were  mere  garments,  which 
no  more  influenced  a  man's  real  actions 
than  the  color  of  his  coat  or  the  shape  of 
his  hat  will  affect  the  stages  of  an  ague  or 
the  paroxysms  of  a  fever. 

To  become  a  "gentleman/'  according  to 
my  very  crude  notions  of  that  character, 
was  the  ruling  principle  of  my  life.  I 
knew  that  rank,  wealth,  and  station  were 
all  indispensably  requisite;  but  these  I  also 
fancied  might  be  easily  counterfeited, 
Avhile  other  gifts  must  be  absolutely  pos- 
sessed;— such  as  a  good  address;  a  skill  in 
all  manly  exercises;  a  personal  courage 
ever  ready  to  the  proof;  a  steady  adher- 
ence to  a  pledged  word.  Now  I  tried  to 
educate  myself  to  all  these,  and  to  a  cer- 
tain extent,  I  succeeded.  In  fact,  I  ex- 
perienced what  all  men  have  who  have  set 
up  a  standard  before  them,  that  constant 
measurement  will  make  one  grow  taller.  I 
fancied  that  Halkett  and  myself  were  on 
the  way  to  the  same  object,  by  different 
roads.  Forgive  the  absurd  presum})tion, 
most  benevolent  reader;  for  there  is  really 
something  insufferably  ludicrous  in  the 
very  thought;  and  I  make  the  '*  confes- 
sion "  now  only  in  the  fulness  of  a  heart 
which  is  determined  to  have  no  conceal- 
ments. 

That  I  rode  my  ''mustang"  with  a 
greater  air — that  I  wore  my  black  fox 
pelisse  more  jauntily — that  I  slung  my 
rifle  at  my  back  with  a  certain  affectation 
of  grace — that  I  was  altogether  "got  up" 
Avith  an  eye  to  the  picturesque,  did  not  es- 
cape my  companions,  who  made  themselves 
vastly  merry  at  pretensions  which,  in  their 
eyes,  were  so  supi-emely  ridiculous;  but 
which  amply  repaid  me  for  all  the  sarcasm, 
by  suggesting  a  change  of  their  name  for 
me, — my  old  appellation,  "II  Le'pero," 
being  abandoned  for  '"11  Conde," — the 
Count.  It  matters  little  in  whan  spirit 
you  give  a  man  a  peculiar  designation:  the 


worll  take  it  up  in  their  own  fashion,  and 
he  himself  conforms  to  it,  whether  for 
good  or  evil. 

As  the  "Conde,"  I  doubtless  displayed 
many  a  laughable  affectation,  and  did 
many  things  in  open  caricature  of  the 
title;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  the  name 
spurred  mc  on  to  actions  of  the  most  peril- 
ous, and  made  mc  confront  danger  for  the 
very  sake  of  the  hazard;  till,  by  degrees,  I 
saw  that  the  designation  conferred  upon 
me — at  first  in  mockery — became  a  mark 
of  honorable  esteem  among  my  comrades. 

The  prairie  was  fruitful  in  incidents  to 
test  my  courage.  As  the  season  wore  on, 
and  game  became  more  scarce,  wo  were 
compelled  to  pursue  the  "  bison  "  into  dis- 
tant tracks,  verging  upon  the  hunting- 
grounds  of  an  Indian  tribe,  called  the  Ca- 
manches.  At  first  our  "'  rencontres  "  were 
confined  to  meeting  with  a  scout,  or  some 
small  outlying  party  of  the  tribe;  but  later 
on,  we  ventured  farther  within  their  fron- 
tier, and  upon  one  occasion  we  penetrated 
a  long  and  winding  ravine,  Avhich  expanded 
into  a  small  plain,  in  the  midst  of  which 
to  our  amazement,  we  beheld  their  village. 

The  scene  was  in  every  Avay  a  striking 
one.  It  was  a  few  minutes  after  sunset, 
and  while  yet  the  "yellow  glory"  of  the 
hour  bathed  the  earth,  that  we  saw  the  cane 
wigwams  of  the  "  Camanches,"  as  tliey 
stood  at  either  side  of  a  little  river  that, 
with  many  a  curve,  meandered  through 
the  plain.  Some  squaws  were  seated  on 
the  banks,  and  a  number  of  children  were 
sporting  in  the  stream,  which  ap])eared  too 
shallow  for  swimming.  Here  and  there,  at 
the  door  of  the  wigwams,  an  old  man  was 
sitting  smoking.  Some  mustangs,  seem- 
ingly fresh  caught,  were  picketed  in  a  cir- 
cle, and  a  few  boys  were  amusing  them- 
selves, tormenting  the  animals  into  bounds 
and  curvets — the  laughter  the  sport  ex- 
cited being  audible  where  we  stood.  The 
soft  influence  of  the  hour — the  placid 
beauty  of  the  picture — the  semblance  of 
tranquil  security  impressed  on  everything 
— the  very  childish  gambols — were  all  im- 
ages so  full  of  home  and  home-like  mem- 
ories, that  we  halted  and  gazed  on  the- 
scene  in  speechless  emotion.  Perhaps  each 
of  us  at  that  moment  had  traversed  in  im- 
agination half  a  world  of  s])ace,  and  was 
once  again  a  child  I  As  for  myself,  infancy 
had  been  "no  fairy  dream,"  and  yet  my 
eyes  filled  up,  and  yet  my  liji  quivered  as  I 
looked. 

It  was  evident  that  the  warriors  of  the 
tribe  were  absent  on  some  expedition.  The 
lew  figures  that  moved  about  were  either 
the  very  old,  the  very  young,  or  the  squaws, 
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who,  in  all  the  enjoyment  of  thutgn,ssij)inj.', 
lis  fa.shionaljle  in  the  wild  regions  of  tlic 
West  as  in  the  gilded  boudoirs  of  i'aris,  sat 
enjoying  the  cool  luxury  of  the  twilight. 

Our  ])art\^  consisted  of  only  four  and  my- 
self; and  standing,  as  we  did,  in  a  grove  of 
nut-trees,  were  perfectly  concealed  from 
view;  no  sense  of  danger  then  interfered 
with  our  enjoyment  of  the  ])rosi)ect;  we 
gazed  calmly  on  the  scene  on  which  we 
looked. 

'•Sefdior  Conde,"  whispered  one  of  my 
party,  a  swarthy  Spaniard  from  the  Bas(pie, 
"what  a  foray  we  might  make  yonder! 
their  young  men  are  absent;  they  could 
make  no  defence.  Caramba!  it  would  be 
rare  sport."' 

"  Conde  niio! ''  cried  a  Mexican,  who  had 
once  been  a  horse  dealer,  "I  see  mustangs 
yonder  worth  Gvc  hundred  dollars,  if  they 
are  worth  a  cent;  let  us  have  a  dash  for- 
ward, and  carry  them  off." 

**  There  is  gold  in  that  village,"  mutter- 
ed an  old  Rauchero,  with  a  Avhite  mous- 
tache; "  I  sec  sif ting-sieves  drying  beside 
the  stream." 

And  so,  thought  I  to  myself,  these  are 
the  associates,  who,  a  moment  back,  I 
dreamed  were  sharing  my  thoughts,  and 
whose  hearts,  I  fancied,  were  overflowing 
with  softest  emotions.  One,  indeed,  had 
not  pronounced,  and  to  him  I  turned  in 
lio[)e.  He  was  a  dark-eyed,  sharp-featured 
Breton.  ''And  you,  Claude,"  said  I. 
*'  what  are  your  thoughts  in  this  matter?" 

'*  I  leave  all  in  the  hands  of  my  cap- 
tain," said  he,  saluting  in  military  fashion; 
*'but  if  there  be  a  pillage,  I  claim  the 
woman  that  is  sitting  on  tlie  rock  yonder, 
with  a  yellow  girdle  round  her,  as  mine." 

I  turned  away  in  utter  disappointment. 
The  robber-spirit  was  the  only  one  I  had 
evoked,  and  1  gre\f  sick  at  heart  to  think 
of  it.  How  is  it,  that,  in  certain  moods  of 
mind,  the  vices  we  are  conversant  with 
assume  a  douhle  coarseness,  and  that  we 
feel  re[)ugnance  to  what  daily  Indjit  had 
seemed  to  have  inured  us? 

'"  Is  it  to  be,  or  not,"  growled  the  Span- 
iard, who,  having  tightened  his  girths,  and 
examined  the  lock  of  his  ride,  now  stood 
in  somewhat  patient  anxiety." 

*'  Suice  when  have  we  become  banditti," 
said  I,  insultingly,  ''that  we  are  to  attack 
and  pillage  helpless  women  ami  children? 
Are  these  the  lessons  Halkett  has  tauglit 
ns?  Back  to  the  camp.  Let  us  have  no 
more  of  such  counsels." 

"  We  meet  nothing  but  scoffs  and  jil)es 
Avhen  we  return  empty-haiuled,"  muttered 
the  Spaniard.  "  It  is  seldom  such  an  o])- 
portunity  offers  of  a  lieavy  booty." 


I  "Right-about,"  said  I,  imperiously,  not 
I  caring  to  risk  my  ascendancy  by  debating 
j  the  question  further.  They  obe\ed  without 
j  a  word;  but  ic  was  easy  to  see  that  thesjiirit 
j  of  mutiny  was  but  sleeping.  For  some 
miles  of  the  war  a  dreary  silence  jjcrvadcd 
\  the  party.  I  tried  all  in  my  power  to 
bring  back  our  old  good  xindeistanding, 
and  erase  the  memory  of  the  late  alterca- 
tion; but  evf.'n  my  friend  Narvasque  held 
aloof,  and  seemed  to  side  with  the  others. 
I  was  vexed  and  irritated  to  a  degree  the 
amount  of  the  incident  was  far  from  war- 
ranting; nor  was  the  fact  that  we  were  re- 
turning without  any  success  without  its 
influence.  ^Moody  and  sad,  I  rode  along  at 
their  head,  not  making  any  further  effort 
to  renew  their  confidence,  when  suddenly 
a  spotted  buck  started  from  the  shelter  of 
a  i)rairie  roll,  and  took  his  way  .^cross  the 
l)lain.  To  unsling  my  rifle  and  fire  at  him 
was  the  work  of  half  a  minute.  ^ly  shot 
missed;  and  I  heard,  or  thought  I  heard,  a 
burst  of  contemjituous  laughter  behind  me. 
Without  turning  my  head,  I  sjjurred  my 
horse  to  a  sharp  gallop,  and  proceeded  to 
reload  my  rifle  as  I  went.  The  buck  had, 
however,  got  a  "long  start"  of  me;  and 
although  mv  mustang  had  both  speed  and 
endurance,  1  soon  saw  that  the  chase  would 
prove  unrewarding;  and,  after  a  hot  pur- 
suit of  half  a  mile,  I  pulled  ui)and  wheeled 
about.  'Whei'e  was  my  party?  not  a  trace 
of  them  was  to  be  seen.  1  rode  up  a  little 
slope  of  the  jirairie,  and  then,  at  a  great 
way  off,  I  couhl  descry  their  figures,  as  with 
furious  speed  they  were  hastening  back  in 
the  direction  of  the  Camanche  village.  I 
cannot  express  the  bitterness  of  the  feeling 
that  came  over  me. 

It  was  no  longer  the  sense  of  outraged 
humanity  which  filled  my  heart.  Selfish- 
ness Usurped  the  ground  altogether,  and  it 
was  the  injured  honor  of  a  leader,  whose 
ordei's  had  been  desi)ised  It  was  the  affront 
to  my  authority  wounded  me  so  deej>ly. 
I'hen  I  fancied  to  myself  their  triumidiant 
return  to  the  camp,  laden  with  the  spoils 
of  victory,  and  full  of  heroic  stories  of  their 
own  deeds;  while  I,  the  captain  of  the 
band,  should  have  nothing  to  contribute 
but  a  lame  narrative  of  misi)laeed  compas- 
sion, which  some  might  call  by  even  a 
harsher  natue.  Alas  for  weak  principle! 
I  wished  myself  back  at  their  head  a  hun- 
dred times  over.  Tiiero  was  no  atrocity 
that,  for  a  minute  or  two,  I  did  not  feel 
myself  capable  of;  I  really  believe  that,  if 
any  other  course  were  open  to  me,  I  had 
never  turned  my  steps  back  towards  the 
camp.  Crestfallen  and  sad  indeed  was  I, 
as  I  rode  forward — now,  cursing  the  insub- 


488 


CHARLES  LEVERS  WORKS, 


ordinate  rabble  tliat  dcseiied  mo — now,  in- 
veighing against  niy  own  silly  efforts  to 
change  the  ierocious  instincts  of  such  na- 
tures. Ill  my  bitterness  of  spirit  1  attri- 
buted all  to  my  foolisii  ambition  oi"  being 
"  the  gentleman."  What  business  had  such 
a  character  there?  or  what  possible  link 
could  bind  him  to  such  companionship? 
In  my  discontent,  too,  I  fancied  tliat  these 
"gentlemen"  traits  were  like  studding- 
sails,  only  available  in  fine  weather,  and 
with  a  fair  wind;  but  that  for  the  storms 
and  scpialls  of  life,  such  fine-spun  canvas 
was  altogether  unsuited.  Is  it  needful  I 
should  say  that  I  lived  to  discover  this  to 
be  an  ei'ror. 

To  I'each  the  camp  ere  nightfall,  I  was 
obliged  to  ride  fast,  and  the  (piick  stride  of 
my  "half  breed"  did  moi'c  to  rally  my 
spirits  than  all  my  philosopliizings. 

The  slight  breeze  of  sunset  was  blowing 
over  the  prairie,  when  I  came  in  sight  of 
the  skirting  of  nut-wood  which  sheltered 
the  camp  to  the  "  south'ard."  It  was  like 
home,  somehow,  that  spot.  To  return  to 
it  each  evening  had  given  it  that  character, 
and  one's  instincts  are  invariably  at  work 
to  make  substitutes  for  all  the  "prestiges" 
that  tell  of  family  and  friends.  I  expe- 
rienced the  feeling  strongly  now,  as  I  en- 
tered the  wood,  and  spurred  my  nag  on- 
ward, impatient  to  catch  a  glimpse  at  the 
watch-fires.  As  I  issued  from  the  copse, 
and  looked  up  towards  the  little  table-land 
where  tlie  camp  used  to  stand,  I  saw  noth- 
ing that  spoke  of  my  friends.  There  were 
no  fires;  not  a  figure  moved  on  the  spot. 
I  pressed  eagerly  forward  to  ascertain  the 
reason;  my  mind  full  of  its  own  explana- 
tion of  the  fact,  in  which,  I  own  it,  fears 
Avere  already  blending.  Perlnips  they  had 
removed  somewhat  higher  up  the  st^ream; 
l)erhaps  the  Camanclies  had  been  there, 
and   a   battle  had    been   fought;    perhaps 

.      But    why    continue?     Already    I 

stood  upon  the  spreading  surface  of  table- 
land, and  was  nearing  the  spot  where  all 
our  huts  were  built,  and  now  a  deep  boom- 
ing noise  filled  my  ears — a  hollow,  cavern- 
ous sound,  like  the  sea  surging  within 
some  rocky  cave.  I  listened;  it  grew  fuller 
and  louder,  or  seemed  to  do  so,  and  I  couhl 
mark  sounds  that  resembled  the  crashing 
of  timber  and  the  splintering  of  rocks. 

My  suspense  had  now  risen  to  torture, 
and  my  poor  mustang,  equally  frightened 
as  myself,  refused  to  move  a  stej),  but  stood 
with  his  ears  flattened  back,  fore  legs  ex- 
tended, and  protruded  nostril,  sniffing,  in 
a  very  paroxysm  of  fright. 

I  dismounted,  and  fastening  his  head  to 
his  fore  leg,  in  Mexican  fashion,  advanced 


on  foot.  Each  step  I  made  brought  me 
nearer  to  the  sounds,  which  now  I  per- 
ceived were  those  of  a  fast  rolling  river.  A 
horrid  dread  shot  through  my  heart — my 
senses  reeled  as  it  struck  me, — but  with  an 
effort  1  sprang  forward,  and  there,  deep 
below  me,  in  a  boiling  ocean  of  foam, 
rolled  the  river  along  the  channel  which 
we  had  succeeded  in  damming  up,  on  the 
mountain  side,  and  in  whose  dry  bed  all  our 
labors  had  been  followed.  In  an  instant 
the  whole  truth  revealed  itself  before  me: 
the  stream,  swollen  by  the  rain  falling  in 
the  distant  mountains,  had  overborne  the 
barrier,  and  descending  with  all  its  force, 
had  carried  away  village,  mines,  and  every 
trace  of  the  ill-fated  "Expedition."  The 
very  trees  that  grew  along  the  banks  were 
at  first  undermined,  and  then  swept  away, 
and  might  be  seen  waving  their  great 
branches  above  the  flood,  and  then  disap- 
pearing for  ever — like  gigantic  figures 
struggling  in  the  agony  of  drowning.  The 
rude  smelting-house,  built  of  heavy  stones 
and  masses  of  rock,  had  been  carried  down 
with  the  rest.  Trees  whose  huge  size  at- 
tested ages  of  growth  reeled  with  the  shock 
that  shook  the  earth  beside  them,  and 
seemed  to  tremble  at  their  own  coming 
destiny. 

The  inundation  continued  to  increase  at 
each  instant,  and  more  than  once  the 
"  yellowest "  waves  compelled  me  to  retire. 
This  it  was  which  first  led  me  to  des])air 
of  my  poor  comrades,  since  I  inferred  that 
the  torrent  had  burst  its  barrier  only  a 
short  space  before  my  arrival,  and  as  the 
sunset  was  the  hour  when  all  the  gold  dis- 
covered during  the  day  was  washed,  be- 
fore being  deposited  in  the  smelting-house, 
I  conjectured  that  my  companions  were 
overtaken  at  that  moment  by  the  descend- 
ing flood,  and  that  none  had  escaped  de- 
struction. 

However  the  sad  event  took  place,  I 
never  saw  any  of  them  after,  and  although 
I  tracked  the  stream  for  miles,  and  spent 
the  entire  of  two  days  in  search  of  them,  I 
did  not  discover  one  trace  of  the  luckless 
expedition.  So  changed  had  everything 
become — such  a  terrible  alteration  had  the 
scene  undergone — that  whenever  I  awoke 
from  a  sleep,  short  and  broken  as  my  fe- 
verish thoughts  would  make  it,  it  was  with 
difficulty  I  could  believe  that  this  was 
once  the  "  Camp;"  that  where  that  swollen 
and  angry  torrent  rolled,  had  been  the  dr\', 
graveled  bed  where  joyous  parties  laboi-ed; 
that  beneath  those  cedars,  where  now  the 
young  alligator  stirred  the  muddy  slime, 
we  used  to  sit,  and  chat  in  pleasant  com- 
panionship: that  human  joys,  and  passions, 
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and  liopos  once  lived  ;ui(l  lloiiri.slicd  iii  that 
little  spiice  where  riiiii  .uul  desohition  Imd 
now  set  their  murks,  jind  where  the  wea- 
riest traveler  would  not  linger,  so  sorrow- 
strucic  and  sad  was  every  feature  of  the 
scene. 

Poor  Ilalkett  was  iii)i)erniost  in  my 
thoughts;  his  remenihrauce  of  his  old 
mother;  his  i)laiis  for  her  future  ha|)piness 
and  comfort,  formed,  d()ul)tless.  many  a 
long  year  before,  and  only  I'ealized  to  be 
daslied  for  ever!  How  many  a  wanderer 
and  outcast,  doulitless,  like  him,  have  sunk 
into  unlionored  graves  in  far-away  lands, 
and  of  whom  no  trace  exists,  and  wlio  are 
classed  among  tiie  worthless  and  the  heart- 
less of  their  families;  and  yet,  if  we  had 
record  of  them,  we  might  learn,  perhaps, 
how  thoughts  of  home — of  some  dear 
mother — of  some  kind  sister — of  some 
brother,  who  had  been  more  than  father — 
h;id  spirited  them  on  to  deeds  of  daring 
and  privation — and  how,  in  all  the  terrible 
conflict  of  danger  in  which  their  days  were 
spent,  one  bright  hope  of  returning  liomc 
at  last — glittered  like  a  light  ship  on  a 
lonely  sea,  and  slicd  a  radiance  when  all 
around  was  dark  and  dreary. 

The  third  day  broke,  and  still  found  me 
lingering  beside  the  fatal  torrent,  not  only 
without  meeting  with  any  of  my  former 
comrades,  but  even  of  that  party  who  had 
returned  to  the  Indian  village,  not  one 
canie  back.  In  humble  imitation  of  prairie 
habit,  I  erected  a  little  cross  on  the  spot, 
and  with  my  penknife  inscril)ed  poor  Ilal- 
kett's  name.  This  done,  I  led  my  horse 
slowly  away  through  the  tangled  under- 
wood, till  I  reached  the  open  plain,  then  I 
struck  out  in  a  gallop,  and  rode  in  the  di- 
rection where  the  sun  was  setting. 

The  mere  detail  of  personal  adventures, 
in  which  th'^  traits  of  charactei',  or  the 
ever-varying  aspects  of  human  nature  find 
110  place,  must  always  prove  wearisome. 
The  most  'Miair-breadth  'scapes"  require 
for  their  interest  the  play  of  passions  and 
emotions,  and  in  this  wise  the  perils  of  the 
lonely  traveler  amid  tlie  deserts  of  the  Far 
West  could  not  vie  in  interest  with  the 
slightest  incident  of  domestic  life,  wherein 
human  cares  and  hopes  and  joys  arc  min- 
gled up. 

I  will  not  longer  trespass  on  the  indul- 
gence of  any  one  who  has  accompanied  me 
so  far,  by  lingering  over. the  accidents  of 
my  prairie  life  —nor  tell  by  what  chances  I 
escaped  death  in  some  of  its  most  appalling 
forms.  The  "  Choctaw,"  the  jaguar,  the 
spotted  leopard  of  the  jungle,  thy  cayman 
of  the  sand  lakes,  had  each  in  turn  marked 
me  for  its  juey,  and  yet,  preserved  from 


every  peril,  I  succeeded  in  reaching  tlie  lit- 
tle village  of  "La  Noria,"  or  the  '•  Well,*' 
Avhich  occupies  one  of  the  opening  gorges 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  at  the  outskirts 
of  which  some  of  the  inha!)itants  found 
me  asleep,  with  clothing  reduced  to  very 
rags,  nothing  remaining  of  all  niv  cfpiip- 
ment  save  my  jifle,  and  a  little  canvas 
pouch  of  ammunition. 

My  entertainers  wei'e  mijurs,  whose  ex- 
treme poverty  and  i)rivation  would  have 
been  inexplicable,  had  I  not  learned  that 
the  settlement  was  formed  exclusively  of 
convicts,  who  had  either  been  pardoned 
during  the  term  of  their  sentence,  or,  hav- 
ing completed  their  time,  preferred  pass- 
ing the  remainder  of  their  lives  in  exile. 
As  a  "billet  of  conduct"  was  necessary  to 
all  who  settled  at  the  village,  the  inhabit- 
ants, with  a  very  few  exceptions,  were 
peaceable,  c|uiet,  and  inoffensive,  and  of 
the  less  well-disposed,  a  rigidly  severe  jio- 
lice  took  the  most  effective  charge. 

Had  there  been  any  way  of  disposing  of 
me,  I  should  not  have  been  suffered  to  re- 
main; but  as  there  was  no  "parish"  to 
which  they  could  *•  send  me  on,"  nor  any 
distinct  fund  upon  which  to  charge  me,  I 
was  retained  in  a  spirit  of  rude  compassion, 
for  which,  had  it  even  been  ruder.  I  had 
been  grateful.  The  "  Gobernado"  of  the 
settlement  was  an  old  Mexican  officer  of 
Santa  Anna's  staff,  called  8alezar.  and 
whose  "promotion"  was  a  kind  of  jienalty 
imposed  upon  him  for  his  robberies  a:!d 
extortions  in  the  commissariat  of  the  army. 
Ho  was  not  altogctiier  unworthy  of  the 
trust,  since  it  was  asserted  tinit  there  never 
was  a  convict  vice  nor  inirpiity  in  which 
he  was  not  thoroughly  vei-scd,  nor  could 
any  scheme  be  hatched,  the  clew  to  whicli 
his  dark  ingenuity  could  not  discover. 

I  was  summoned  before  him  on  the  day 
of  my  arrival,  and  certainly  a  greater  con- 
trast could  not  have  been  desiivd  than  was 
the  bi'avery  of  his  costume  to  the  rags  of 
mine.  A  Spanish  hat  and  feathers,  such 
as  is  only  seen  ujjou  the  stage,  sui-mounted 
his  great  red  and  cari)uneled  face;  a  pair 
of  fiery  red  moustaches,  twisted  into  two 
complete  circles,  with  a  tail  out  of  them 
like  ai\  eccentric  "Q:"a  sky-blue  jacket 
covered  with  silver  buttons:  tight  panta- 
loons of  the  same  color,  and  Hessian  boots, 
made  up  the  chief  details  of  a  figure,  whoso 
unwieldy  size  the  tightness  of  the  dress  did 
not  by  any  means  set  off  to  advantage.  He 
wore  besides  a  quantity  of  daggers,  pistols, 
and  stilettos,  suspended  around  his  person, 
and  a  huge  Barcelona  blade  hung  bv  two 
silver  cliains  from  his  side,  the  rattle  and 
jingle  of  which,  as  he  spoke,  appeared  to 


490 


CHARLES  LEVER'S  WORKS. 


give  liim  tlic  most  lively  i)lc';isuro.  I  was 
ordered  to  stand  before  a  table  at  which  he 
sat,  witli  a  kind  of  seci'ctary  at  his  side, 
while  he  interrogated  me  as  to  who  1  was, 
whence  I  came,  the  object  of  my  journey, 
and  so  forth.  My  account  of  myself  was 
given  in  the  very  briefest  way  I  could  de- 
vise— totally  devoid  of  all  coloring  or  exag- 
geration, and,/or  ;«<?,  with  a  most  singular 
avoidance  of  the  romantic;  and  yet,  to  my 
utter  discomfiture,  from  the  very  announce- 
ment of  my  luime,  down  to  the  last  inci- 
dent of  my  journey,  he  characterized  every 
statement  by  the  very  short  and  emphatic 
Avord  "a  lie,"  desiring  the  secretary  to  re- 
cord the  same  in  his  "  Ledger,"  as  his  own 
firm  conviction;  "  and  add,"  said  he,  sol- 
emnly, "that  the  fellow  is  a  spy  from  the 
States  of  North  America — that  he  probably 
belonged  to  some  exploring  party  into  our 
frontier — and  that  he  will  most  certainly 
be  hanged  whenever  the  smallest  offence  is 
proved  against  him."  These  benign  words 
were  most  royally  spoken,  and  I  made  mv 
acknowledgments  for  'them  by  taking  oil 
my  tattered  and  greasy  cap,  aiul,  with  a 
most  urbane  bow,  wishing  him  health  and 
happiness  for  half  a  century  to  come,  to 
pronounce  similar  blessings  upon  many 
others. 

The  bystanders  did  look,  I  confess,  some- 
what terrified  afmy  impromptu  courtesy; 
but  Salezar,  upon  whom  my  rags,  and  my 
grotesque  appearance  generally,  produced 
a  rather  amusing  effect,  laughed  heartily, 
and  bade  them  give  me  something  to  eat. 
The  order,  simple  and  intelligible  as  it  was, 
at  least  to  me,  seemed  to  evoke  the  strang- 
est signs  of  surprise  and  astonishment, 
and  not  unreasonably;  for,  as  I  afterwards 
came  to  know,  no  Lazarus  ate  of  the 
crumbs  which  fell  from  this  "rich  man's 
table,"  while  from  the  poor  herd  of  the 
settlers,  not  a  crust  nor  a  parched  pea 
could  be  expected,  as  they  were  fed  by  ra- 
tions so  scantily  doled  out  as  barely  to  sup- 
port life.  The  order  to  feed  me  was  thei'e- 
fore  issued  pretty  much  in  the  same  spirit 
which  made  Marie  Antoinette  recommend 
the  starving  people  to  eat  "brioche."  As 
no  one  was  to  be  found,  however,  bold 
enough  to  express  a  doubt  as  to  the  facility 
of  the  measure,  I  was  led  away  in  silence. 

A  very  animated  little  discussion  arose 
in  the  street  as  to  what  I  was  to  get?  where 
to  have  it?  and  who  to  give  it?  difficulties 
which  none  seemed  able  to  solve  by  any  ex- 
planation save  the  usual  Mexican  one  of 
"({uien  sabe?"  or  "who  knows?"  having 
uttered  which  in  accents  of  very  convincing 
embarrassment,  each  went  his  way,  leaving 
me  standing  with  an  old  mule-driver,  the 


only  one  who  had  not  delivered  himself  of 
this  speech. 

Now  it  chanced  that  the  well  from  which 
the  village  derived  its  name  of  "  LaNoria  " 
had  oi'iginally  been  worked  by  two  mules, 
who  having  died  off.  their  places  were  suj[> 
plied  by  two  miserable  asses  of  the  prairie 
breed,  creatures  not  much  bigger  than 
sheep,  and  scai'cely  stronger.  These 
wretched  beasts  had  been  for  years  past 
stimulated  to  their  daily  labor  by  the  as- 
siduous persecutions  of  a  fierce  English 
bull-dog,  who,  with  bark  and  bite,  made 
their  lives  a  very  pretty  martyrdom.  Either 
worn-out  by  his  unremitting  exertions,  or 
that  asses  flesh  (of  which,  from  their  hocks 
and  hind  quarters  generally,  he  freely  i)ar- 
took)  disagreed  with  him,  the  animal  sick- 
ened and  died,  leaving  the  poor  Mulcro  to 
his  own  unaided  devices  to  drive  the  don- 
keys round  the  charmed  circle.  I  believe 
that  he  did  all  that  mere  man  was  capable 
of — in  fact,  in  everything,  save  using  his 
teeth,  he  imitated  closely  the  practices  of 
the  illustrious  defunct.  But  asses  though 
they  were,  they  soon  discovered  that  the 
"great  motive  principle"  Avas  wanting,  and 
betook  themselves  to  a  far  easier  and  more 
congenial  mode  of  doing  the  day's  work. 

Now  the  Mulero  Avas  a  man  of  thought 
and  reflection,  and  it'occurrcd  to  him  that 
if  asses,  hoAvever  inadequately,  could  yet, 
in  some  sort,  perform  the  functions  of 
mules,  there  Avas  no  reason  Avhy  a  man, 
even  a  very  poor-looking  and  ragged  one, 
should  not  replace  a  bull-dog.  There  was 
that  hungry,  half-starved  look  about  me, 
that  vouched  my  temper  Avould  not  be  of 
the  sweetest :  and  he  eyed  me  Avith  the 
glance  of  a  connoisseur.  At  last  Mijo — 
for  such  Avas  he  called — made  the  proposal 
to  me  in  all  form  :  explaining  that  my 
predecessor  had  had  his  rations  allowed 
him  like  a  colonist,  and  was  entitled  to 
sleep  under  cover  at  the  house  of  his  foimer 
mistress.  La  Sefiora  Dias,  '•  who,"  he  added, 
Avith  a  sly  Avink,  "was  my  counti'y woman." 
Well  knoAving  a  ]\[exican  never  boggles  at 
a  lie,  no  matter  how  broad  and  palpable,  I 
took  uo  notice  of  what  I  at  once  concluded 
to  be  impossible  ;  but  ]U'Oceeded  to  inquire 
as  to  the  precise  functions  I  might  be 
expected  to  })erform  in  my  canine  capacity. 

"  A  mere  nothing,"  said  he,  with  a  shrug 
of  his  shoulders  :  "  we  harness  the  beasts 
at  daybreak,  say. three  o'clock;  by  eight 
the  Avater  is  all  up  ;  then  you  can  sleep  or 
amuse  yourself  till  four  of  the  afternoon, 
Avhen  the  Commandante  Salezar  likes  to 
have  cool  water  for  his  bath  ;  that  only 
takes  an  hour  ;  then  you  are  free  again 
till  night  closes  in." 
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**  And  what  then  ?"  asked   I,  impatient- 

"  You  have  your  rounds  at  ni^^ht."' 

"  My  rounds!  where,  and  what  for  ?" 

"Against  tiie  prairie  wolves,  that  now 
and  tlien  are  daring  enougli  to  come  down 
into  the  very  settlement  and  carry  off  kids 
and  lambs  ;  ay,  and  sometimes  don't  stop 
there." 

lie  winked  wilh  a  terrible  significance 
at  the  last  words. 

*'So,  then,  I  am  not  only  to  bark  at  tlie 
asses  all  day,  but  I  am  to  bay  the  wolves 
by  night  ?'"'  said  I,  half  indignantly. 

"Lupo  did  it,"  responded  he,  with  a 
nod. 

*"'  He  was  a  dog,  Senor  Mi  jo,"  said  I. 

'•'  Ah,  that  he  was  !''  added  he,  in  a  tone 
very  different  from  my  remark,  accom- 
panying it  with  a  most  disparaging  glance 
at  my  ragged  habiliments.  1  read  the 
whole  meaning  of  the  look  at  once,  and 
luuig  my  head,  abashed  at  the  disparaging 
comparison. 

lie  waited  patiently  for  rny  repl}^,  and^ 
perceiving  that  I  was  still  silent,  he  said, 
*MVcll,  is  it  a  bargain?" 

"Agreed,"  said  I,  with  a  sigh;  and 
wondering  if  Fortune  had  yet  any  lower 
depths  in  store  for  me,  I  followed  him  to 
liis  hut.  Mijo  proceeded  to  acquaint  me 
with  all  the  details  of  my  office,  and  also 
certain  peculiarities  of  the  two  beasts  for 
whose  especial  misery  I  was  engaged.  If 
compassion  could  have  entered  into  my 
nature,  it  might  have  moved  me  at  sight 
of  them.  Their  haunclR'S  and  hocks  were 
notched  and  scored  with  the  marks  of  teeth, 
while  their  tails  were  a  series  of  round 
balls,  like  certain  old-fashioned  bell-ropes, 
the  result  of  days  of  sulfcring. 

"I  am  so  accustomed  to  the  name,  I 
must  call  you  'Lupo,'"said  ^lijo;  "you 
have  no  objection  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  said  I ;  "  if  a  '  dog 
in  office,'  why  not  a  dog  in  name  ?  " 

That  same  day  I  was  conducted  to  the 
"Tienda  del  Gato,"  the  shop  of  "The 
Oat,"  at  the  sign  of  which  animal  La 
Senora  Dias  resided.  It  was  a  small  cottage 
at  the  very  extremity  of  tlie  village,  in  a 
somewhat  pretty  garden,  and  here  a  kind 
of  canteen  was  held,  at  which  the  settlers 
procured  cigars,  brandy,  and  other  like 
luxuries,  in  exchange  for  their  "  tickets  of  I 
hibor." 

Of  the  Senora,  some  mystery  existed  :  the  I 
popular  rumor  was,  that  she  had  been  ' 
the  favorite  mistress  of  Santa  Anna,  whose  1 
influence,  however,  could  not  rescue  her  | 
from  the  fate  of  a  convict,  to  which  she  ' 
was  sentenced   for    forgery.      Her    great  [ 


patron  contrived,  however  to  release  lier 
from  the  indignity  of  a  penal  settlement.and 
placed  her  at  "La  Xoria,"  where  she  had 
resided  two  years.  Some  said  that  it  was 
to  conceal  herself  from  tin*  ])rying  curiosity 
of  the  vulgar:  another,  that  it  was  to  bide 
the  brand  of  the  letter  "  F,"  burned  with 
a  hot  iron  in  her  forehead  :  others,  again, 
that  it  was  by  Santa  Anna's  express  ortler 
(l)ut  what  the  reason  ?)  she  always  wore  a 
black  velvet  mask,  which,  since  her  arrival 
at  the  village,  none  had  seen  her  remove. 

A  hundred  stories,  one  more  absurd  than 
anotlier,  were  circulated  about  her  high 
birth  and  condition,  and  the  vast  wealth 
she  had  once  possessed.  The  only  real 
clew  I  could  discover  to  these  narratives, 
being  the  simijle  fact  that  her  dog,  a  tierce 
English  bull-dog — my  own  predecessor,  and 
who  by  peculiar  favor  Avas  permitted  to  ac- 
company her — used  to  wear  a  massive  silver 
collar,  richly  chased  and  ornamented  ; 
fiction,  indeed,  had  invested  it  with  pre- 
cious stones  and  gems,  but  these  were 
purely  imaginative  ornaments.  E\c\\  de- 
void of  jewels,  such  was  deemed  an  un- 
equivocal ])roof  of  riches  among  those 
whose  poverty  was  of  the  very  lowest  ord'  r, 
and  La  Senora  Dias  bought  her  "  million- 
nairc"  character  at  a  cheap  price.  To  me, 
the  most  interesting  i)art  in  her  story  was 
that  which  called  her  my  countrywoman, 
and  yet  this  seemed  so  unlikely,  and  wti3 
coupled  with  so  much  that  I  knew  to  be 
impossible,  that  I  did  not  venture  to  be- 
lieve it. 

It  was  the  hour  of  the  siesta  when  we 
reached  "the  Cat," so  that  I  had  no  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  the  Senora.  -^LJo  con- 
ducted me  toa  little  building  in  thegardi-n, 
originally  built  as  a  hut  for  a  nuiii  who 
watched  the  fruit,  but  latterly  inhaliiti'd 
by  Lupo.  There  I  was  installed  at  omo. 
Some  chestnut  leaves  were  my  bed,  a  small 
spring  afforded  me  water;  1  was  to  receive 
eight  ounces  of  miiize  bread  each  day,  with 
half  an  ounce  of  coffee — Lupo  had  "  taken  " 
the  latter  '*  out  "  in  sausages.  Of  the  fruit 
in  the  garden,  consisting  of  limes,  orangi-s, 
peaches,  and  mangoes,  I  was  free  of  what- 
ever fell  to  the  ground — a  species  of  black 
mail  that  never  failed  me  at  the  dessert. 
These  were  my  perquisites,  my  duties  I  al- 
ready knew;  and  so  Mijo  left  me,  to  recruit 
myself  by  one  day's  rest,  and  on  "the 
morrow"  to  begin  my  labors. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  stranire  mcJnmje 
of  feelings,  pleasurable  and  the  rt-verse, 
which  came  over  me  as  I  first  found  my- 
self alone,  and  had  time  to  think  over  my 
condition.  Many  would,  perhaps,  have 
said  that  the  degradation  would  have  m\\&- 
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tercel  ill  I  other  fchonglits,  tuul  that  tlio  life 
to  which  I  was  reduced  would  have  tended 
to  break  down  all  self-respect  and  esteem. 
AVIiethcr  to  my  credit  or  otherwise,  I  know 
not,  but  I  did  not  feel  thus — nay,  I  even 
went  so  far  as  to  congratulate  myself  that 
a  source  of  livelihood  was  open  to  me, 
which  did  not  involve  me  in  forced  com- 
jianionship,  and  that  I  might  devote  so 
many  hours  of  each  day  to  my  own  undis- 
turbed thoughts,  as  I  wandered  about  that 
vast  garden,  in  which  no  other  than  my- 
self appeared  ever  to  set  foot. 

Culture  it  had  none,  nor  seemed  to  need 
it:  one  of  my  duties  was,  to  pluck  the  ripe 
fruit  every  day,  ere  I  issued  forth  to  the 
"  Well,"  and  place  the  baskets  at  the  Se- 
nora's  door;  and  save  this,  I  believe,  all  was 
left  to  Nature.  What  a  wilxlerness  of  rank 
luxuriance  it  was!  The  earth  had  become 
so  fertilized  by  the  fallen  fruit,  left  to  rot  as 
it  fell,  that  the  very  atmosphere  was  loaded 
with  the  odor  of  jieaches,  and  oranges,  and 
pomegranates.  A  thousand  gaudy  and 
brilliant  flowers,  too,  glittered  among  the 
tall  grass  that  tried  to  overtop  them:  and 
insects  and  creatures,  of  colors  still  more 
beauteous,  fluttered  and  chirped  among 
the  leaves,  making  a  little  chorus  of 
sounds,  that  mingled  deliciously  with  the 
rippling  stream  that  murmured  near. 
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LA    SENORA. 


To  this  very  hour  I  am  unable  to  say 
how  long  I  remained  at  the  village  of  La 
Noria.  Time  slipped  away  unchronieled; 
the  seasons  varied  little,  save  for  about  two 
Avinter  months,  when  heavy  snow3  fell,  and 
severe  cold  prevailed;  but  spring  followed 
these  with  a  suddenness  that  seemed  like 
magic,  and  then  came  summer  and  autumn, 
as  it  were,  blended  into  one, — all  the  varied 
beauties  of  the  one  season  vicing  with  the 
other.  This  was  all  that  was  wanting  to 
complete  the  illusion  which  the  monotony 
of  my  daily  life  suggested:  for  me  there 
was  no  companionship — no  link  that  bound 
me  to  my  fellow-men;  the  "Sunday,"  too, 
"  shone  no  Sabbath-day  for  me."  The 
humble  range  of  my  duties  never  varied; 
nor,  save  with  Mijo,  did  I  ever  exchange 
even  a  passing  word.  Indeed,  the  hours  of 
my  labor  Avere  precisely  those  when  all 
others  slept;  and  whether  I  tracked  the 
wayworn  asses  at  their  dreary  round,  or 
pursued  my  solitary  path  at  night,  my  own 
was  the  only  voice  1  ever  heard.     It  Avas 


the  "life  of  a  dog;"  but,  after  all,  how 
many  states  of  existence  there  are  far  less 
desirable!  1  had  always  whercAvithal  to 
subsist  U])on;  1  had  no  severe  labor,  nor 
any  duty  incomi)atiljle  Avitli  health;  and  I 
had — greatest  blessing  of  all — time  for  self- 
communing  and  reflection:  that  delicious 
leisure,  in  Avhich  the  meanest  hovcd  ever 
raised  by  hands  becomes  one's  "  Mojie." 
I  was  happy,  then,  after  my  own  fashion: 
various  little  contrivances  to  lighten  my 
tasks  amused  and  occupied  my  thoughts. 
To  bring  the  garden  into  order  Avas  also  a 
passion  Avith  me;  and  although  necessitated 
to  invent  and  fashion  the  tools  to  Avork 
Avith,  I  was  not  deterred  by  this  difticulty, 
but  manfully  overcame  it.  I  greatly  doubt- 
ed if  Watt  ever  gazed  at  a-  new  improve- 
ment in  steam  machinery  Avith  half  the 
delight  I  looked  upon  my  first  attempt  at 
a  rake.  Then  what  pleasure  did  I  expe- 
rience as  I  saAV  the  trim  beds  covered  Avith 
blooming  floAvers, — the  clearly-raked  Avalks, 
— the  grass-plots  close  shaven  and  Aveed- 
less!  How  the  thoughts  of  changes  and 
alterations  filled  my  mind,  as  I  Avandered 
in  the  dreary-night!  What  trelliccs  did  I 
not  invent! — what  festoons  of  the  winding 
vine-branches! — Avhat  bowers  of  the  leafy 
banana!  Like  the  oid  gardener,  Adam,  I 
began  at  last  to  think  that  all  these  things 
were  too  beautiful  for  one  man's  gaze;  that 
such  ecstacies  as  mine  deserved  compan- 
ionship, and  that  the  selfishness  of  my  en- 
joyment Avas  the  greatest  blot  upon  its  per- 
fection. When  this  notion  caught  hold  of 
me,  I  Avandered  aAvay  in  fancy  to  the 
"  Donna  I\laria  de  los  Dolores;"  and  how 
fervently  did  I  believe  that,  Avith  her  to 
share  it,  my  present  existence  had  been  a 
life  of  Paradise! 

These  thoughts  at  last  exhausted  them- 
selves, and  I  fell  a  thinking  Avhy  the  8c- 
nora  Dias  never  had  the  curiosity  to  visit 
her  garden,  nor  see  the  changes  I  had 
Avrought  in  it.  To  be  sure,  it  was  true,  she 
knew  nothing  of  them:  Iioav,  then,  Avas  I 
to  make  the  fact  reach  her  cars?  The  only 
hours  that  /  Avas  at  liberty  Averc  those  Avhen 
CA'cry  close-drawn  curtain  and  closed  shut- 
ter proclaimed  the  "siesta."' 

It  Avas  clear  enough  that  a  Avhole  life 
might  slip  over  in  this  fashion  Avithont  my 
ever  seeing  her.  There  Avas  something  in 
the  difficiilty  that  prompted  a  desire  to 
overcome  it;  and  so  I  set  myself  to  plan 
the  means  by  Avhich  I  might  make  her  ac- 
quaintance. '  Of  the  windows  Avhich  looked 
towards  the  garden,  the  blinds  Averc  always 
closed:  the  single  door  that  led  into  it  as 
invariably  locked;  I  bethought  me  of  Avri- 
tiug  a  humble  and  most  petitionary  epistle. 
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setting  forth  my  utter  solitude  and  isola- 
tion; buL  wliore  were  pen  and  ink  and  paper 
to  come  from? — these  were  luxuries  tlie 
Govcrnador  himself  alone  possessed.  My 
next  thoui,dit  was  more  practicable;  it  was 
to  deposit  each  morning  u])on  her  basket 
of  fruit  a  little  bouquet  of  fresh  flowers. 
But,  then,  would  they  ever  reach  her 
hands? — would  not  the  servant  purloin  and 
intercept  my  offering? — ay,  that  was  to  be 
thought  of. 

By  most  assiduous  watching,  I  at  last 
discovered  that  her  bedroom  looked  into 
the  garden  by  a  small  grated  window,  al- 
most hidden  by  th.o  gnarled  branches  of  a 
wild  fig-tree.  This  at  once  afforded  me  the 
opportunity  I  dc>ired,  and  up  the  branches 
of  this  I  elimlx'd  each  morning  of  my  life, 
to  fasten  to  the  bars  my  little  bouquet  of 
flowers. 

With  what  intense  expectancy  did  I  re- 
turn home  the  first  morning  of  my  experi- 
ment! what  vacillations  of  hope  and  fear 
agitated  me  as  I  came  near  the  garden, and 
looking  up,  saw  to  my  inexpressible  delight 
that  the  bouciuet  was  gone.  I  could  have 
cried  for  very  joy.  At  last  I  was  no  longer 
an  outcast,  forgotten  by  my  fellows.  One, 
at  least,  knew  of  my  existence,  and  pos- 
sibly pitied  and  compassionated  my  desola- 
tion. 

I  needed  no  more  than  this  to  bind  me 
again  to  the  love  of  life;  frail  as  was  the 
link,  it  was  enough  whereupon  to  hang  a 
thousand  hopes  and  fancies,  and  it  sug- 
gested matter  for  cheering  thought,  where 
before  the  wild  waste  of  existence  stretched 
pathless  and  pui'poseless  before  me.  How 
I  longed  for  that  skill  by  which  I  might 
make  the  flowers  tlie  interpreters  of  my 
thoughts!  I  knew  nothing  of  this,  how- 
ever; I  could  but  form  them  intosuch  com- 
binations of  color  and  order  as  should 
{")lease  the  senses,  but  not  appeal  to  the 
leart;  and  3'ct  I  did  try  to  invent  a  lan- 
guage, forgetting  the  while  that  the  key  of 
the  cipher  must  always  remain  with  mv- 
self. 

It  chanced  that  one  night,  when  on  my 
rounds  outside  the  village,  I  suddenly  dis- 
covered that  I  had  forgotten  the  caps  for 
my  rifle.  I  hastened  homeward  to  fetch 
them,  and  entered  the  garden  by  a  small 
door,  which  I  had  myself  made,  and  of 
which  few  werq  cognizant.  It  was  a  night 
of  bright  moonligiit;  but  the  wind  was 
high,  and  drifted  large  masses  of  cloud 
across  the  sky,  alternately  hiding  and  dis- 
playing the  moon.  Tracking,  with  an  in- 
stinct too  well  trained  to  become  decep- 
tive, the  walks  of  the  garden,  while  a  dark 
mass  shut   out   the   "lamp   of    night,"  I 


;  reached  my  hut,  when  suddenly,  on  a  little 
stone-bench  beside  the  door,  1  beheld  a 
female  figure  seated.  She  was  scarcely 
four  yards  from  wjiere  I  stood,  and  in  the 
full  glare  of  the  moonlight,  as  ))alpable  as 
at  noon-day.  She  was  tall  and  elegantlv 
formed;  her  air  and  carriage,  even  beneath 
the  coarse  folds  of  a  common  dress  of  black 
serge,  such  as  bes|)okd  condition;  her 
hands,  too,  were  white  as  marble,  and  fin.e- 
j  ly  and  delicately  formed;  in  one  of  them 
she  held  a  velvet  mask,  and  I  watched  with 
anxiety  to  see  the  face  from  which  it  had 
been  removed,  which  was  still  avoted  from 
me.  At  last  she  turned  slowly  round,  and 
I  could  perceive  that  her  features,  although 
worn  by  evident  suffering  and  son-ow,  had 
once  been  beautiful;  the  traits  were  in  per- 
fect symmetry;  the  mouth  alone  had  a 
character  of  severity,  somewhat  at  variance 
'  with  the  rest,  but  its  outline  wiis  faultless 
— the  expression  only  being  unplcasing. 
The  dark  circles  around  the  eyes  attested 
the  work  of  years  of  grief — bitter  and  cor- 
roding. 

What  should  I  do?  advance  boldly,  or 
retire  noiselessly  from  the  spot?  If  the 
first  alternative  presented  perhaps  the  only 
chance  of  ever  speaking  to  her,  it  might 
also  provent  her  ever  a^ain  visiting  the 
gardL'U.  This  was  a  difficulty,  and  ere  I 
had  time  to  solve  it,  she  arose  to  leave  the 
spot.  I  coughed  slightly — she  halted  and 
looked  around,  without  any  semblance  of 
terror  or  even  surprise,  and  so  we  stood 
face  to  face. 

'*  You  should  have  been  on  your  rounds 
on  this  hour!"  said  she,  with  a  manner  of 
almost  stern  expression,  and  using  the 
Spanish  language. 

'"Sol  should,  Scfiora:  but  having  for- 
got a  part  of  my  equij)ment,  I  returned  to 
seek  it." 

"They  would  punish  you  severely  if  it 
were  known,"  said  she,  in  the  same  tone. 

"I  am  aware  of  that,"  rtplie<l  I.  ''and 
yet  I  would  incur  the  penalty  twice  over 
to  have  seen  one  of  whom  my  thoughts  for 
cverv  Jiour  these  months  past  have  been 
full." 

" Of  me? — you  speak  of  me?" 

"  Yes,  Senora,  of  you.  I  know  the  pre- 
sumption of  my  words;  but  bethink  you 
that  it  is  not  in  such  a  sjnrit  they  are  ut- 
tered, but  as  the  cry  of  one  humbled  and 
humiliated  to  the  very  dust,  and  who.  on 
looking  at  you,  remembers  the  link  that 
binds  him  to  his  fellows,  and  for  the  in- 
stant rises  above  tlie  degradation  of  his  sad 
condition." 

''And  it  is  through  me—h\  looking  at 
me — such  thoughts  arc  inspired!"  said  she. 
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In  un   accent  of  piercing  anguish.     '"Are 
you  iiu  English  youtii?  " 

"  Yes,  tSeuoni,  us  much  us  an  Irishman 
can  call  himself,'' 

' "  And  is  this  the  morality  of  your  native 
laml,"  said  she,  in  English,  "  that  you  can 
feel  an  elevation  of  Jicart  and  sentiment 
from  the  contemplation  of  such  as  1  am? 
kShame,  sir — shame  upon  your  falsehood, 
or  worse  shame  upon  your  principle." 

*'  I  only  know  you  as  my  day  and  night 
dreams  have  made  you,  lady — as  the  Avor- 
shipper  creates  his  own  idol." 

'•  But  you  have  heard  of  me?"  said  she, 
speaking  with  a  violence  and  rapidity  that 
betokened  a  disordered  mind.  "All  the 
world  has  heard  of  me,  from  the  Havannah 
to  GuajarpiaUa,  as  the  poisoner  and  the 
forger!" 

I  shook  my  head,  dissentingly. 

"It  is  then  because  you  are  less  than 
human  I  "  said  she,  scoflfingly,  "or  you  liad 
heard  it;  but  mind,  sir,  it  is  untrue.  I 
am  neither."  She  paused,  and  then,  in  a 
voice  of  terrible  emotion,  said,  "There  is 
enough  of  crime  upon  this  poor  head,  but 
not  that!  And  where  have  you  lived,  not 
to  have  heard  of  La  Senora  Dias?"  said 
she,  with  an  hysteric  laugh. 

In  a  few  words  I  told  her  how  I  had 
made  part  of  a  great  gold-searching  expe- 
dition, and  been  utterly  ruined  by  the 
calamity  wliich  destroyed  my  companions. 

'•'  You  would  have  sold  yourself  for  gold 
wherewith  to  buy  pleasure!  "  muttered  she 
to  herself. 

"  I  was  ])oor,  lady — I  must  needs  do 
something  for  my  support." 

"Then  why  not  follow  humble  labor? 
What  need  of  wealth?  Where  had  you 
learned  its  want  or  acquired  the  taste  to 
expend  it?  You  could  only  have  imitated 
rich  men's  vices,  not  their  virtues  that 
sometimes  ennoble  them." 

The  wild  vehemence  of  her  manner,  as 
with  an  excessive  rapidity  she  uttered  these 
Avords,  convinced  me  that  her  faculties 
were  not  under  the  right  control  of  reason, 
and  I  followed  her  with  an  interest  even 
heightened  by  that  sad  impression. 

"  You  see  no  one — you  speak  to  none," 
said  she,  turning  round,  suddenly,  "  else  I 
should  bid  you  forget  that  you  have  over 
seen  me.'' 

'"Are  we  to  meet  again,  Senora?"  said 
I,  submissively,  as  I  stood  beside  the  door 
of  which  she  held  the  key  in  her  hand. 

"  Yes — perhaps — I  don't  know;"  and  so 
saying,  she  left  me. 

Two  months  crept  over,  and  how  slowly 
they  went!  without  my  again  seeing  the 
Senora.     Were    it    not  that  the   bouquets 


I  which  each  morning  I  fastened  to  the  win- 
dow-bars were  removed  before  noon,  I 
could  have  fancied  that  she  had  no  otlier 
existence  than  what  iny  dreary  imagination 
gave  her.  The  heavy  wooden  "jalousies" 
were  novei"  opuncd — the  door  I'cmained 
close  locked — not  a  foot-tread  marked  the 
gravel  near  it.  It  was  cleai-  to  me  she  had 
never  crossed  the  threshold  since  the  night 
I  first  saw  her. 

I  fell  into  a  plodding,  melancholy  mood. 
The  tiresome  routine  of  my  daily  life — its 
dull  unvarying  monotony  began  to  wear 
into  my  soul,  and  I  ceastd  eitlier  to  think 
over  the  past,  or  speculate  on  the  futui-e; 
but  would  sit  for  houi-s  long  in  a  moody 
reverie,  actually  unconscious  of  everything. 

Sometimes  I  would  make  an  effort  to 
throw  off  this  despondency,  and  try,  by  I'c- 
collection  of  the  active  energy  of  my  own 
nature,  to  stir  myself  up  to  an  effort  of  one 
kind  or  other;  but  the  unbroken  stillness — 
the  vast  motionless  solitude  around  me — 
the  com])anionlcss  isolation  in  which  I  lived, 
would  resume  their  influence,  and  with  a 
weary  sigh  I  would  resign  myself  to  a  hope- 
lessness that  k'ft  no  wish  in  the  heart  save 
for  a  speedy  deatl). 

Even  castle-building— the  last  resource 
of  imprisonment — ceased  to  interest.  Life 
had  also  resolved  itself  into  a  succession  of 
dreary  images  of  which  the  voiceless  prairie, 
the  monotonous  water-wheel,  the  darkened 
path  of  my  midnight  patrol  wei'c  the  chief: 
and  I  felt  myself  sinking  day  by  day,  hour 
by  hour,  into  that  resistless  apathy  through 
which  no  ray  of  hope  ever  pierces. 

At  last  I  ceased  even  to  })luck  the  flowers 
for  the  Senora's  window.  I  deemed  any 
exertion  which  might  be  avoided,  needless; 
and  taxed  my  ingenuity  to  find  out  con- 
trivances to  escape  my  daily  toil.  The 
garden  I  neglected  utterly,  and  in  the  wild 
luxuriance  of  the  soil  the  rank  weeds  soon 
effaced  every  sign  of  former  culture.  What 
a  strange  frame  of  miiid  was  mine!  even 
the  progress  of  this  ruin  gave  me  a  pleasure 
to  the  full  as  great  as  that  once  IVIt  in  wit- 
nessing the  blooming  beauty  of  its  health- 
ful vegetation.  I  used  to  walk  among  the 
rank  and  noisome  weeds,  with  the  savage 
delight  of  some  demoerntic  leader  who 
saw  his  triumph,  amid  the  downfall  of 
the  beautiful,  the  richly-jirized  and  the 
vaUied,  experiencing  a  spcjies  of  insane 
pleasure  in  the  thought  of  some  fancied 
vengeance. 

How  the  wild  growth  of  the  valueless 
Aveed  overtopped  the  tender  excellence  of 
the  fragrant  plant — how  the  noisome  odor 
overpowered  its  I'ich  perfume — how  in  fact, 
barbarism   lorded  it  over  civilization,  be- 
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came  a  study  to  my  distorted  apprclicnsicju; 
and  I  felt  u  dialjolical  joy  at  the  victory. 

A  little  more,  and  thi-s  misaiitliro])y  liad 
become  madiies.s;  but  a  clian,i,fe  wa.saL  liaud. 
I  was  sitting  one  night  in  tiie  garden — it 
was  ahrady  the  liour  when  my  ''  patrol  " 
sliould  have  begun,  butlatterlylhad  grown 
indifferent  to  the  call  of  duty:  as  Hope 
died  out  within  me,  so  did  Fear  also,  and 
I  cared  little  for  the  risk  of  punishment; 
nay,  more,  a  kind  of  rebellious  spirit  was 
gaining  upon  me,  ami  I  wished  lor  some 
accident  which  might  bring  me  into  col- 
lision with  some  oiu'.  As  I  sat  thus,  I 
heai'd  a  footstej)  behind  me:  I  turned,  and 
saw  the  Henora  clo,-e  to  me.  I  did  not  I'ise 
to  salute  her,  but  gazed  calmly  and  sternly, 
without  s})eaking. 

*'  Has  the  life  of  the  dog  imparted  the 
dog's  nature?"  said  she  scoffingly.  "  Why 
don't  you  speak?" 

'*I  have  almost  forgotten  how  to  do  so," 
said  I,  sulkily. 

**  You  can  hear  at  least?" 

I  nodded  assent. 

"And  understand  what  you  hear?" 

I  nodded  again. 

"  Listen  to  me,  then,  attentively,  for  I 
have  but  a  short  time  to  stay,  and  have 
much  to  tell  you!  and  first  of  all,  do  you 
wish  to  escape  from  hence?" 

"Do  I  wish  it!"  cried  I;  and  in  the  sud- 
den burst,  longdried-up  sources  of  emotion 
opened  out  afresh,  and  the  heavy  tears  roll- 
ed down  my  cheeks. 

"Are  you  willing  to  incur  the  danger  of 
attempting  it?" 

''Ay,  this  instant!" 

"If  so,  the  means  await  you.  I  want  a 
letter  conveyed  to  a  certain  ])erson  in  th<^ 
town  of  Guajuaqualla,  which  is  about  two 
hundred  miles  distant." 

"In  which  direction,"  asked  I. 

"  You  shall  see  the  map  for  yourself; 
here  it  is,"  said  she,  giving  me  a  small 
package,  which  contained  a  map  and  a 
mariner's  compass;  "  I  only  know  that  the 
path  lies  over  the  prairie,  and  by  the  banks 
of  a  branch  of  the  Red  Kiver.  There  are 
villages  and  farmhouses  when  you  have 
reached  that  region." 

"  And  how  am  I  to  do  so,  unmolested, 
Senora!-' — a  foot  traveler  on  the  prairie 
must  be  overtaken  at  once." 

*'  You  sliall  be  well  mounted  on  a  mus- 
tang worth  a  thousand  dollars;  but  ride  him 
without  spurring.  If  he  bring  you  safe  to 
Guajuaqualla  he  has  paid  his  ])rice."  She 
then  proceeded  to  a  detail,  which  showed 
how  well  and  maturely  every  minute  cir- 
cumstance had  been  weighed  and  consider- 
ed.    The  greatest  ditiiculty  lay  in  the  fact 


that  no  water  was  to  be  met  with  nearer 
than  eighty  riiiles,  which  distance  1  should 
be  compelled  to  compass  on  the  first  day. 
If  this  were  a  serious  ob.stacle  on  one  side, 
oti  the  other  it  relieved  me  of  all  ajjprehen- 
sion  of  being  captured  after  the  first  forty 
or  fifty  miles  were  accomplished,  since  my 
pursuers  would  scarcely  venture  farther. 

The  Senora  had  j)iovided  for  everything. 
My  dre§.s,  which  would  have  proclaimed  me 
as  a  runaway  "settler,"  was  to  be  exchang- 
ed for  the  gay  attire  of  a  ^lexican  horse- 
dealer;  a  green  velvet  j:icket  and  hose,  all 
slashed  an4  decorated  with  jingling  silver 
buttons,  i)istols,  sabre,  and  rifle  to  suit. 
'I'he  mustang,  whose  saddle  was  to  be  fitted 
with  the  usual  accompaniment  of  portman- 
teau and  cloak,  was  also  to  have  the  leath- 
ern pur.se  of  the  "crafr,"  with  its  massive 
silver  lock,  and  a  goodly  ballast  of  doub- 
loons within.  Two  days'  provisions,  and  a 
gourd  of  bi'andy,  comi)leted  an  equi})ment 
which  in  my  eyes  was  more  than  the  wealth 
of  an  empire. 

'•' Are  you  content?"  asked  she,  as  she 
finished  the  catalogue. 

I  seized  her  hand,  and  kissed  it  with  a 
warm  devotion. 

'■'  IS'ow  for  the  reverse  of  the  medal. 
You  may  be  overtaken;  pursuit  is  almost 
certain;  it  may  be  successful;  if  so,  you 
must  tear  the  letter  I  shall  give  you  to 
fragments,  so  small  tlnit  ail  detection  of  its 
contents  may  be  impossible.  Sell  your  life 
dearly:  this  I  counsel  you,  since  a  horrible 
death  would  be  reserved  for  you  if  taken 
prisoner.     Above  all,  don't  betray  me.'" 

"I  swear  it!"  said  I,  solemnly,  as  I  held 
up  my  haml  in  evidence  of  the  oath. 

'*  Should  you,  however,  escaping  all 
peril,  reach  Guajuaqualla  in  safety,  you 
will  deliver  this  letto"  to  the  Senor  Esta- 
van  Glares,  a  well-known  banker  of  that 
town.  He  will  present  yon  with  any  re- 
ward you  think  sufficient  for  your  services, 
the  peril  of  which  cannot  be  estinuited  be- 
forehand. This  done — and  here,  nnirk 
me!  I  expect  your  perfect  fidelity — all  tic 
is  severed  between  us.  You  are  never  to 
speak  of  me  so  long  as  I  live;  nor.  if  by 
any  sun  of  Fortune  we  should  chance  to 
meet  again  in  life,  are  you  to  recognize  me. 
You  need  be  at  no  loss  for  the  reasons  of 
this  request:  the  position  in  which  I  am 
here  placed — the  ignominy  of  an  unjust 
sentence,  as  great  as  the  shame  of  the 
heaviest  guilt — will  tell  you  why  I  stii)u- 
late  for  this.     Are  we  aijreed  ?  " 

''We  are.     When  do'l  set  out?" 

"To-morrow,  by  daybreak;  leave  this  a 
little  before  your  usual  time,  pass  out  of 
the  village,  and,    taking    the    path    that 
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skirts  the  beech  wood,  make  for  the  Indian 
ground — yon  know  the  spot — at  tlic  cedar 
tree,  close  to  that  you  will  find  your  horse 
all  ready — the  letter  is  here."  Now  for 
the  first  time  her  voice  trembled  slightly, 
and  for  an  instant  or  two  she  seemed  iri-es- 
ohite.  "  My  mind  is  sometimes  so  shaken 
by  suffering,"  said  she,  "  that  I  scarcely 
dare  to  trust  its  guidance;  and  even  now  I 
feel  as  if  the  confidence  I  am  about  to 
place  in  an  utter  stranger,  in  an " 

'"  Outcast,  you  would  say,"  said  I,  finish- 
ing what  she  faltered  at.  ''Do  not  fear, 
then,  one  humbled  as  I  have  been  can  take 
offence  at  an  epithet." 

"Nor  is  it  one  such  as  I  am,  who  have 
the  right  to  confer  it,"  said  she,  wiping  the 
lieavy  drops  from  her  eyes: — '"Good-bye, 
for  ever! — since,  if  you  keep  your  pledge, 
we  are  never  to  meet  again."  She  gave  me 
her  hand,  which  1  kissed  twice,  and  then 
turning  awa}^,  she  passed  into  the  house; 
and  before  I  even  knew  that  she  was  gone, 
I  was  standing  alone  in  the  garden,  won- 
dering if  what  had  just  occurred  could  be 
real. 

If  ni}'  journey  was  not  without  incident 
and  adventure,  neither  were  they  of  a  char- 
acter which  it  is  necessary  I  should  inflict 
upon  my  ]'eader,  who  doubtless  ere  this  has 
felt  all  the  wearisome  monotony  of  prairie 
life  by  reflection.  Enough  that  I  say, 
after  an  interesting  mistake  of  the  ""trail," 
wiiich  led  me  above  a  hundred  miles  astray, 
I  crossed  the  Conchos  liiver  within  a  week, 
and  reached  Chihnahna,  a  city  of  consid- 
erable size,  and  far  more  jiretensions  than 
any  I  had  yet  seen  in  the  "Far  West." 

Built  on  the  narrow  gorge  of  two  abrupt 
mountains,  the  little  town  consists  of  one 
great  straggling  street,  which  occupies  each 
side  of  a  torrent  that  descends  in  a  great 
tumbling  mass  of  foam  and  spray  along  its 
rocky  course.  It  was  the  time  of  the 
monthly  market  or  fair  when  I  arrived, 
and  the  streets  were  crowded  with  peasants 
and  muleteers  in  every  imaginable  cos- 
tume. The  houses  were  mostly  built  with 
projecting  balconies,  from  which  gay- 
colored  carpets  and  bright  draperies  hung 
down,  while  female  figures  sat  lounging 
and  smoking  their  cigarettes  above — the 
aspect  of  the  place  was  at  once  picturesque 
and  novel.  Great  wooden  wagons  of  mel- 
ons and  cucumbers,  nuts,  casks  of  olive  oil 
and  wine;  bales  of  bright  scarlet  cloth,  in 
the  dye  of  which  they  excel;  pottery  ware; 
droves  of  mustangs,  fresh  caught  and  caper- 
ing in  all  their  native  wildness;  flocks  of 
white  goats,  from  the  Cerzo  Gorde,  w'hose 
wool  is  almost  as  fine  as  the  Llama's;  piles 
of  firearms  from  Birmingham  and  Liege, 


around  which  groups  of  admiring  Indians 
wei'e  always  gathered;  |)arro(|uets  and  scar- 
let jays,  in  cages;  richly-ornamented  hous- 
ings for  mule  teams;  brass-mounted  sad- 
dles, and  a  mass  of  other  articles,  littered 
and  blocked  up  the  w  ay,  so  that  all  passage 
was  extremely  difficult. 

Before  I  approached  the  city,  I  had  been 
canvassing  with  myself,  how  best  I  might 
escape  from  the  prying  inquisitiveness  to 
which  every  stranger  is  exposed  on  enter- 
ing a  new  community.  I  might  have 
spared  myself  the  trouble,  for  I  found  that 
I  was  perfectly  unnoticed  in  the  motley 
throng  with  which  I  mingled. 

My  strong-boned,  high-bred  mustang,  in- 
deed, called  forth  many  a  compliment  as  I 
rode  past;  bnt  none  had  any  eye,  nor  even 
a  word,  for  the  rider.  At  last,  as  I  was 
approaching  the  inn,  I  beheld  a  small  knot 
of  men,  whose  dress  and  looks  were  not 
unfamiliar  to  me;  and  in  a  momenl  after, 
I  remembered  that  they  w^ere  the  Yankee 
horse-dealers  I  had  met  with  at  Austin, 
some  years  before.  As  time  had  changed 
me  far  more  than  them,  I  trusted  to  escape 
recognition,  not  being  by  any  means  desir- 
ous of  renewing  the  acquaintance.  I 
ought  to  say,  that  besides  my  Mexican 
costume,  I  wore  a  veiT  imposing  pair  of 
black  moustaches  and  beard,  the  growth  of 
two  years  at  "La  Noria,"  so  that  detection 
was  not  very  easy. 

While  I  was  endeavoring  to  push  my 
Avay  between  two  huge  hampers  of  tomatoes 
and  lemons,  one  of  this  group,  whom  I  at 
'  once  recognized  as  Seth  Chiseller,  laid  his 
hand  on  my  beast's  shoulder,  and  said,  in 
Spanish,  "The  mustang  is  for  sale?" 

"No,  Seiior,"  said  I,  with  a  true  Mex- 
ican flourish;  "he  and  all  mine  stand  at 
your  disposal,  but  I  would  not  sell  him." 

Not  heeding  much  the  hackneyed  cour- 
tesy of  my  speech,  he  pa.'r^sed  his  hands 
along  the  animal's  legs,  feeling  his  tendons 
and  grasping  his  neat  pasterns.  Then, 
jiroceeding  to  the  hocks,  he  examined  them 
carefully;  after  which  he  stepped  apace  or 
two  backwards,  the  better  to  survey  him, 
when  he  said,  "  Move  him  along  in  a  gen- 
tle trot." 

"  Excuse  me,  Seiior,  I  came  here  to 
buy,  not  to  sell.  This  animal  I  do  not 
mean  to  part  w'ith." 

"Not  if  I  were  to  offer  you  five  hundred 
dollars?"  said  he,  still  staring  at  the  beast, 

"Not  if  you  w^ere  to  say  a  thousand, 
Senor,'"  said  I,  haughtily;  '-and  now  pray 
let  me  pass  into  the  court,  for  we  are  both 
in  need  of  refreshment." 

"  He  an't  no  Mexican,  that  'ere  chap," 
whispered  one  of  the  group  to  Cliiseller. 
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''He  sits  more  like  a  Texiui,"'  niuLtercd 
another. 

"He'll  be  the  devil,  or  a  Choctaw  out- 
right, but  Seth  will  have  his  beast  out  of 
him,"'  said  another  with  a  laugii;  and  with 
this  the  group  opened  to  leave  me  a  free 
passage  into  the  inn-yard. 

All  the  easy  Jissnrance  I  could  ]nit  on 
did  not  convince  myself  that  my  fears  were 
?iot  written  in  my  face  as  I  rode  forward. 
To  be  sure  I  did  swagger  to  the  top  of  my 
bent;  an'd  as  I  flung  myself  from  the  sad- 
dle, I  made  my  rifle,  my  brass  scabbard, 
my  sabretache,  and  my  s])urs  perform  a 
crash  that  drew  many  a  dark  eye  to  the 
windows,  and  set  many  a  fan  fluttering  in 
attractive  coquetry. 

"What  a  handsome  Caballero!  liow 
graceful  and  well-lookingi "  I  thought  I 
could  read  in  their  flashing  glances;  and 
how  ideasant  was  such  an  imaginary 
amende  for  the  neglect  I  had  suffered  hith- 
erto. 

Having  commended  my  beast  to  the 
hands  of  the  ostler,  I  entered  the  inn  with 
all  the  swaggering  assurance  of  my  sup- 
posed calling;  but,  in  good  earnest,  Avith 
anything  but  an  easy  heart  at  the  vicinity 
of  Seth  and  his  followers.  The  jniblic 
room  into  which  I  passed  was  crowded 
with  the  dealers  of  the  fair,  in  busy  and 
noisy  discussion  of  their  several  bargains; 
and  had  I  been  perfectly  free  of  all  per- 
sonal anxieties,  the  study  of  their  various 
countenances,  costumes,  and  manners,  had 
been  most  amusing,  combining  as  they  did 
every  strange  nationality, — from  the  pale- 
faced,  hatchet-featured  Xcw  EngUmder,  to 
the  full-eyed,  swarthy  descendant  of  old 
.Spain;  the  mongrel  Frenchman  of  New 
Orleans,  with  the  lialf-breed  of  the  prairies, 
more  savage  in  feature  than  the  Pawnee 
himself;  the  shining  negro,  the  sallow 
Yankee,  the  Jew  from  the  Ilavannah,  and 
the  buccaneer-like  sailor,  who  commanded 
his  sloop,  and  accompanied  him  as  a  species 
of  body-guard — were  all  studies  in  their 
way,  and  full  of  subject  for  after-thought. 

In  this  motley  assemblage  it  may  easily 
be  conceived  that  I  mingled  unnoticed, 
and  sat  down  to  my  mess  of  ''frijoles  with 
garlic"  without  even  a  })assing  observation. 
As  I  ate  on,  however.  I  Avas  far  from 
pleased  ■  l)y  remarking  that  Seth  and 
another  had  taken  their  seats  at  a  table 
right  ()p[)osite,  and  kept  their  eyes  full  on 
me,  witii  what,  in  better  society,  had  been 
a  most  impudent  stare.  I  affected  not  to 
jierceive  this,  and  even  treated  myself  to  a 
flask  of  French  wine,  with  the  air  of  a  man 
revelling  in  undisturbed  enjoyment:  but 
all  the  ricli  boucpiet,  all  the  delicious  flavor 
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were  lost  u[)on  me;  the  sense  of  some  im- 
pending danger  overpowered  all  else,  and 
let  me  look  which  way  I  Avould,  Seth  and 
his  buff-leather  jacket,  his  high  boots,  im- 
mense sj)urs,  and  enormou.s  horse  pistol.-, 
rose  up  ix'forc  me  like  a  vision. 
I      I  read  in  the  changeful  expression  of  his 
I  features,  the  struggle  between  doubt  and 
I  conviction  as  to  whether  he  had  seen    me 
before.     I  saw  what  was   i)assing    in   his 
j  mind,  and  I  tried  a  thousand  little  arts  and 
devices  to  mystify   him.     If   I  drank  my 
wine,  I  always  threw  out  the  last  drops  of 
each  glass  upon  the  floor;  when  I  smoked, 
I  rolled  my  cigar   between  my  palms,  and 
patted  and  squeezed  it  in  genuine  Mexican 
fashion.     I  turned   up   the  i)oints  of  my 
moustache  like  a  true  h.idalgo,  and  played 
Spaniard  to  the  very  top  of  my  bent. 

Xot  only  did  these  airs  seem  not  tc 
throw  him  off  the  scent,  but  I  remarked 
that  he  eyed  me  more  susi)!ciously,  and 
often  conversed  in  Avhispers  with  his  com- 
panion. My  anxiety  had  now  increased  to 
a  sense  of  fever,  and  I  saw  that  if  nothing 
else  should  do  so,  agitation  alone  would  be- 
tray me.  I  accordingly  arose,  and  called 
the  waiter  to  show  me  to  a  room. 

It  Avas  not  Avitfiout  difficulty  that  one 
could  be  had,  and  that  Avas  a  miserable  lit- 
tle cell,  whitCAvashed,  and  Avilh  no  other 
furniture  than  a  mattress  and  tAvo  chairs. 
iVt  least",  however,  I  Avas  alone;  I  was  re- 
lieved from  the  basilisk  glances  of  that 
confounded  horse-dealer,  and  I  threw  my- 
self down  on  my  mattress  in  comparative 
ease  of  mind,  when  suddenly  I  heani  a 
smart  tap  at  the  door,  and  a  voice  called 
out,  Avith  a  A'ery  Yankee  accent,  "I  say, 
friend,  I  want  a  Avord  Avitli  yen.' 

I  replied,  in  Spanish,  that  if  an}'  one 
wanted  me,  they  musi;Avait  till  Iliad  taken 
my  "  siesta." 

'*  Take  your  siesta  another  time,  and 
open  your  door  at  once;  or,  mayhap.  Til 
do  it  mj'self!" 

*' AVell,  sir,"  said  I,  as  I  threAV  it  open, 
and  feigning  a  look  of  angry  indignation, 
the  better  to  conceal  ni}'  fear;  "  what  is  so 
very  urgently  the  matter,  that  a  traveler 
cannot  take  his  rest  Avithout  being  dis- 
turl)ed  in  this  fashion?" 

"Hoity-toity I  what  a  pucker  you're  in, 
boyi"  said  he,  shutting  the  door  behind 
him;  "and  Ave  old  f/ends,  tool" 

"  When,  or  Avherc,  have  avo  ever  metbi3- 
fore?"  asked  I,  boldly. 

**  For  the  '  Avhere.' — it  was  up  at  Austin, 
in  Texas:  for  the  'when,' — something  like 
three  years  bygone." 

I  shook  my  head,  with  a  saucy  smile  of 
incredulity. 
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"Nay,  Uiiy,  don't  ])usli  ine  farther  than 
I  want  to  go,  lad.  Let  bygones  be  by- 
gones, and  tell  me  what's  the  ])riee  of  your 
beast  yonder." 

'•r\\  not  sell  tlic  mustangj"  said  I, 
stoutly. 

"Ay,  but  you  will,  boy!  and  to  mo,  too! 
And  it's  Seth  Chiseller  says  it!" 

"Xo  man  can  presume  to  comi:)el  an- 
other to  part  with  his  horse  against  his 
Avili,  I  suppose?"  said  I,  affecting  a  cool- 
ness I  did  not  feel. 

"There's  many  a  stranger  thing  than 
iJiat  happens  in  these  wild  parts.  I've 
known  a  clia])  ride  away  with  a  beast — just 
without  any  question  at  all !" 

'•'  That  was  a  robbery  !"  exclaimed  I,  in 
an  effort  at  virtuous  indignation. 

"  It  warn't  far  off  from  it,"  responded 
Setii;  "but  tlierc's  a  reward  for  the  fel- 
low'j  apprehension,  and  there  it  be  !  "  and 
as  he  spoke,  he  threw  a  printed  handbill 
on  the  table,  of  which  all  that  I  could  read 
with  my  swimming  eyes  were  the  words, 
"One  Hundred  Dollars  Reward," — "a 
mare  called  Charcoal," — "taking  the  down 
trail  towards  the  San  Jose." 

"There  was  no  use  in  carrying  that 
piece  of  paper  so  far,"  ^aid  I,  pitching  it 
contemptuously  away, 

"And  Avhy  so,  lad?"  asked  he,  peering 
inquisitively  at  me. 

"Because  this  took  place  in  Texas,  and 
here  we  are  in  Mexico." 

"Mayhap,  in  strict  law  that  might  be 
something,"  said  he,  calmly;  "but  were  I 
to  chance  upon  him,  why  shouldn't  I  pass 
a  running-knot  over  his  wrists,  and  throw 
him  heliind  me  on  one  of  my  horses?  Who's 
to  say,  'You  shan't?' or  who's  to  stop  a 
fellow  that  can  ride  at  the  head  of  thirty 
well  mounted  lads,  with  Colt's  revolvers  at 
the  saddle-bow — tell  me  that,  boy!" 

"  In  tlie  first  ]ilace,"  sjiid  I,  "  the  fellow 
who  would  let  himself  be  taken  and  slung 
on  your  crupper,  like  a  calf  for  market, 
deserves  nothing  better;  and  particularly 
so  long  as  he  owned  a  four-barrelled  pistol 
like  this!  " — and  here  I  drew  the  formid- 
able weapon  from  my  breast,  and  held  it 
presented  towards  him,  in  a  manner  that  it 
is  rarely  agreeable  to  confront. 

"■  Put  down  your  irons,  lad,"  said  he, 
with  the  very  slightest  appearance  of  agi- 
tation in  his  manner,  "we'll  come  to  terms 
without  burning  powder." 

"  I  ask  for  nothing  better,"  said  I,  put- 
ting up  my  Aveapon ;  "but  I'll  not  stand 
being  threatened." 

He  gave  a  short  dry  laugh,  as  though  the 
conceit  of  my  speech  amused  him,  and  said, 
**  Now  to  business — I  want  that  mustang." 


"You  shall  have  him,  Seth,"  said  I, 
"  the  day  he  reaches  Guajuaqualla,  whither 
I  am  bound  in  all  haste." 

"I  am  a  going  north,"  said  Scth,  gruffly, 
"and  not  in  that  direction." 

"You  can  send  one  of  your peo^jlc along 
with  me,  to  fetcli  him  back." 

"  Better  to  leave  him  with  mo  now,  and 
take  a  hack  for  the  journey,"  said  he.  This 
was  rather  too  much  for  my  temper;  and  I 
ventured  to  say  that  he  who  was  to  receive 
a  present  should  scarcely. dictate,  the  con- 
ditions accompanying  it. 

"It's  a  ransom,  boy — a  forfeit — not  a 
present,"  said  he,  gravely. 

"Let  us  see  if  you  can  enforce  it,  then," 
said  I,  instinctively  grasping  the  weapon 
within  my  coat  breast. 

"There,  now,  you're  angry  again!" 
said  he,  with  his  imperturbable  smile  ;  "if 
we're  to  have  a  deal  together,  let  us  do  it 
like  gentlemen." 

Now  probably  a  more  ludicM'ous  cari- 
cature of  that  character  could  not  have 
been  drawn  than  either  in  the  persons,  the 
manners,  or  the  subject  of  the  transaction 
in  hand  ;  but  the  word  was  talismanic, 
and  no'  sooner  had  he  uttered  it  than  I 
became  amenable  to  his  very  slightest 
suggestion. 

"Let  me  have  the  beast — I  want  him; 
and  I  see  your  holsters  and  saddle-bags 
have  a  jingle  in  them  that  tells  me  dollars 
are  plenty  with  you  ;  and  as  to  this  " — he 
threw  the  piece  of  paper  offering  the 
reward  at  his  feet — '*the  man  who  says 
anything  about  it  will  have  to  account  with 
Seth  Chiseller— that's  all." 

"How  far  is  it  from  this  to  Guajuaqua- 
lla ?  " 

"  About  a  hundi'ed  and  twenty  miles  by 
the  regular  road,  but  there's  a  trail  the 
miners  follow  makes  it  forty  less.  Not 
that  I  would  advise  you  to  try  that  line  ; 
the  runaway  niggers  and  the  half-breeds 
are  always  loitering  about  there,  and 
they're  over  ready  with  the  bowie  knife,  if 
tempted  by  a  dollar  or  two." 

Our  conversation  now  took  an  easy, 
almost  friendly  tone.  Seth  knew  the 
country  and  its  inhabitants  perfectly,  and 
became  freely  communicative  in  discussing 
them  and  all  his  dealings  with  them. 

"Let  us  have  a  flask  of  '  Aguardiente,'  " 
said  he,  at  last,  "  and  then  Ave'll  join  the 
fandango  in  the  court  beneath." 

Both  propositions  were  sufficiently  to  my 
taste  ;  and  by  way  of  showing  that  no  trace 
of  any  ill-feeling  lingered  in  my  mind,  I 
ordered  an  excellent  supper  and  two  flasks 
of  the  best  Amontillado. 

Seth  expanded  under    the  influence  of 
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the  gr:ii)o,  into  a  most  a^^reoiiblo  companion. 
His  pcr.scmal  adventures  had  been  most 
num(.n-ous,  and  many  of  tliem  hi.i,Hily 
cxcitin;^ ;  and  altliou^^h  a  cerlain  Yankee 
suspiciousness  of  every  'nan  and  liis  motives 
tinii^ed  all  he  said,  there  was  a  hearty  tone 
of  ;^'ood-naturc  about  him  vastly  different 
from  what  I  had  ^jiven  him  credit  for. 

The  Amontillado  being  discussed,  Seth 
ordered  some  ^fexican  '•  Paquarctta,''  of 
delicious  flavor,  of  which  every  glass 
seemed  to  insi)irc  one  with  brighter  views 
of  life;  nor  is  it  any  wonder  if  my  fancy 
converted  the  rural  belles  of  tlic  court-yard 
into  beauties  of  the  first  order. 

The  scene  was  a  very  ])ictures(iue  one. 
A  trellised  passage,  roofed  with  spreading 
vines  in  full  bearing,  ran  around  the  four 
sides  of  the  building,  in  the  open  space  of 
which  the  dancers  were  assembled.  Gay 
lamjis  of  painted  paper  and  rude  pine- 
torches  lit  up  the  whole,  and  gave  to  the 
l)arty-colored  and  showy  co.stumes  an  ele- 
gance and  brilliancy  which  the  severer 
test  of  daylight  might  have  been  ungener- 
ous enough  to  deny.  The  olive-brown 
complexion — the  flashing  darlc  eyes — the 
graceful  gestures — the  insi)ii'iting  music — 
the  merry  voices — the  laugh tei" — were  all 
too  miiny  ingredients  of  pleasure  to  put 
into  that  little  crucible,  the  human  heart, 
and  not  amalgamate  into  something  very 
like  enchantment, — a  result  to  Avhich  the 
Pa([uaretta  perhaps  contributed. 

Into  this  gay  tlirong  Seth  and  I  descend- 
ed, like  men  determined,  in  Mexican 
phrase,  to  "take  plensurc  by  both  horns." 
It  was  at  the  very  climax  of  the  evening's 
amusement  we  entered.  T'iic  dance  was 
the  Mexican  fandango,  which  is  i)erformed 
in  this  wise  : — a  lady  stepping  into  the 
circle,  after  displaying  her  attractions  in  a 
variety  of  graceful  evolutions,  makes  the 
"tour"  of  the  party  in  search  of  the 
Caballero  she  desires  as  her  partner.  It  is 
at  his  option  either  to  decline  the  honor 
by  a  gesture  of  deferential  humility,  or 
accepting  it,  he  gives  her  some  i)art  of  his 
equipment — his  hat,  his  scarf,  or  his  em- 
])roidered  riding-glove,  to  be  afterwards 
redeemed  as  a  forfeit ;  the  great  amuse- 
ment of  the  scene  consisting  in  the  strange 
penalties  exacted,  which  are  invariably 
awarded  with  a  scrupulous  attentioti  to 
the  peculiar  temperament  of  the  sufferer. 
Thus,  a  miserly  fellow  is  certain  to  be 
mulcted  of  his  money  ;  an  unwieldy  mass 
of  fears  and  terrors  is  condemned  to  some 
feat  of  horsemanship ;  a  gourmand  is 
sentenced  to  a  dish  of  the  least  ap]ietizing 
nature,  and  so  on  :  each  is  obliged  to  an 
expiation   which   is   certain  to  amuse   the 


bystanders.  While  these  are  the  "blanks" 
in  the  lottery,  the  prizes  consist  in  the  soft 
seductive  glances  of  eyes  that  have  lost 
nothing  of  Castilian  fire  in  their  trans- 
planting    beyond    seas — in    the     graceful 

!  gestures  of  a  partner  to  whom   the  native 
dance  is  like  an   expressive   language,  and 

j  whose    motions   ara   more    eloquent    than 
words — in    being,  perhaps,    the    favored  of 

I  her  whose  choice  has  made  you  the  hidalgo 
of  the  evening:  and  all  these,  even  with- 

I  out    the  aid  of    Pa([uaretta,  arc  no  slight 
distinctions. 

Were  the  seductions  less  attractive,  it  is 
not  a  man  whose  Jri.-li  blood  has  been  set 
a-glowing  with  Spanish  wine,  who  is  best 
fitted  to  resist  them,  nor  assuredly  ought 
Con  Cregan  to  be  selected  for  such  self- 
denial.  I  stood  in  the  circle  with  wonder- 
ing admiration,  delighted  with  everything. 
Oil  happy  age  !  glorious  hour  of  the  balmy 
night  !  excellent  grajie-juice  !  how  much  of 
delicious  enjoymentdo  I  owe  you  all  three! 
I  suppose  it  is  the  case  with  eveiT  one,  but 
I  know  it  to  be  with  me,  that  wherever  I 
am,  or  hoAvever  situated,  I  immediately 
single  out  some  particuhir  object  for  my 
especial  predilection.  If  it  be  a  landscape, 
I  at  once  pitch  upon  the  spot  for  a  cottage, 
a  temple,  or  a  villa  ;  if  it  be  a  house,  I 
instantly  settle  in  my  mind  the  room  I 
would  take  as  my  own,  the  window  I  would 
sit  beside,  the  very  chair  Vii  take  to  lounge 
in  ;  if  it  be  a  garden,  I  fix  n])on  the  walk 
among  whose  embowering  blossom.^  I  would 
always  be  found  :  and  so,  if  the  occasion 
be  one  of  festive  enjoynient,  I  have  a  quick 
eye  to  catch  her  whose  air  and  appearance 
possess  highest  attractions  for  me.  Xot 
always  for  me  the  most  beautiful — whose 
faultless  outlines  a  sculptor  would  like  to 
chisel;  hut  one  whose  fair  foi-ni  and  love- 
liness are  suggestive  of  the  visions  one  has 
had  in  boyhood,  filling  uj),  in  rich  colors, 
the  mind-drawn  picture  we  have  so  often 
gazed  on,  and  made  the  heroine  of  n 
hundred  little  love-stories,  only  known  to 
one's  own  heart.  And,  oh  dear  !  are  not 
these  about  the  very  best  of  our  adven- 
tures ?  At  least,  if  they  be  not,  they  are 
certainly  those  we  look  back  on  with  fewest 
self-rei)roaches. 

In  a  mood  of  this  kind  it  was  that  my 
eve  rested  upon  a  slightly  formed  butgrnee- 
fiil  girl,  whose  dark  eyes  twice  or  thrice 
had  inet  my  own,  and  had  been  withdrawn 
again  with'a  kind  of  indolent  reluctance — 
as  I  fancied — very  flattering  to  me.  She 
wore  the  square  piece  of  scarlet  cloth  on 
her  bend,  so  fashionable  among  the  ^lexi- 
can  peasantry,  the  corners  of  which  hung 
down  with  heavv  gold  tassels  among  the 
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clusters  of  her  nivcn  locks;  a  yellow  scarf, 
of  the  brightest  hue,  was  gnicefully  thrown 
over  one  shoulder,  and  served  to  heighten 
the  brilliancy  of  her  olive  tint;  her  jupo, 
short  and  looped  np  Avith  a  golden  cord, 
displayed  a  matchless  instep  and  ankle. 
There  was  an  air  of  pride — "fierte,"  even, 
— in  the  position  of  the  foot,  as  she  stood, 
that  harmonized  adrnTrably  with  the  erect 
carriage  of  her  hc;id,  and  the  graceful  com- 
])osure  of  her  crossed  arms,  made  her  a 
perfect  picture.  Nor  was  I  quite  certain 
that  she  did  not  know  this  herself:  certain 
is  it,  her  air.  her  attitude,  her  every  gesture, 
were  in  the  most  complete ''  keeping  ''  with 
her  costume. 

She  was  not  one  of  the  dancers,  but 
stood  among  the  spectators;  and,  if  I  were 
to  pronounce  from  the  glances  she  bestow- 
ed upon  the  cii'cle,  not  one  of  the  most 
admiring  there;  her  features  either  wearing 
an  expression  of  passive  indifference,  or 
changing  to  a  half  smile  of  scornful  con- 
tempt. As,  with  an  interest  which  increas- 
ed at  each  moment,  I  watched  her  move- 
ments, I  saw  that  her  scarf  was  gently  pull- 
ed by  a  hand  from  behind:  she  turned 
abruptly,  and  with  a  gesture  of  almost  in- 
effable scorn,  said  some  few  words,  and 
then  moved  proudly  away  to  another  part 
of  the  "  court." 

Through  the  vacant  spot  she  had  quitted 
I  was  able  to  see  him  who  had  addressed 
her.  He  was  a  young  powerfully  built  fel- 
low, in  the  dress  of  a  mountaineer;  and 
though  evidently  of  tlie  peasant  class,  his 
dress  and  arms  evinced  that  he  was  well  to 
do  in  the  world.  The  gold  drop  of  his 
sombrero,  the  rich  bullion  tassels  of  his 
sash,  the  massive  spurs  of  solid  silver,  being 
all  evidences  of  wealth.  Not  even  the  tan- 
colored  hue  of  his  dark  face  could  mask 
the  flush  of  anger  upon  it  as  the  girl  moved 
off;  and  his  black  eyes,  as  they  followed, 
glowed  like  fire.  To  my  amazement  his 
glance  was  next  bent  upon  me,  and  that, 
with  an  expression  of  hatred  there  was  no 
mistaking.  At  first,  I  thought  it  might 
have  been  mere  fancy  on  my  part;  then,  I 
explained  it  as  the  unvanished  cloud  still 
lingering  on  his  features;  l)ut  at  last  I  saw 
plainly  that  the  insulting  looks  were  meant 
for  myself.  Let  me  look  which  side  I 
Avould,  let  me  occupy  my  attention  how  I 
might,  the  fellow's  swarthy  sullen  face 
never  turned  from  me  for  an  instant. 

I  suppose  something  must  have  betrayed 
to  my  companion  what  was  passing  within 
me,  for  Seth  whispered  in  my  ear,  "Take 
no  notice  of  him — he's  a  Ranchero,  and 
they  are  always  bad  'uns  to  deal  with." 

"But  what  cause  of  quarrel  can  lie  have 


with  me?'' said  I;  "we  never  saw  each 
other  before." 

"  Don't  you  see  what  it  is  ?  "  said  Seth; 
"it's  the  muchacha,  she's  his  sweetheart, 
and  she's  been  a  looking  too  long  this  way 
to  please  liim." 

"  Well,  if  the  girl  has  got  such  good 
taste!  "said  I,  with  a  saucy  laugh,  "he 
ought  to  prize  her  the  more  for  it." 

"She  is  a  neat  'un,  that's  a  fact,"  mut- 
tered Seth;  and  at  the  same  instant  the 
girl  walked  proudly  np  to  where  I  stood, 
and  making  a  low  curtsey  before  me,  held 
out  her  hand.  I  suppose  there  must  have 
been  a  little  more  than  the  ordinary  en- 
thusiasm in  the  manner  I  pressed  my  lips 
upon  it,  for  site  blushed,  and  a  little  mur- 
mur ran  round  the  circle.  The  next  mo- 
ment we  were  whirling  along  in  the  waltz  ; 
I,  at  least,  lost  to  everything,  save  the 
proud  pleasure  of  what  I  deemed  my 
triumph.  The  music  suddenly  changed  to 
the  fandango,  of  which  dance  I  was  a  per- 
fect master;  and  now  the  graceful  elegance 
of  my  partner,  and  the  warm  plaudits  of 
the  company  called  forth  my  utmost  exer- 
tions. As  for  her,  she  was  the  most  be- 
witching representative  of  her  native  meas- 
ure it  is  possible  to  conceive,  her  changeful 
expression  following  every  movement  of 
the  dance;  now  retiring  in  shrinking  bash- 
fulness,  now  advancing  with  proud  and 
haughty  mien,  now  enticing  to  pursuit  by 
looks  of  languishment,  now,  as  if  daring 
all  advances,  her  flashing  eyes  would  almost 
sparkle  with  defiance. 

What  a  terrible  battery  was  this  to  ojien 
upon  the  defenceless  breastwork  of  a  ])oor 
Irishman!  How  withstand  the  showering 
grape-shot  of  dark  glances  ? — how  resist 
the  assault  of  graces  that  lurked  in  every 
smile  and  every  gesture?  Alas!  I  never 
attempted  a  defence  ;  I  surrendered  not 
"  at,"  but  "  without"  discretion,  and  tear- 
ing off  the  great  embroidered  scarf  which 
I  M'ore,  all  heavy  with  its  gold  fringe,  1 
passed  it  round  her  taper  waist  in  a  very 
transport  of  enthusiasm. 

While  a  buzz  of  approbation  ran  round 
the  circle,  I  heard  the  words  uttered  on  all 
sides,  "Destago!  "  "  A  forfeit!  " 

"  I'll  try  his  gallantry,"  said  the  girl,  as 
darting  back  from  my  arms,  she  retired  to 
the  very  verge  of  the  circle,  and  iiolding  up 
the  rich  prize,  gazed  at  it  with  wondering 
eyes:  and  now,  exclamations  of  praise  and 
surprise  at  the  beauty  of  the  tissue  broke 
from  all  in  turn. 

"  The  muchacha  should  keep  the  '  capo- 
tillo,'"  said  an  old  lynx-eyed  duenna,  with 
a  fan  as  large  as  a  fire-board. 

"A   Caballero  rich  as  that  should  give 
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lier   a   necklace  of  rich   pearls,"  said  un- 
otlier. 

•'•  I'd  cliose  a  mustang,  witli  a  saddle  and 
trapi)ings  all  studded  with  silver,"  mutter- 
ed a  third  in  her  ear. 

''I'll  have  none  of  these,"  said  the  girl, 
musing;  "I  must  bethink  me  well  if  I 
cannot  find  sometliing  I  shall  like  to  look 
at  with  pleasure,  when  mere  dress  and  fin- 
ery would  have  lost  their  charm.  I  must 
liave  that  which  will  remind  me  of  this 
evening  a  long  time  hence,  and  make  me 
think  of  him  who  made  its  happiness;  and 
now  what  shall  it  be?" 

"  His  heart's  blood,  if  that  will  content 
you!"  cried  the  mountaineer,  as  springing 
from  his  seat  he  tore  the  scarf  from  her 
hands,  and  dashed  it  on  the  ground,  tramp- 
ling it  beneath  his  feet,  and  tearing  it  to 
very  rags. 

"A  fight — a  fight!"  shouted  out  a  num- 
ber of  voices;  and  now  the  crowd  closed  in 
upon  the  dancing  space,  and  a  hundred 
tongues  mingled  in  wild  altercation.  Al- 
though a  few  professed  themselves  indig- 
nant that  a  stranger  should  he  thus  insult- 
ed, I  saw  plainly  that  the  majority  were 
with  their  countryman,  whom  they  agreed 
in  regarding  as  a  most  outraged  and  in- 
jured individual.  To  my  great  astonish- 
ment, I  discovered  that  my  friend  Seth  took 
the  same  view  of  the  matter,  and  was  even 
more  energetic  than  the  others  in  reproba- 
tion of  my  conduct. 

"  Don't  you  see,"  cried  he  to  me,  "that 
you  have  taken  his  sweetheart  from  him  ? 
The  muchacha  has  done  all  this  to  provoke 
liis  Jealousy." 

"  Oui,  oui,^^  said  a  thin  miserable-look- 
ing Frenchman,  '•  vous  avez  tire  la  hou- 
teille;  il  faut  paxjer  la  vin.'^ 

In  all  probability,  had  not  tlie  crowd 
separated  us  most  effectually,  these  com- 
ments and  counsels  had  been  all  uttered 
"after  the  fact;"  for  I  dashed  forward  to 
strike  my  antagonist,  and  was  only  held 
back  by  main  force,  as  Seth  whispered  in 
my  ear,  "  Take  it  coolly,  lad;  it  must  be  a 
fight  now,  and  don't  unsteady  your  hand 
by  flying  into  a  passion. 

Meanwhile  the  noise  and  confusion  wax- 
ed louder  and  louder,  and  from  the  glances 
directed  towards  mio  there  was  very  little 
doubt    how   strongly   public    opinion  pro-, 
uounced  against  me. 

"  Xo,  no!  "broke  in  Seth — in  reply  to 
some  speech  whose  purport  I  could  only 
guess  at,  for  I  did  not  hear  the  words — 
"that  would  be  a  downright  shame.  Let! 
the  lad  have  fair  play.  There's  a  pretty  j 
bit  of  ground  outside  the  garden,  for 
either  sword  or  pistol-work,  whichever  you  ! 


I  choose  it  to  be.     I'll  not  stand  anythinij 

ielse." 

j  Another  very  fiery  discussion  ensued 
upon  this;  the  end  of  which  was,  that  I 
was  led  away  by  Seth  and  one  of  his  com- 

[  rades  to  my  room,  with  the  satisfactory  as- 

I  su ranee  that  at  the  very  first  dawn  of  day 

'  I  was  to  meet  the  Mexican  peasant  in  sin- 

1  gle  combat. 

j  "  You  have  two  good  hours  of  sleep  be- 
fore   3'Ou,"  said    Seth,   as  we  entered  my 

I  room,  "and  my  advice  is,  dont  lose  amin- 

'  ute  of  them." 

It  has  been  a  mystery  to  me,  up  to  the 

j  very  hour  I  am  writing  in,  how  far  my 
friend  Seth  Chiseller's  conduct  on  this  oc- 
casion accorded  with  good  faith. '  Certain- 
ly, it  would  have  been  impossiljle  for  any 
one  to  have  evinced  a  more  chivalrous  re- 
gard for  my  honor,  and  a  more  contempt- 
uous disdain  for  my  life,  than  the  aCoresaid 
Seth.  Ho  advanced  full  one  hundred 
reasons  for  a   deadly  combat;  the  results 

;  of  which,  he  confessed,  were  speculative 
matters   of    a   most    dreamy  indifference. 

j  Now,  although  it  has  almost  become  an 
axiom  in  these  affairs  that  there  is  nothing 

,  like  a  bold,  decided  friend,  yet  even  these 

I  qualities  may  be  carried  to  excess;  and  so 

j  I  began  to  experience. 

I      There  was  a  vindictiveness  in   the  way 

j  he  expatiated  upon  the  gross  character  of 
the  insult  I  had  received,  the  palpable 
openness  of  the  outrage,  that  showed  the 
liveliest  susceptibility  on  the  score  of  my 

(reputation;    and  thus    it  came   to  pass,  I 

\  suppose,  from  that  spirit  of  divergence  and 

I  contradiction    so    native    to    the    human 

j  heart,  that  the  stronger  Seth's  argument 
ran  in  favor  of  a  most  bloody  retribution, 
the  more  ingenious  grew  my  casuistry  on 
the  side  of  mercy:  till,  grown  Aveary  of  my 
soj^histry,  he  finished  the  discussion  by 
saying — "Take  your  own  road,  then;  and 
if  you  prefer  a  stiletto  under  the  ribs  to 
the  chance  of  a  sabre-cut,  it's  your  own  af- 
fair, not  mine." 

"  How  so? — why  should  I  have  to  fear 
such? " 

"You  don't  think  that  the  villano  will 
suffer  a  fellow  to  take  his  muchacha  from 
him,  and  dance  with  her  the  entire  evening 
before  a  whole  company,  without  his  re- 
venge? No!  no!  they  have  different  no- 
tions on  that  score,  as  you'll  soon  learn." 
"Tlsen  what  is  to  be  done?" 
"I  have  told  you  already,  and  I  tell  you 
once  more:  meet  him  to-morrow; — the 
time  is  not  very  distant  now.  You  tell  me 
that  you  are  a  fair  swordsman:  now  these 
chaps  have  but  one  attack  and  one  guard. 
I'll  put  you  up  to  both;  and  if  you  arc  con- 
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tent  to  take  a  slight  sabro-cut  about  the 
left  shoulder,  I'll  show  you  how  to  run 
him  through  the  body." 

^'And  then?" 

"  Why  then,"  said  he,  turning  his 
tobacco  about  in  his  mouth,  ''I  guess  you'd 
better  run  for  it.  There'll  be  no  time  to 
lose.  Mount  your  beast,  and  ride  for  the 
Guajuaqualla  road;  but  don't  follow  it 
long,  or  you'll  soon  be  overtaken.  Turn  the 
beast  loose,  and  take  to  the  mountains, 
where,  when  you've  struck  the  miner's 
track,  you'll  soon  reach  the  town  in  safety." 

Overborne  by  arguments  and  reasons — 
many  of  which  Seth  strengthened  by  the 
pithy  apothegm  of  ''Bethink  ye  where  ye 
are,  boy!  This  is  not  England,  nor  Ire- 
land neither!" — all  my  scruples  vanished, 
and  I  set  about  the  various  arrangements 
in  a  spirit  of  true  activity.  The  time  was 
brief;  since,  besides  taking  a  lesson  in  the 
broad-sword,  I  had  to  make  my  will.  The 
reader  will  probably  smile  at  the  notion  of 
Con  Cregan  leaving  a  testament  behind 
him;  but  the  over-scrupulous  Seth  would 
have  it  so,  and  assured  me,  with  much 
feeling,  that  it  would  "'save  a  world  of 
trouble  hereafter,  if  anything  Avere  to  go  a 
bit  ugly." 

I  therefore  bequeathed  to  the  Avorthy 
Seth  my  mustang  and  his  equipments  of 
saddle,  holsters,  and  cloak-bag:  my  rifle 
and  pistols,  and  bowie-knife  were  also  to  be- 
come his,  as  well  as  ail  my  movables  of  every 
kind.  I  only  stipulated  that,  in  the  event 
of  the  "  ugly  "  termination  alluded  to,  he 
would  convey  the  letter  with  his  own 
hands  to  Guajuaqualla, — a  pledge  lie  gave 
with  the  greater  readiness  that  a  reward 
was  to  be  rendered  for  the  service.  There 
was  some  seventy  dollars  in  my  bag  which, 
Seth  said,  need  not  be  mentioned  in  the 
will,  as  they  would  be  needed  for  the  fun- 
eral. "It's  costly  hereabouts,"  said  he, 
growing  quite  lively  on  the  theme.  "  They 
])utyeina  great  basket,  all  decked  with 
flowers,  and  they  sticks  two  big  oranges  or 
lemons  in  your  hands;  and  the  chaps  as 
carry  you  are  dressed  like  devils  or  angels, 
I  don't  much  know  which, — and  they  do 
make  such  a  cry! — my  eye  for  it,  but  if 
you  wasn't  dead,  you'd  not  lie  there  long 
and  listen  to  'em!" 

Now,  although  the  subject  was  not  one 
half  so  amusing  to  me  as  it  seemed  to  Seth, 
I  felt  that  strange  fascination  which  ever 
attaches  to  a  painful  theme;  and  asked  a 
variety  of  questions  about  the  grave,  and 
the  ceremonies,  and  the  masses,  reminding 
my  executor  that,  as  a  good  Catholic,  I 
hoped  I  should  have  the  offices  of  the 
church  in  all  liberality. 


"Don't  distress  yourself  about  that," 
said  he,  "  I'll  learn  a  lot  of  prayers  in  Latin 
myself — 'just  to  help  you  on,'  as  a  body 
might  say — but,  as  I  live,  there  goes  the 
chaps  to  the  'Molino;'"  and  he  pointed 
to  a  group  of  about  a  dozen  or  more,  who, 
wrapped  up  in  their  large  clonks,  took  the 
way  slowly  and  silently  through  the  tall 
wet  grass  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden. 

I  have  ever  been  too  candid  Avith  my 
kind  reader  to  conceal  anything  from  him. 
Let  him  not,  therefore,  I  beg,  think  the 
worse  of  me,  if  I  own  that,  at  the  sight  of 
that  procession,  a  strange  and  most  un- 
comfortable feeling  pervaded  me.  There 
seemed  something  so  purpose-like  in  their 
steady  regular  tramp.  There  was  a  look  of 
cold  determination  in  their  movement  that 
chilled  me  to  the  heart.  "  Only  to  think!" 
muttered  I,  "  how  they  have  left  their  beds 
on  this  raw  damp  morning,  at  the  risk  of 
colds,  catarrhs,  and  rheumatism,  all  to 
murder  a  poor  young  fellow  who  never  in- 
jured one  of  them!" 

Not  a  thought  had  I  for  the  muchacha 
— the  cause  of  all  my  trouble;  my  faculties 
Avere  limited  to  a  little  routine,  of  Avhich  I 
myself  Avas  the  center,  and  I  puzzled  my 
brain  in  thinking  over  the  human  anat- 
omy, and  trying  to  remember  all  I  had  ever 
heard  of  the  most  fatal  localities,  and 
where  one  could  be  carved  and  sliced  Avith 
the  fullest  impunity. 

"Come  along!  "  said  Seth,  ''Ave'vo  no 
time  to  lose — Ave  must  look  out  for  a  cheap 
mustang  to  Avait  for  you  on  the  Guajua- 
qualla road,  and  I  have  to  fetch  my  sword, 
for  this  thing  of  yours  is  full  eight  inches 
too  short."  Seth  now  took  my  arm,  and  I 
felt  myself  involuntarily  throwing  a  glance 
at  the  little  objects  I  owned  about  the  room 
— as  it  Avere  a  farewell  look. 

*•  What  are  you  searching  for?  "  said  he, 
as  I  inserted  my  hand  into  my  breast-pock- 
et. 

"  It's  all  right,"  said  I;  '"'I  Avanted  tosee 
that  I  had  the  Sefiora's  letter  safe,  If  — if 
—anything — you  understand  me — eh?" 

"  Yes,  yes;  I'll  look  to  it.  They  sha'n't 
bury  you  with  it;  "  said  he,  Avith  a  diaboli- 
cal grin,  which  made  me  positively  detest 
him  for  the  moment. 

If  Mr.  Chiseller  Avas  deficient  in  the  finer 
sympathies  of  our  nature,  he  Avas  endowed 
Avith  a  rare  spirit  of  practical  readiness. 
The  ''  mustang''  Avas  found  in  the  very 
first  stable  Ave  entered,  and  hired  for  a  day's 
pleasure—  so  he  called  it — for  the  sum  of 
two  crowns.  A  mountain  lad  was  dispatch- 
ed to  hold  him  for  my  coming,  at  a  certain 
spot  on  the  road.  The  sabre  was  fetched 
from  his  chamber,  and    in    less    than    five 
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minutes  "\vo  Avcre  0:1  our  way  to  the  Moliiio, 
fully  efjuipped  jiii'l  "ready  for  the  IVay." 

"Duu't  forget  \vh;it  I  told  you  uljout  the 
face  guard — always  keep  the  hilt  of  your 
weapon  straight  between  your  eyes,  and 
hold  the  elboW  low."  This  he  kept  repeat- 
ing continually  as  we  went  along,  till  I 
found  myself  muttering  the  words  after 
him  mechanically — without  attaching  the 
slightest  meaning  to  them.  ''The  villain 
is  a  strong  muscular  chap,  and  perhaps  he'll 
1)0  for  breaking  down  your  guard  by  mere 
force,  and  cleaving  you  down  at  a  stroke. 
If  he  tries  it,  you've  only  to  spring  actively 
to  one  side  and  give  him  your  ])oint,  any- 
where about  the  chest."  From  this  he  pro- 
ceeded to  discuss  a  hundred  little  subtleties 
and  stratagems  the  ]\Iexicans  are  familiar 
with — so  that  at  last  I  regretted,  from  the 
very  bottom  of  my  soul,  that  the  gage  of 
batlle  had  not  fallen  upon  Setli  himself,  so 
much  more  worthy  iu  every  way  of  the  dis- 
tinction. 

If  I  seemed  full  of  attention  to  all  he  was 
saying,  my  thoughts,  in  truth  be  it  spoken, 
were  traveling  a  vastly  different  road.  I 
was  engaged  in  the  pcrformauce  of  a  little 
mental  catechism,  which  ran  somewhat  in 
this  wise:  ''  If  you  escape  this  peril,  Master 
Con,  will  it  not  be  wise  to  eschew  ftmdan- 
gocs  in  future;  or,  at  least,  not  indulge  in 
them  with  other  men's  sweethearts?  Be- 
Avare,  besides,  of  horse-dealers,  of  Xeres  and 
Paquaretta;  and,  above  all,  of  such  indis- 
cretions as  may  make  the  SSeth  Chisellers  ' 
of  this  world  your  masters!"  Ay,  there 
was  the  sum  and  substance  of  iny  sor- 
rows;  that  unlucky  step  about  "Charry" 
and  the  lottery-ticket  placed  me  in  a  situa- 
tion from  which  there  was  no  issue.  I  now 
saw,  Avhat  many  have  seen  before,  and 
many  will  doubtless  see  again,  that  crime 
has  other  ])cnalties  besides  legal  ones,  and 
that  the  difficulty  of  conforming  to  an 
assumed  good  character,  Avith  even  one 
lapse  from  the  path  of  honesty,  is  very 
considerable. 

"  Are  you  attending  to  me,  lad?"  cried 
Seth,  impatiently,  "I  was  telling  you  about 
the  cross-guard  for  the  head." 

*'  I  liave  not  heard  one  Avord  of  it," 
said  I  frankly;  '•'  nor  is  it  of  the  least  con- 
sequence. All  the  talk  in  the  Avorld 
couldn'c  make  a  swordsman,  still  less 
Avould  a  few  passing  hints  like  those  you 
give  me.  If  the  villano  be  the  better 
man.  there's  an  end  of  the  matter." 

Seth,  less  convinced  by  my  reasonings 
than  offended  at  them,  spoke  no  more,  and 
we  approached  the  JNIolino  in  silence.  As 
Ave  neared  the  spot,  we  perceived  the  party 
seated  in  a  little   arbor,  and  by  their  ges- 


tures, as  Avell  as  by  a  most  savory  odor  of 
gai-lic,  evidently  eating  their  bi'cakfast. 

*'  Thcfellowsrare  jolly,"  said  Seth  :  *Miad 
we  not  better  follow  their  example?  Here 
is  a  nice  spot,  and  a  table  just  at  hand.'* 
At  the  same  time  he  called  out,  "Mncha- 
cho,  pan  el  vino  en  la  mesa,  and  we'll  think 
of  somewhat  to  cat." 

I  tried  to  play  indifferent,  and  seem  at 
my  ease,  but  it  was  no  use.  The  vicinity 
of  the  other  group,  and  in  particular,  of  a 
certain  broad-shouldered  member  of  it, 
whom  I  could  detect  through  the  leaves, 
and  who  certainly  did  not  eat  Avith  the  air 
of  a  man  Avho  felt  it  to  be  his  last  break- 
fast, spoiled  all  my  effoi'ts,  and  nipped  them 
even  as  they  budded. 

"  You  don't  eat," said  Seth;  ''  look  at  the 
villano  yonder." 

'•'I  see  him,"  said  I,  curtly. 

''See  hoAV  he  lays  in  his  progi" 

"  Let  him  show  that  he  can  be  as  dex- 
terous with  the  broad-sword  as  Avith  a  carv- 
ing-knife," saidi  with  a  tremendous  effort. 

"Egad!  I'll  tell  him  that,"  cri  d  Seth, 
jumping  up,  and  hastening  across  the  gar- 
den. I  had  not  long  to  Avait  iov  the  effect 
of  the  speech.  Scarcely  had  Chiseller  ut- 
tered a  few  Avords,  than  the  Avhole  party 
arose,  and  such  a  volley  of  '' ^Nlaledicionl  ' 
and  ''Caramba!"  and  other  like  terms,  I 
never  heard  before  or  since. 

"1  knew  that  Avould  make  'em  blaze 
up,"  said  he;  "they're  all  ready  now — fol- 
low me."  I  obeyed,  and  walked  after  him 
into  a  little  paddock,  Avliich,  from  the 
marks  of  feet  and  other  signs,  seemed  to  be 
a  spot  not  chosen  for  thefii'st  time  for  such 
an  amusement.  The  others  entered  by  an 
opposite  gate,  and,  taking  off  their  cloaks, 
folded  them  carefully  and  laid  them  on  the 
benches.  They  Avere  armed  to  the  very 
teeth,  and  really  did  look  amazingly  like  a 
troop  of  brigands  Drury  Lane  would  pro- 
duce in  a  now  melodrama. 

One  of  the  party  advanced  towards  Seth 
to  arrange  i)reliminaries,  Avhilc  the  rest 
lighted  their  cigars,  and  began  smoking — 
an  example  I  deemed  it  Avise  to  imitate;  at 
least  it  looked  cool. 

As  I  sat,  affecting  to  admire  the  land- 
scape, ami  totally  careless  of  what  Avas 
going  on  behind  me,  I  overheard  Seth  in  a 
warm  altercation  on  the  subject  of  my 
sabre,  which  the  villano's  friend  insisted 
was  at  least  eight  or  nine  inches  too  long. 
Seth,  however.  Avas  equally  obstinate  in  as- 
serting that  I  had  always  used  it,  had 
fought  rei)eatcd  duels  with  it;  and  if  wc 
could  not  call  the  principals  as  Avitncsses, 
it  Avas  for  certain  cogent  reasons  that  need 
not  be  mentioned.     How  I  chuckled  at  this 
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bit  of  boasfcf nlnoss !  liow  I  prayed  that  it 
niiglit  terrify  the  enemy  !  Nothing  of 
the  kind:  tlie  semi-savage  stepped  out 
into  the  circle,  with  his  shirt-sleeves 
rolled  up  to  the  shoulder,  displaying  an 
arm  whose  muscular  development  was  like 
knotted  cordage.  As  if  to  give  a  foretaste 
of  what  he  intended  for  me,  he  clove  down 
the  stoat  branch  of  an  elm-tree  with  a  sin- 
gle stroke,  and  with  the  ease  of  a  man  sli- 
cing a  cheese.  Never  did  I  tliink  so  meanly 
of  a  fandango  as  at  that  moment ;  never 
was  I  in  a  mood  less  lenient  to  female  co- 
quetry! 

"All's  ready,  Con,  my  hearty,"  whisper- 
ed Seth,  leaning  over  my  shoulder;  "here's 
the  tool." 

If-  I  had  followed  the  instinct  then 
strongest,  I  should  have  treated  my 
"friend"  Seth  to  the  first  of  my  maiden 
sword.  But  for  him — but  it  was  too  late 
for  regrets;  and  already  the  group  had  re- 
tired, leaving  the  villano  standing  in  a  po- 
sition of  formidable  defence  alone  in  the 
circle. 

I  can  remember  that  I  walked  calmly  and 
slowly  forward  to  the  spot  assigned  me.  I 
can  remember  the  word  being  given  to  draw 
swords;  and  I  even  yet  can  see  the  flasli- 
ing  steel  as  it  glistened,  and  hear  the  clang 
of  the  scabbards  as  we  flung  them  from  us; 
but  of  the  encounter  itself  I  have  only  the 
vaguest  impression.  Cuts,  thrusts,  par- 
ries, advances  and  retirings,  feints  and 
guards,  are  all  blended  up  with  the  excla- 
mations of  the  bystanders,  as,  in  praise  or 
censure,  they  followed  the  encounter.  At 
last,  without  knowing  why,  after  a  warm 
rally,  my  antagonist  uttered  a  faint  cry, 
and  tottering  a  few  paces  back,  let  fall  his 
sword,  and  sank  heavily  to  the  earth.  I 
sprang  forward  in  dread  anxiety,  but  two 
of  the  others  held  me  back,  while  they  cried 
out,  "  Basta — Basta,  Senor!"  I  tried  to 
force  my  way  past  them,  but  they  held  me 
fast;  and  all  that  I  could  see  was  one  of  the 
group  take  up  the  vi llano's  arm,  and  let  it 
go  again,  when  it  fell  heavily  to  the  ground 
with  a  dull  bang  I  shall  never  forget  I 
They  then  threw  his  cloak  over  him,  and  I 
saw  him  no  more. 

"What  are  ye  waitin'  for,  lad?"  whis- 
pered Seth.  "  You  don't  want  to  attend 
his  fancral,  I  reckon?" 

"  Is  he — is  he ?  "     I  couldn't  get  the 

word  out  for  worlds. 

"  By  course  he  is,  and  so  will  you  be  if 
ye  don't  make  a  bolt  of  it." 

I  have  some  recollection  of  an  angry  al- 
tercation between  Seth  and  myself — I  re- 
fusing, and  he  insisting  on  my  instant 
flight;  but  it  ended  somehow  in  my  finding 


myself  galloping  along  the  Guajuuqualla 
road  at  a  furious  pace,  and,  to  my  extreme 
surprise,  feeling  now  as  eager  about  my 
safety  as  before  I  had  been  indifferent  to 
it. 

I  became  conscious  of  this  from  the 
sense  of  uneasiness  I  experienced  as  each 
horseman  neared  me,  and  the  danger  of 
pursuit  aroused  in  me  the  instinct  of  self- 
preservation. 

A  rude  sign-post  at  the  foot  of  a  rugged 
mountain  path  apprised  me  where  the 
"  miners'  trail  "  led  off  to  Guajuaqualla; 
so,  dismounting  from  my  "  mustang,"  now 
wearied  and  blown  by  a  pretty  sharp  pace 
for  above  seven  miles,  I  turned  the  animal 
loose,  and  set  off  on  foot.  I  know  of  no 
descent  so  great  in  life  as  from  the  "  sad- 
dle "  to  the  "sole!"  from  the  inspiriting 
pleasure  of  being  carried  along  at  will,  to 
the  plodding  slowness  of  mere  pedestrian- 
ism.  In  the  one  case,  you  "shoot  your 
sorrows  flying,"  in  the  other,  they  jog 
alongside  of  you  all  the  way,  halting  with 
you  when  you  lie  down  at  noon,  and  taking 
share  of  the  spring  from  which  your  parch- 
ed lips  are  refreshed.  Like  an  underbred 
acquaintance,  they  will  not  be  denied;  they 
are  always  "going  your  way;"  and,  in 
their  cruel  civility,  they  insist  on  bearing 
you  company. 

At  a  little  cabaret  of  the  very  humblest 
order,  I  obtained  some  breakfast,  and 
made  purchase  of  a  stock  of  bread  and  a 
gourd  of  Avine,  as  I  learned  that  nothing 
was  to  be  had  before  I  reached  "Sanchez," 
the  hut  of  an  old  miner,  which  was 
reckoned  half-way  to  Guajuaqualla.  This 
done,  again  I  set  forth  on  my  journey. 

The  scenery  was  wild  without  being 
grand.  There  was  barrenness  and  desolation, 
but  no  sublimity.  It  was  evidently  a  tract 
of  such  inferior  fertility  that  few  in  a  land 
so  rich  as  this  would  select  it  for  a  resting- 
place  ;  and  accordingly  I  came  upon  no 
signs  of  habitation  other  than  theshealings 
the  shepherds  raise  at  certain  seasons  when 
migrating  Avith  their  flocks  among  the 
mountains. 

It  was  exactly  the  character  of  landscape 
likely  to  increase  and  thicken  the  gloom  of 
sad  thoughts  ;  and,  indeed,  mine  wanted 
little  assistance.  This  last  exploit  left  a 
weight  like  lead  upon  mo  heart.  All  my 
sophistry  about  self-defence  and  wounded 
honor,  neeessit}',  and  the  like,  could  not 
cover  the  fact  that  I  had  taken  away  a 
man's  life  in  a  foolish  brawl,  from  the  very 
outset  of  which  the  Avhole  fault  lay  on  m// 
side. 

"  So  much,"  said  I,  "  for  trying  to  bo  a 
'  gentleman.'     Every  step  in  this  disastrous 
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pursuit  would  seem  to  have  ;i  i)en:ilty  ut- 
taclied  to  it  ;  and,  after  all^  I  am  just  as 
far  from  tiie  goal  as  when  I  set  out. 

That  day  seemed  a  year  in  lengtli  ;  and 
were  I  to  attomi)t  to  chronicle  it,  the 
reader  would  confess  himself  convinced 
before  I  had  half  finished  ;  so  that,  foi- 
both  our  sakes,  I'll  not  "file  my  bill  of 
particulars,"  as  my  respected  father  would 
have  said,  but  at  once  come  to  the  hour 
when  the  sun  approached  the  horizon,  and 
yet  not  anything  like  a  human  dwelling- 
came  in  sight  ;  and  I  still  plodded  along, 
sad  and  weary,  and  anxious  for  rest.  If 
the  events  which  I  am  about  to  record 
have  little  in  them  of  extraordinary  in- 
terest, they  at  least  were  the  turning-points 
in  my  humble  destiny,  and  therefore,  ivind 
reader,  with  your  permission,  we'll  give 
them  a  chapter  to  themselves. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


"THE   DISCOVERY." 


I  HAD  walked  now  for  nearly  twelve 
hours  without  discovering  any  appearance 
of  Sanchez'  cabin,  in  which  I  had  hoped  to 
pass  the  night.  My  prairie  experience 
assured  me  that  me  tliat  I  had  not  lost  the 
"  trail,"  and  yet  if  any  light  were  burning 
for  miles  around,  the  elevated  spot  on 
which  I  stood  should  make  it  visible. 
Although  much  fatigued,  there  was  nothing 
for  it  but  to  proceed,  and,  at  length,  I 
found  myself  in  a  narrow  valley,  Avhich 
Seth  had  heard  described  as  the  situation 
in  which  the  miner's  hut  stood.  It  was 
dark  and  gloomy,  but  the  hope  that  I  was 
nearing  the  spot  cheered  me,  and  I  walked 
on,  footsore  and  tired  as  I  was.  Once  or 
twice  I  thought  I  heard  the  bark  of  a  dog. 
I  stoi)ped  to  listen.  I  shouted  aloud,  I 
whistled,  but  to  no  end.  After  an  inter- 
val, however,  the  sounds  were  repeated, 
and  now,  I  could  detect, — not  the  bark — 
but  the  low  plaintive  wail  of  an  animal 
seemingly  in  pain.  As  it  not  unfrequently 
happens  that  the  sheep-dogs  are  attacked 
by  wolves,  it  immediately  occurred  to  me 
such  might  be  the  present  case  ;  so  I  looked 
to  the  caps  of  my  revolver,  and  hastened 
on  in  the  direction  of  the  cries. 

The  wailing  sounds  grew  fuller  and 
louder  as  I  advanced,  and  now  I  could 
distinguish  that  they  were  the  cries  of  an 
animal  in  grief,  and  not  of  one  in  bodily 
pain.  I  increased  my  speed  to  the  utmost, 
anil  suddenly  I  felt  the  warm  tongue  of  a 
dog  touch  my  hand,  and  his  tail  brush  my 


legs,  in  sign  of  friendly  welcome.  I 
stopped  to  i)at  and  caress  him,  but  the 
poor  creature  uttered  another  cry,  so  .full 
of  sorrow,  that  all  other  thoughts  were 
routed  on  the  instant. 

He  now  preceded  me,  turning  at  each 
moment  as  if  to  sec  that  I  followed,  and 
whining  in  a  low  faint  tone,  as  befoi-e.  AVe 
had  not  long  ])roceeded  thus,  when  he 
stopped  suddenly,  and  set  up  a  cry  the 
most  shrill  and  heart-thrilling.  I  saw  that 
we  were  in  front  of  a  miserable  sliealing, 
the  door  of  which  lay  open  ;  but  all  was 
dark  within.  I  struck  a  light  Avith  my 
flint,  and  lighted  a  little  taper.  To  my 
surprise,  the  hut  contained  several  articles 
of  furniture  ;  but  I  had  not  more  than 
time  to  notice  tliem,  when  the  dog,  darting 
forward,  placed  his  fore-paws  u])on  a  low 
settle-bed,  and  gave  a  dismal  howl.  I 
turned  and  beheld  the  figure  of  a  very  old 
man,  his  white  beard  hanging  down  to  his 
chest,  as  he  lay  in  what  seemed  a  heavy 
sleep.  I  touched  him  ;  he  was  cold.  \ 
placed  my  hand  on  his  heart ;  it  Avas  still. 
I  tried  to  detect  breathing  ;  there  Avas  none 
— he  Avas  quite  dead  ! 

The  poor  dog  appeared  to  Avatch  me  Avith 
intense  interest,  as,  one  by  one,  I  tried 
these  different  signs  of  life;  but  Avhen  he 
saw  the  hand  fall  heavily  from  my  own,  he 
again  set  up  his  cries.  Avhich  now  lasted 
for  several  minutes.  The  scene  was  a  sad 
and  touching  one.  The  poor  old  miner — 
for  such  his  dress  and  the  scattered  imple- 
ments of  his  craft  bespoke  him, — forgotten 
by  all  the  Avorld  save  by  his  dog,  lay  in  all 
the  seeming  calm  of  sleep.  A  cup  of  Avater 
stood  near  him,  and  a  little  Avooden  cru- 
cifix lay  on  the  bed,  Avliere  probably  it  had 
fallen  from  hisfingers.  Everything  around 
betokened  great  poverty.  Tlie  few  articles 
of  furniture  seemed  as  if  they  had  been 
fashioned  by  himself,  being  of  the  rudest 
workmanship:  his  lamp  Avas  a  dried  gourd, 
and  his  one  chair  had  been  a  stump,  hol- 
lowed out  with  a  hatchet.  The  most  strik- 
ing feature  of  all  was  a  number  of  printed 
paragraphs,  cut  from  old  newspapers  and 
magazines,  and  nailed  against  the  planking 
of  the  hut;  and  these  seemed  to  convey  a 
little  history  of  the  old  miner,  so  far,  at 
least,  as  the  bent  and  object  of  his  life 
were  implied.  They  Avere  all,  Avithout  ex- 
ception, exaggerated  and  high-flown  ac- 
counts of  newly-discovered  "  Placers," — 
rich  mines  of  gold. — some  in  the  dark 
))lains  of  the  Ukraine,  some  in  the  deep 
forests  of  Mexico,  some  in  the  interior  of 
Africa,  and  on  the  far-away  shores  of  the 
Pacific.  Promises  of  golden  harvest,  vis- 
ions of  Avealtli  rolling  in  vast  abundance^i 
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great  oceans  of  gain  before  the  parched 
and  thirsting  lips  of  toil  and  famine!  Lit- 
tle thought  they  who,  half  in  tlie  wanton- 
ness of  fancy,  colored  these  descriptions, 
Avhat  seeds  they  -were  sowing  in  many  a 
rugged  nature!  what  feverish  passions  tliey 
were  engendering!  what  lures  to  wile  men 
on  and  on,  througli  youth  and  manhood, 
and  age,  with  one  terrible  fascination  to 
enslave  them! 

If  many  of  these  contained  interesting 
scraps  of  adventure  and  enterprise  in  re- 
mote and  strange  countries,  others  were 
merely  dry  and  succinct  notices, of  the  dis- 
covery of  gold  in  particular  places,  an- 
nouncements which  nothing  short  of  an 
inmate  devotion  to  the  one  theme  could 
possibly  have  dwelt  upon;  and  these,  if  I 
were  to  judge  from  the  situations  they  oc- 
cupied, were  the  most  favored  paragraphs, 
and  those  most  frerpiently  read  over:  they 
were  the  daily  food  witli  which  he  fed  his 
hope,  through,  doubtless,  long  years  of 
suffering  and  toil.  It  was  the  oil  which 
replenished  the  lamp,  Avhen  the  wick  had 
burned  to  the  very  socket! 

How  one  could  fancy  the  old  Gambusino 
as  he  sat  before  his  winter  lire,  half  dozing 
in  the  solitude  of  his  uncompanionable  ex- 
istence, revelling  in  all  the  illusions  with 
which  his  mind  was  filled!  With  what 
sympathy  must  he  have  followed  his  fel- 
low-laborers iu  every  far-away  quarter  of 
the  globe!  how  mourned  over  their  disap- 
pointments, how  exulted  in  their  successes! 
These  little  scraps  and  sentences  were  the 
only  links  that  tied  him  to  the  world — 
they  were  all  that  spoke  to  him  of  his  own 
species! 

As  I  went  about  the  hut,  the  appearance 
of  the  greatest  poverty  and  privation  struck 
me  on  every  side;  his  clothing,  Avorn  to 
very  tatters,  had  been  mended  by  skins  of 
beasts  and  patches  of  canvas;  the  tools 
with  wiiich  he  worked  showed  marks  of 
rude  repair,  that  proved  how  ''  he  to  him- 
self sufficed,"  without  aid  from  others. 

I  passed  the  night  without  sleep,  my 
mind  full  of  the  melancholy  picture  before 
me.  AVhen  day  broke,  I  w;ilked  forth  into 
the  cool  air  to  refresh  myself,  and  found, 
to  my  astonishment,  that  the  spot  had 
been  a  Placer  of  once  great  repute,  at  least 
so  the  remains  around  attested.  The 
ruined  framework  of  miners'  huts — the 
great  massive  furnaces  for  smelting — huge 
cradles,  as  they  are  called,  for  gold  sifting 
— long  troughs,  formed  of  hollowed  trunks, 
for  washing — lay  scattered  on  all  sides.  The 
number  of  these  showed  what  importance 
the  spot  had  once  possessed,  and  the  rotten 
condition  in  which  they  now  were  proved 


how  long  it  had  been  deserted  by  all  save 
him,  who  was  now  to  take  his  rest,  Avhere, 
for  many  a  weary  year,  he  had  toiled  and 
labored. 

A  little  cross,  decorated  with  those  in- 
signia of  torture  so  frequently  seen  in  Cath- 
olic countries — the  pincers,  the  scourge, 
and  tlie  crown  of  thorns — showed  where 
Piety  had  raised  an  altar  beside  that  of 
Mammon,  and  underneath  this  I  resolved 
to  lay  the  poor  old  Gambusino's  bones,  as 
in  a  Christian  grave.  I  could  not  divest 
my  mind  of  the  impression,  that  some 
power,  higher  than  mere  chance,  had  led 
me  to  the  spot,  to  perform  those  last  offices 
to  the  poor  outcast.  Having  eaten  my 
breakfast,  which  I  shared  with  the  dog,  I 
set  to  work  to  fashion  something  that 
should  serve  as  a  coffin.  There  was  timber 
in  abundance,  and  the  old  miner's  tools  suf- 
liced  for  all  I  needed.  My  labor,  however, 
was  only  completed  as  night  closed  in,  so 
that  I  was  obliged  to  wait  for  morning  to 
finish  my  task. 

Wearied  by  my  exertions,  I  slept  sound- 
ly, and  never  awoke  till  the  bright  sun- 
beams pierced  through  the  chinks  of  the 
log-hut,  and  streamed  in  amidst  its  dusky 
atmosphere:  then  I  arose,  and  placed  the 
old  man  in  his  coffin.  I  sat  down  beside  it, 
and  as  I  looked  at  the  calm  cold  features, 
I  could  not  help  reflecting  that  even  he  had 
not  been  more  an  outcast  from  bis  fellows 
that  I  was  myself.  If  fate  had  cast  his  lot 
in  the  solitude  of  this  dreary  region,  he 
was  not  more  alone  in  the  world  than  /, 
who  had  neither  home  nor  family.  How 
strange  was  it,  too,  that  it  should  have  de- 
volved upon  me  to  pay  him  these  last  rites. 
No — no — this  could  not  be  accident. 
The  longer  I  dwelt  upon  this  theme,  the 
more  strongly  was  I  impressed  by  this  one 
conviction;  and  now,  looking  back,  after 
the  lapse  of  years,  that  feeling  is  but  more 
confirmed  by  time. 

Taking  the  shovel  and  pick,  I  set  forth 
to  dig  the  grave,  the  poor  dog  following  at 
my  heels,  as  though  knowing  in  what  cause 
I  was  laboring.  The  earth  was  hard  and 
stony,  so  that  at  first  I  made  but  little  pro- 
gress, but  soon  I  reached  a  clayey  soft  soil. 
Which  again  was  succeeded  by  a  dense,  firm 
stratum  of  stones,  impacted  closely  to- 
gether, like  a  i)avement  made  by  hands; 
indeed  it  was  difficult  to  conceive  it  other- 
wise, the  stones  being  so  nearly  of  the  same 
size,  and  laid  down  with  a  regularity  so 
striking  and  purposelike.  I  jiroceeded  to 
loosen  them  with  the  barreta,  but,  to  my 
surprise,  no  sooner  had  I  displaced  this 
layer,  than  another  exactly  similar  disjjlay- 
ed  itself  underneath.     If  tliis  be  "  Nature's 
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iiiiiuliwoi-k,"  thought  I,  '''  it  is  tlic  strang- 
est thing  I  ever  suw-"  1  labored  hard  to 
remove  this  second  tier,  and  now  came 
{h)\vu  upon  a  light  gravelly  soil,  into 
which  the  barrota  passed  easily.  Siiall  I 
own  that  it  uas  with  a  sense  of  disai)poiiit- 
niciit  that  1  i)er(!eived  this?  It  was  not 
that  my  expectations  had  taken  any  dis- 
tinct or  palpable  form,  but  their  vagueness 
somehow  had  not  excluded  hojie. 

As  I  struck  down  the  iron  barreta  into 
the  light  earth,  I  sat  down  and  fell  into  a 
musing  fit,  from  which  the  dog  aroused 
me  by  licking  my  hands,  and  looking  up 
into  my  face,  as  though  reproaching  me  for 
deserting  my  task.  I  arose  at  once,  and  set 
to  work  in  right  earnest.  The  grave  was 
now  full  live  feet  in  depth,  and  needed  only 
to  be  made  a  little  longer.  It  was  after 
about  an  hour's  hard  labor,  and  my  task 
was  all  but  com])leted,  when  the  barreta 
struck  a  stone  which  it  was  requisite  to 
move;  it  was  a  large  and  heavy  one,  and 
much  moi'o  firmly  im])acted  in  the  earth 
than  I  at  first  supposed,  and  it  was  only  by 
splintering  it  with  the  iron  ^'  crow"  that  I 
was  able  to  succeed.  As  I  lifted  the  frag- 
ments and  threw  them  away,  my  hands 
came  in  contact  with  a  soft  substance  un- 
derneath, that,  to  the  i'eel,  at  least,  resem- 
bled the  skin  of  a  beast  with  the  wool  or 
hair  t)n.  I  cleared  away  the  earth,  and 
saw  to  my  astonishment  what  I  at  once 
knew  to  be  a  piece  of  l)uffa]o  hide,  smeared 
over  with  a  peculiar  oil  the  Indians  use,  to 
prevent  rotting  or  decomposition.  I  drew 
forth  my  knife  and  ripped  it  open;  a 
strong  skin  of  undressed  buck  was  now 
laid  bare;  again  I  apj)lied  my  knife  vigor- 
ously to  i\\\<,  and  as  the  sharp  steel  ran 
freely  along,  a  glittering  heap  of  gold  dis- 
closed itself  before  me,  and  rolled  in  frag- 
ments to  my  feet! 

I  cannot  attempt  to  describe  the  emo- 
tions of  that  monient,  as,  M'ith  a  heart 
bursting  with  delight,  I  ran  my  fingers 
through  the  heajis  of  sinning  metal,  many 
of  them  larger  tlian  my  closed  fist.  I  pulled 
off  my  cap  and  filled  it:  I  opened  my  hand- 
kerchief, and  in  a  few  moments  that  was 
also  crammed:  I  stuffed  my  pockets;  but 
the  treasure  seemed  inexhaustible.  I  arose, 
and  hastened  to  the  hut  for  the  great  can- 
vas bag  in  which  the  i)oor  miner  used  to 
keep  his  chestnuts,  ami  oh!  the  terror  that 
came  over  me  now,  lest  I  should  be  seen; 
lest  any  other  should  discover  me.  With 
the  speed  that  fear  alone  can  supply,  I  soon 
filled  the  sack,  not  alone  with  gold.  l)utalso 
with  several  little  leather  bags,  which  I  dis- 
covered contained  gems  and  precious 
stones,  emeralds  principally,   with   opals, 


sa])phires,  and  rubies,  some  of  a  size  and 
color  I  had  never  seen  equalled  before. 
There  were  eight  of  these  bags  marked  with 
some  enigmatical  letters,  of  Avhich  I  did 
not  know  the  meaning,  nor,  in  good  ti-uth, 
did  I  puzzle  myself  to  discover.  The 
wealth,  unbounded  as  it  seemed,  needed  no 
explanation;  thei'e  it  lay  glittering  ujion 
the  grass  beneath  the  morning  sun,  and 
there  I  sat  amidst  it,  as  Aladdin  might  have 
sat  amidst  the  treasures  of  his  mine- 
As  I  opened  the  bags  one  after  another, 
in  eager  imi)atience,  1  came  u])on  one  filled 
with  papers,  and  these  I  quickly  discovered 
were  receipts  for  large  deposits  of  large  sums 
])lace(l  at  various  times  in  the  hands  of  Don 
Xafirc  Hijaros,  l>anker,  at  Guajuacjualla,  by 
]\Ikxalaus  C'uick!  Yes,  these  were  the 
hidden  treasures  which  the  Black  Boat- 
swain of  Anticosti  had  endured  the  tor- 
tures of  the  burning  iron  and  the  steel,  the 
terrible  agonies  of  the  flesh  pincers,  and 
the  slow,  lingering  pains  of  paralysis. 
These,  then,  were  the  visions  that  haunted 
his  dotage  in  the  very  night  I  had  seen 
him,  as  he  struggled  in  some  imaginary 
conflict,  and  patted  the  ground  in  some 
fancied  act  of  concealment  I  A  sudden 
chill  I'an  through  me  as  I  thought  by  what 
horrible  deeds  of  crime  and  blood  all  this 
treasure  might — nay,  must — have  been 
amassed!  What  terrible  acts  of  murder  and 
assassination  I  Many  of  the  g^ms  were 
richly  set,  and  showed  that  they  had  been 
worn.  Some  of  the  emeralds  had  been  ex- 
tj'acted  from  ornaments,  or  taken  from  the 
hilts  of  daggers  or  swords.  Violence  and 
blood  had  stained  them  all!  there  C(nild  not 
be  a  doubt  of  it:  and  now  there  arose  with- 
in me  a  strange  conflict,  in  which  the  thirst 
for  wealth  warred  with  a  feeling  of  super- 
stition, that  whispered,  '*'  Ko  luck  could  go 
with  gain  so  bought!"  The  perspiiation 
rolled  in  great  drojis  down  my  face;  my 
heart  swelled  and  throbbed  Avith  its  emo- 
tions; the  arteries  of  my  tem])les  beat  with 
a  force  that  seemed  to  smite  the  very  brain, 
as  I  canvassed  this  vital  question,  "  Dare  I 
touch  wealth  so  associated  with  deeds  of 
infamy?" 

If  my  wishes  arranged  themselves  on  one 
side,  all  my  fears  were  mai'shalled  on  the 
other,  and  Avliat  foes  can  wage  a  more  ter- 
rible conflict!  The  world,  with  its  mo&t 
attractive  jdeasures,  its  thousand  lascina- 
tions,  all  the  delusions  that  gold  can  buy, 
and  convert  into  realities,  l)t.'ekoned  here. 
Horrible  fancies  of  an  unknown  vengeance, 
a  iJfemesis  in  crime  unexpiated.  menaced 
there!  May  I  never  have  to  preside  in  a 
court  where  the  evidence  is  so  strongly  op- 
posed; where  the  facts  are  so  equally   bal- 
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aiiccd.  If,  at  one  instant,  I  l^eheld  myself 
the  gorgeous  millionaire,  lanncliing  forth 
into  the  wide  ocean  of  uncx])lored  enjoy- 
ment, at  the  next,  I  saw  myself  crawling 
upon  the  earth,  maimed  and  crippled  like 
the  old  negro  slave;  a  curse  upon  me;  the 
cries  of  widowed  mothers  ringing  in  my 
ears;  tlie  curses  of  ruined  fathers  tracking 
me  wherever  I  went!  I  cannot  tell  what 
verdict  my  jioor  empanuelled  conscience 
might  have  brought  in  at  last;  but,  sud- 
denly, anew  witness  appeared  in  the  court, 
and  gave  a  most  decided  turn  to  the  case. 
This  was  no  less  than  "'  the  Church,"  Avhose 
testimony  gently  insinuated  that  if  the 
matter  were  one  of  difficulty,  it  was  not  yet 
without  a  solution.  ''It  is  true.  Master 
Con," whispered  slie,  "that  these  treasures 
have  an  odor  of  rapine,  but  let  us  see  if  the 
Church  cannot  purify  them.  A  silver 
lamp  to  the  Virgin  can  throw  a  luster  upon 
deeds  that  have  not  '  loved  the  light.'  An 
embroidered  petticoat  can  cover  a  great 
many  small  sins,  and  the  incense  that  rises 
from  a  gold  censer,  offered  by  pious  hands, 
will  do  much  to  correct  the  pungency  of 
even  the  sal  test  tears." 

Build  a  chapel.  Con;  endow  a  nunnery; 
or,  if  you  don't  like  shutting  up  young  la- 
dies, let  it  be  a  ''monkery;  "  make  an  in- 
vestment in  hair-cloth  shirts  and  cord 
girdles;  buy  shares  in  the  grand  Purgatory 
scheme,  and  take  out  "next  world  scrip,' 
in  the  shape  of  masses,  jubilees,  and  no- 
venas.  You  can  keep  a  bishop,  without 
feeling  the  cost,  and  have  a  whole  candle 
manufactory  perpetually  at  the  service  of 
"oar  ladv,''  without  being  obliged  to  cur- 
tail one  of  your  own  wax-lights.  What  a 
revulsion  did  this  bright  thought  give  to 
all  my  previous  doubtings!  not  only  satis- 
fying my  scruples  here,  but  suggesting 
very  comfortable  associations  for  hereafter. 
By  this  proceeding.  Con,  thought  I,  you 
are  "  hedging  against  hereafter:  "  you  may 
be  a  Sardanapalus  while  you  live,  and  a 
saint  after  death:  it's  betting  upon  the 
"double  event,"  Avith  all  the  odds  in  your 
favor. 

I  must  say,  for  the  sake  of  my  credit, 
that  I  resolved  to  "do  the  thing  hand- 
somely." I  determined  that  a  finer  virgin 
should  not  be  seen  than  mine,  and  that  if 
a  "Saint  Cregan"  could  be  discovered  in 
the  catalogue,  I'd  adopt  him  as  my  patron, 
at  any  cost;  neither  would  I  forget  the 
poor  old  miner  in  my  pious  offerings:  he 
should  have  masses  said  for  him  for  a  full 
twelvemonth  to  come,  and  I'd  offer  a  silver 
pick-axe  to  any  of  the  calendar  who  would 
deign  to  accept  it.  In  a  word,  there  was 
nothing  that  money  could  do  (and  what  can 


it  not  ?)  that  I  would  not  engage  to  per- 
form, so  that  the  Church  should  consent  to 
take  mo  into  partnership. 

Never  was  a  poor  head  exposed  to  such 
a  conflict  of  discordant  thought.  Plans  of 
pleasures  and  pilgrimages  ;  gorgeous  vis- 
ions of  enjoyment,  warring  with  fancies  of 
sackcloth  and  scourges ;  sumptuous  din- 
ners, equipages,  theaters,  balls,  and  festiv- 
ities, mingling  with  fastings,  processions, 
and  mortifications,  made  up  a  chaos,  only 
a  shade  above  downright  insanity. 

The  day  wore  on,  and  it  was  late  in  the 
afternoon  ere  I  bethought  me  of  the  poor 
Gambusino,  beside  whoso  open  grave  I  still 
sat,  lost  in  speculation.  "Poor  fellow!" 
said  I,  as  I  hoisted  his  coffin  on  my  shoul- 
der, "you  have  got  a  rich  pall-bearer  for 
one  who  died  in  such  poverty  ;  you  little 
thought  you  would  be  borne  to  the  grave 
by  a  millionaire  ! "  As  I  said  this — I  shame 
to  own  it — there  was  a  tinge  of  self-condem- 
nation in  the  notion,  as  though  inferring — 
"See  what  a  noble  fellow  I  am!  with  gold 
and  gems,  such  as  an  emperor  might  envy; 
and  yet  look  at  me,  carrying  a  poor  old 
miner's  body  to  the  grave,  just  as  if  we  were 
equals  !  "     ' 

"  It's  very  handsome  of  you,  Con — that 
I  must  say! "  whispered  I  to  myself;  but, 
somehow,  the  poor  dog  did  not  appear  to 
take  the  same  exalted  notion  of  m}^  mag- 
nanimity, but  was  entirely  engrossed  by  his 
sorrow;  for  he  lay  crouching  upon  the 
earth,  uttering  cries  the  most  piteous  and 
heart-rending  at  each  shovelful  I  threw  in 
the  grave. 

"  Cheer  up,  poor  fellow!  "  said  I,  patting 
him,  "  you  shall  have  a  gold  collar,  and  a 
clasp  of  real  emerald."  How  naturally 
does  a  rich  man  recur  to  wealth  as  the  cure 
for  every  affliction!  How  difficult  for  him 
to  believe  that  gold  is  ]iot  a  sovereign  rem- 
edy for  all  disorders. 

As  for  the  dog,  poor  brute!  he  took  no 
more  heed  of  my  consolation,  than  he  no- 
ticed my  altered  condition — of  which,  by 
his  familiarity,  he  showed  himself  totally 
unconscious.  How  differently  had  he  be- 
haved, thought  I,  had  he  been  a  man! 
What  sudden  respect  had  he  felt  for  me, — 
what  natural  reluctance  to  obtrude  himself 
on  mo, — how  honored  by  my  notice, — how 
distinguished  by  my  favor!  It  is  plain  the 
dog  is  a  very  inferior  animal;  his  percep- 
tions are  not  fine  enough  to  distinguish  be- 
tween the  man  of  wealth  and  the  pauper! 

These  and  very  si  miliar  reflections  en- 
gaged me  while  I  completed  my  task;  after 
which,  I  carried  my  precious  burthens  off, 
and  deposited  them  within  tlie  hut.  By 
this  time  I  was  very  hungry,  and  hadnoth- 
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mg  to  oat,  save  the  fragnients  of  what  re- 
mained IVom  my  breakfast, — a  singular 
meal  for  one  who,  in  a  fitting  place,  could 
have  dined  sumptuously,  and  off  vessels  of 
gold  and  silver!  I  had  the  ai)petite  of  a 
})oor  man,  however,  and  ate  heartily;  and 
then,  taking  my  goui'd  of  wine,  sat  down 
beside  a  little  spring  that  issued  from  the 
rock,  to  think'over  luy  futui'e. 

Perhaj)S  my  whole  life — not  wanting  in 
hours  of  pltasiire  and  enjoyment — never 
presented  anyihing  so  ti'uly  delightful  as 
that  evening. 

The  season  of  gratification  which  I  had 
dreamed  of,  sighed,  panted,  and  i)rayedfor, 
was  now  to  be  mine.  I  was  at  last  to  be  a 
*' gentleman,"  so  far,  at  least,  as  immense 
wealth  and  a  very  decided  taste  for  spend- 
ing it  could  make  me.  But  were  these,  I 
flatteringly  asked  myself,  all  my  qualifica- 
tions? Was  I  not  master  of  three  or  four 
languages?  Had  I  not  become  an  expert 
shot,  an  excellent  rider,  a  graceful  dancer, 
with  some  skill  upon  the  guitar  and  the 
mandolin?  Could  I  not  contend  in  most 
exercises  where  strength  and  activity  were 
required  with  any?  Had  I  not  traveled 
and  seen  something  of  the  world  and  its 
ways?  Ay,  marry,  and  a  little  more  of  both 
than  was  usual  for  young  gentleman  of 
fortune. 

Of  personal  advantages  it  might  not  be- 
come me  to  speak;  but  the  truth  requires 
me  to  say,  that  nature  had  dealt  very  hand- 
somely by  me.  And  now  I  ask  of  the  fair 
reader — the  unfair  one  I  put  out  of  court 
on  the  occasion — '^are  not  these  very  pret- 
ty chances  with  which  to  woo  fortune?" 
Less  sanguine  spirits  would  perhaps  have 
sighed  for  more,  and  asked  for  a  hundred 
gifts,  of  whose  use  and  value  I  knew  noth- 
ing— such  as  birth,  family  influence,  and 
the  like.  As  for  me,  I  was  content  with 
the  ''  hand  of  tramps  "  Fate  had  dealt  with 
me  ;  I  owned  frankl}',  that  if  I  lost  the 
game,  it  must  be  for  lack  of  skill,  and  not 
of  luck. 

My  plans  were  very  simple.  Once  at 
Guajua(puilla,  I  should  find  out  where 
Donna  Maria  tie  los  Dolores  lived,  and  then, 
providing  myself  with  a  suitable  equipage 
and  servants,  I  should  proceed  to  pay  my 
addresses  in  all  form,  affecting  to  have  re- 
sumed my  real  rank  and  station,  from 
wliich  on  our  first  acquaintance  a  passing 
caprice  had  withdrawn  me.  I  anticii)ated, 
of  course,  very  shrewd  inquiries  as  to  my 
family  and  fortune;  but  I  trusted  to  ''  na- 
tive wit"  to  satisfy  these,  secretly  resolv- 
ing at  the  time,  that  I  would  avoid  l3'ing 
for  the  future;  and  apropos  of  this  propen- 
sity, I  had  never  indulged  in  it,  save  from 


that  vagrant  impulse,  that  tempts  a  child 
to  scamper  over  the  flower-plat  of  a  garden, 
instead  of  keeping  to  the  gravel — the  great 
charm  being  found  in  the  secret  that  it 
"was  wrong."  And,  oh,  ye  dear,  good, 
excellent  souls  whose  instincts  are  always 
correct,  who  can  pass  knockers  on  doors 
and  not  wish  to  wring  them  off! — who  see 
gas-lami)s  in  lonely  si)ots,  and  never  think 
of  breaking  them;  who  neither  "humbug" 
the  stupid,  nor  mystify  the  vain;  who ''take 
life"  Seriously;  forgive  the  semi-bai'barism 
of  our  Celtic  tastes,  which  leads  us  to  re- 
gard "  Fun  "  as  the  very  honey  of  exist- 
ence, and  leads  us  to  extract  it  from  every 
flower  in  life's  path! 

AVhen  I  "lied  " — as  only  the  great  "Pin- 
to' ever  lied  more  atrociously — I  was  more 
amused  by  my  own  extravagances,  than 
were  my  listeners.  I  thi-ew  out  my  inven- 
tions among  stupid  folk,  as  a  rich  man 
flings  his  guinea  among  a  group  of  l)eggars, 
to  enjoy  the  squabbling  and  contending  for 
such  an  unlooked-for  prize. 

And  now  I  was  going  to  abandon  the 
habit,  as  one  nnsuited  to  the  responsibili- 
ties of  a  rich  man's  station!  Oh  deai',  what 
a  sigh  honest  Jack  Falstaff  must  have  heav- 
ed when  he  swore  "he  would  eschew^  sack 
and  low  company,  and  live  cleanly." 

I  now  addressed  myself  more  practically 
to  my  w^ork,  and,  seeing  that  it  would  be 
quite  impossible  for  me  to  carry  the  great 
bulk  of  my  treasure  into  Guajnacpialia,  I 
rcjilaced  the  canvas  sack,  with  the  gold 
and  some  of  the  larger  bags  of  the  gems  in 
the  ground,  and  merely  took  those  that 
contained  the  paper  securities  and  some  of 
the  more  valuable  emeralds  along  with  me. 

In  parting  with  my  wealth,  even  for  a 
short  absence,  I  confess  my  feelings  were 
very  poignant.  A  thousand  fears  beset 
me,  and  I  turned  to  survey  the  spot  be- 
neath which  it  lay,  wondering  if  there  was 
any  indication  to  mark  the  concealed  riches 
beiow.  All,  however,  lt)oked  safe  and 
))lausible;  and  I  proceeded  on  my  way, 
with  a  heart  as  easy  as,  I  suppose,  rich 
men's  hearts  are  permitted  to  be! 

I  believe  the  road  along  which  I  jonr- 
neyei]  lay  in  the  midst  of  a  fertile  and 
l)leasing  tract:  I  believe,  I  say,  for  I  own  I 
saw  nothing  of  it.  Tlie  river  along  which 
1  walked  seemed  silver,  molten  silver,  to 
me;  the  fruit-trees  bore  api)les  of  pure 
gold;  the  stars  which  studded  the  morning 
sky  seemed  sapphires  and  diamonds;  the 
dewdrops  on  the  grass  were  opals  all.  If  I 
sat  down  to  rest  myself,  I  instantly  took 
one  of  my  precious  bags  from  ni}*  pocket, 
to  gaze  at  the  bright  treasures  it  contained, 
and  feast  my  eyes  with  brilliancy. 
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At  last  I  found  myself  on  the  great  high 
road,  and  as  the  signpost  told  nie,  only 
'*tros  legnas" — three  leagues — from  Gua- 
juaqiuilla.  For  a  few  copper  coins  I  ob- 
tained a  seat  upon  a  peasant's  "  carro,"  and 
journeyed  along  more  agreeably,  secretly 
laugh  ing  to  myself  at  the  strange  conveyance 
that  carried  '*  Ca;sar  and  his  fortunes."    • 

The  peasant  was  an  old  man,  who  lived 
by  selling  watermelons,  gourds,  and  cu- 
cumbers in  the  city,  and  knew  most  of  its 
■well-known  inhabitants.  It  was,  there- 
fore, a  good  opportunity  for  me  to  learn 
something  of  those  in  whom  I  was  inter- 
ested. Pie  told  me  that  the  banker,  Don 
Xafire  Ilijaros,  had  died  several  years  ago, 
but  that  his  son  Manuel  carried  on  the 
business,  and  was  reputed  to  be  the  rich- 
est man  in  Guajuaquulla.  It  was  said  that 
the  great  wealth  of  the  house  had  been  ac- 
cumulated, in  ways,  and  by  means,  that 
"would  not  bear  too  close  scrutiny.  Large 
sums  had  been,  it  was  alleged,  lodged  in 
his  hands  by  negroes  and  Indians,  working 
at  the  mines,  the  owners  of  which  were 
often  made  away  with — at  least,  few  of 
those  who  made  large  deposits  ever  lived 
to  claim  them..  The  peasant  told  me  sev- 
eral stories  in  illustration  of  this  suspicion; 
but  although  they  certainly  did  make  an 
impression  upon  me,  I  attributed  much  to 
the  exaggeration  so  common  to  every 
piece  of  local  gossip,  and  I  had  seen  enough 
in  the  world  to  know  how  frequently  suc- 
cessful industry  meets  disparagement. 

As  for  Don  Esteban  Olarez,  the  old  man 
told  me  that  he  had  once  been  extremely 
rich,  but  that  certain  speculations  he  had 
entered  into,  having  proved  unfortunate, 
he  had  lost  the  greater  part  of  his  fortune, 
and  lived  now  in  a  state  of  comparative  re- 
tirement about  a  league  from  Guajuaqualla. 
This  piece  of  news  had  not  the  depressing 
effect  upon  me  it  might  be  supposed,  since 
I  augured  that  a  rich  son-in-law  would  be 
less  scru})ulously  i-nterrogated  by  the  broken 
merchant,  than  by  the  millionaire.  I  even 
speculated  on  the  manner  I  should  adopt, 
to  dazzle  him  by  my  splendor,  and  with 
what  cold  and  cutting  irony  I  would  ad- 
dress the  Fra  Miguel,  and  thank  him  for 
the  considerate  kindness  with  which  he 
had  repaid  my  services.  Haughty  and 
proud,  with  a  dash  of  condescension,  "that 
must  l)e  my  tone,"  said  I;  and  so  I  went 
on,  like  my  prototype  in  the  Eastern  tale, 
ruminating  upon  my  power  and  my  merci- 
ful disposition,  till  Iliad  warmed  my  blood 
to  a  very  good  tyrant  pitch,  from  which 
state  I  Avas  aroused  by  the  guard  at  the 
gate  of  the  town,  asking  if  I  had- anything 
"with  me  which  should  pay  custom. 


"A  poor  traveler  with  his  knapsack," 
said  I,  "may  surely  pass  freely." 

"  Vaya  con  Dios,"  said  he,  cai'clessly, 
and  I  entered  tiie  city. 

Although  the  little  plain  in  which 
Guajuaqualla  stands  is  more  favorable  as  a 
site,  than  the  narrow  gorge  where  Chehua- 
hua  is  situated — the  city  itself  is  inferior 
to  the  latter.  Built  irreguljirly,  not  only 
as  chance  or  caprice  directed,  but  sharing 
in  all  the  vicissitudes  of  speculation  which 
the  mines  afforded,  great  palaces  stand  by 
the  side  of  mean  hovels,  and  gorgeous 
churches  are  flanked  by  abodes  of  s()ualid 
poverty.  Streets,  properly  speaking,  there 
Avere  none.  Each  choosing  the  spot  for  his 
house  at  will,  and  as  the  city  was  founded 
in  troubled  times,  Avheh  lawless  violence 
was  unrestrained — the  fortress-like  charac- 
ter of  the  buildings  was  often  conspicuous. 
Massive  iron  bars  and  stanchions  protected 
the  windows  of  the  ground-floors — heavy 
fastenings  secured  the  doors,  whose  sur- 
face was  a  fretwork  of  iron.  Loop-holes 
for  musketry  usually  guarded  each  side  of 
the  entrance,  and  a  ''  grille,"  like  that  of  a 
convent,  showed  that  no  stranger  could  be 
admitted  uninterrogated.  Many  of  the 
houses  were  surrounded  by  regular  out- 
works of  moat  and  bastion,  while  here  and 
there  an  old  rusty  cannon,  half  hid  among 
the  weeds,  would  show  more  pretentious, 
though  possibly  not  very  efficient  means  of 
defence. 

Of  shrines,  holy  wells,  and  altars,  there 
was  no  end.  The  superstitious  character 
of  the  Gambusino  life  had  been  adroitly 
laid  hold  of  by  the  priests,  who  rarely  fail 
to  turn  each  of  existence  to  their  own 
profit,  and,  in  this  spot  the  priestly  hier- 
archy appeared  to  have  nothing  so  near  at 
heart  as  the  success  of  the  "  Placers." 
Here  were  pictured  virgins,  looking  blandly 
down  at  a  group  of  very  ill-favored  half- 
breeds,  at  a  washing  :  there  was  an  old 
negro,  presenting  a  massive  lump  of  gold 
to  St.  Joseph,  \\\\o  with  a  sly  look,  seemed 
to  promise  not  to  forget  the  donor.  St. 
Francis  himself,  pick  in  hand,  was  seen 
laboring  at  the  head  of  a  sturdy  gang  of 
workmen,  and  angels  of  all  sizes  appeared 
to  busy  themselves  in  gold  seeking,  as 
though  it  were  their  natural  pastime. 

Upon  several  of  the  altars,  pieces  of  solid 
gold  and  silver  lay  in  a  security  that  said 
much  for  the  religious  zeal  of  the  inhabi- 
tants, while  lamps  of  pure  silver  hung  in  a 
profusion  on  every  side — surrounded  by 
votive  offerings  of  the  same  metal — sue!)  as 
shovels,  barretas,  picks,  and  sieves.  Nor 
did  piety  limit  itself  merely  to  incentives 
to  "stand    well  with  the  saints;"    some 
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most  terrible  examples  of  the  opposite  line 
of  conduct  were  conspicuously  (lisphiyrd. 
Pictures,  representin<^  dreadful  cut;is- 
trophes,  by  fallin;^  masses  of  rock — irrup- 
tions of  torrents — and  down-pouring  ca- 
taracts, showed  what  fates  were  ever  in 
store  for  those  who  *•  forgot  the  Church.'' 
And,  as  if  to  heighten  the  effect,  whenever 
a  cayman  or  a  jaguar  was  "sloping  off" 
witii  a  miner  in  his  mouth — a  resi)ectable 
saint  was  sure  to  be  detected  in  the  offing 
— wiping  his  eyes  in  compassion,  but  not 
stirring  a  finger  to  his  assistance. 

I  will  not  say  that  these  specimens  of 
])ictorial  piety  induced  any  strong  religious 
feeling  to  my  mind,  but  they  certainly 
amused  me  highly,  and  although  hungry 
from  a  long  fast,  I  stopped  full  twenty 
times  on  my  way  to  the  Posada,  to  gaze 
and  wonder  at  them. 

At  the  •'  Mono"  (the  "  Ape"),  a  beast, 
wliich,  at  first  I  mistook  for  a  certain  his- 
torical charactei',to  whom  popular  prejudice 
always  vouchsafes  a  tail,  I  put  up,  and 
having  discussed  a  very  sumptuous  break- 
fast, sent  for  the  landlord,  a  little  dark- 
visaged  ^iiw  from  Pernambuco. 

*'  I  hear,"  said  I,  arranging  myself  in  an 
attitude  of  imposing  elegance,  "I  hear, 
Senor  Maestro,  that  my  people  and  equi- 
pages have  not  arrived  yet,  and  I  begin  to 
feel  a  great  anxiety  for  their  safety.  Can 
you  learn  from  any  of  the  Muleros  if  they 
have  seen  two  carriages,  with  four  mules 
each,  on  the  Chehuahua  road  ?" 

''I  have  just  inquired."  said  the  Jew, 
with  a  sly,  almost  impertinent  leer,  "and 
his  Excellency's  suite  have  not  been  seen." 

"  Mow  provoking  !"  said  T,  impatiently; 
'' this  comes  of  indulging  that  cai)rioious 
taste  for  adventure  which  always  inclines 
me  to  a  solitary  ramble  among  mountains; 
and  now,  here  I  am,  without  clothes,  bag- 
gage, horses,  servants. — in  fact,  with- 
nothing  that  a  person  of  my  condition  is 
accustomed  to  have  about  him." 

The  Jew's  face  changed  its  expression 
dui-jng  this  s])eech,  and  from  a  look  of 
droll  malice,  which  it  wore  at  first,  assumed 
an  air  of  almost  open  insolence,  as  he 
said, — 

"Senor  Viajador,  I  am  too  old  to  be  im- 
posed upon  by  these  fooleries.  The  traveler 
who  enters  an  inn  on  his  feet,  with  ragged 
clothes  and  tattered  shoes,  takes  too  high  a 
flight  when  he  raves  of  equipages  and 
followers." 

I  bethought  me  of  the  lesson  I  once  gave 
the  mate  of  the  transport  ship  at  Quebec, 
and  I  lay  back  indolently  in  my  chair,  and 
stared  coolly  at  the  Jew.  "  Son  of  Abra- 
ham,"  said    I,    with   a   slow    intonation. 


"take  care  of  what  you  say.  I  indulge  in 
a  vast  variety  of  caprices,  some  of  which 
the  severe  world  calls  follies  ;  but  there  is 
one  which  I  never  pei'mit  myself — namely, 
to  suffer  the  slightest  liberty  on  the  part 
of  an  inferior.  I  give  you  this  i)iece  of  in- 
formation for  your  guidance,  since  it  is 
possible  that  business  with  the  banker  Don 
^[anuel  Ilijarosmay  detain  me  a  few  days 
in  this  place,  and  I  desire  that  the  lesson 
be  not  lost  upon  you." 

The  Jew  stood  while  I  delivered  these 
words  a  perfect  ideal  of  doubt  and  embar- 
rassment. The  ])i'etentious  tone,  contrasted 
with  the  ragged  ajjiiaix-l — the  air  of  insuf- 
ferable pride,  with  all  the  semblance  of 
poverty,  and  the  calm  composure  of  confi- 
dence, seemed  to  him  singular  features  in 
one  whose  appai-ent  destitution  might  have 
suggested  humility. 

'•I  sec  your  embarrassment,"  said  I, 
"and  I  forgive  your  error,  and  now  to 
business.  I  have  several  visits  to  pay  in 
this  neighboihood ;  my  people  may  not 
arrive  for  a  day  or  two  ;  and  1  cannot  afford 
the  delay  of  waiting  for  them.  Can  you 
tell  if  thei'e  be  anything  suitable  in  the 
way  of  equipage  for  a  man  of  rank  to  be 
had  here  ?  Something  simple,  of  course, 
as  befitting  the  place— a  plain  carriage, 
Avith  four  mules — if  Andalusian,  all  tlie 
better  ;  two  lazadores,  or  outriders,  will 
be  sufficient,  as  I  wish  to  avoid  display  ; 
the  liveries  and- equipment  may  be  plain 
also." 

"  There  is  at  this  moment,  Senoi-,  the 
open  carriage  of  tlie  late  Gobernador  of 
Guajnaciualla,  to  be  sold  ;  he  had  not  used 
it  wlien  he  was  called  away  by  death  ;  that 
and  his  six  mules — not  Andalusian.  it  is 
true,  but  of  the  black  breed  of  the  Haban- 
nah,  are  now  at  vour  Excellencv's  dis- 
posal." 

"  And  the  price,"  said  I,  not  seeming  to 
notice  the  half  imi)ertiueut  smile  that  curl- 
ed his  lip  as  he  spoke. 

"Three  thousand  crowns,  Senor;  less 
than  half  their  cost." 

"A  mere  trifle,  "said  I,  carelessly,  "  if 
the  carriage  please  me." 

"Your  Excellency  can  see  it  in  the  court 
beneath." 

I  followed  the  Jew  as  he  led  the  way  into 
the  open  "cour,"  and  after  jiassing  across 
it,  we  entered  a  spacious  building,  wliere, 
amidst  a  whole  hospital  of  ruined  and  di- 
lapidated caleches,  carres,  and  wagons, 
stood  a  most  beautiful  britscka,  evidently 
imitated  from  some  London  or  Parisian 
model.  It  was  of  a  dark  chocolate  color, 
with  rich  linings  of  pale  blue  silk.  The 
arms  of  the  late  Gobernado  were  to  have 
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been  painted  on  the  doors,  but  fortunately 
were  not  begun  when  he  died,  so  that  the 
''carroza"  seemed  in  every  respect  a  pri- 
vate one.  The  Jew  next  showed  me  the 
team  of  mules,  magnificent  animals  of 
fifteen  and  a  half  hands  in  height,  and  in  top 
condition.  The  harness  and  housings 
were  all  equally  splendid  and  suitable. 

"If  your  Excellency  does  not  deem 
them  unworthy  of  you,"  said  he,  with  a 
smile  of  most  treacherous  meaning,  "they 
are  certainly  a  great  bargain.  I  have  my- 
self advanced  fifteen  hundred  piasters  upon 
them." 

"I'll  take  them,"  said  I,  curtly;  ''and 
now  for  the  servants." 

"The  coacliman  and  a  few  lacqueys  are 
here  still,  your  Excellency;  but  their  live- 
ries had  not  been  ordered  when  the  sad 
event  occurred." 

''  Send  the  first  tailor  in  the  place  to  my 
apartment,"  said  I,  ''and  if  there  be  a 
diamond  merchant,  or  a  gem  valuer  here, 
let  him  come  also." 

"I  am  myself  adealer  in  precious  stones, 
your  Excellency,"  replied  the  Jew,  with  a 
more  submissive  air  than  he  had  yet  exhib- 
ited. 

"Come  with  me  then,"  said  I;  "for  1 
always  carry  some  of  my  less  valuable  trin- 
kets about  with  me,  as  the  least  cumbrous 
mode  of  taking  mone}"."  Leaving  the  land- 
lord in  the  sitting-room,  I  passed  into  my 
chamber,  and  speedily  re-entered  with  a 
handsome  emerald  ring  upon  my  finger,  and 
a  ruby  brooch  of  great  size  in  my  breast. 

The  Jew's  eyes  were  lit  up  with  a  luster 
only  inferior  to  that  of  the  gems,  as  he  saw 
them,  and,  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  eager- 
ness, he  said,  "  Will  your  Excellency  dis- 
pose of  these?" 

"  Yes,'^  said  I,  carelessly;  ''  there  are 
others  also,  which  I  am  determined  to  turn 
into  cash.  What  value  would  you  put  upon 
this  ring?" 

"Five  hund]-ed  crowns,  Senor,  if  it  be 
really  as  pure  as  it  seems." 

"If  that  be  your  valuation,  friend,"  re- 
joined I,  "I  would  be  a  purchaser,  not  a 
seller  in  this  city.  That  gem  cost  me  six 
thousand  piasters!  to  be  sure,  something 
of  the  price  must  be  laid  to  the  charge  of 
historical  associations.  It  was  the  present 
of  the  Sultan  Al  Hadgid  ak  Meerun-ak- 
Itoon,  to  the  Empress  Matilda." 

"  Six  thousand  piasters'. "  echoed  the 
Jew,  whose  astonishment  stopped  short  at 
the  sum,  without  any  regard  for  the  great 
names  I  had  hurled  at  him.  "I  believe  I 
may  have  paid  a  trifle  too  much,"  said  I, 
smiling;  "  The  Prince  of  Syracuse  thought 
it  dear!     But  then  here   is  a  much   more 


valuable  stone,  which  only  cost  as  much:  " 
and  so  saying,  I  took  from  my  pocket  an 
immense  emerald,  which  had  once  formed 
the  ornament  of  a  dagger. 

"Ah,  Dios!  that  is  fine,"  said  the  Jew, 
as  he  held  it  between  him  and  the  light; 
"and  were  it  not  for  tJie  flaw,  would  be  a 
rare  prize!" 

"Were  it  not  for  the  flaw,  friend,"  said 
I,  "  it  Avould  still  be  where  it  stood  for  up- 
wards of  eight  hundred  years — in  the  royal 
crown  of  Hungary- -in  the  'Schatz-Kam- 
mer'  of  Presburg.  The  Emperor  Joseph 
had  it  n^.ounted  in  his  own  poniard;  from 
his  hands  it  reached  the  Calton's  of  Auers- 
berg,  and  then,  at  the  value  of  six  thou- 
sand piasters,  by  a  wager,  came  into  my 
own." 

"  And  at  what  price  would  you  now  dis- 
pose of  it?"  asked  he,  timidly. 

"A  friend  might  have  it  for  ten  thou- 
sand," said  I,  calmly;  "to  the  world  at 
large  the  price  would  be  twelve." 

''Ah,  your  Excellency!  such  sums  rest 
not  in  our  humble  city!  You  must  go  to 
Madrid  or  Grenada  for  wealth  like  that." 

"  So  I  suspect,"  said  I,  coolly.  "  I  will 
content  myself  with  depositing  them  with 
my  banker  for  the  present;  to  sell  them 
here  would  be  a  needless  sacrifice  of  them." 

"  And  yet,  Sefior,  I  would  willingly  bo 
the  purchaser  of  that  gem,"  said  he,  as  he 
stood,  fascinated  by  the  luster  of  the  stone, 
from  which  he   could   not   take  his   eyes. 

"  If  six  thousand  five  hundred  piasters 

"  I  have  said  ten  to  a  friend,  my  honest 
Israelite,"  interrupted  I. 

"  I  am  but  a  poor  man,  your  Excellency 
— a  poor  struggling  hard-working  man — 
content  if  he  but  gain  the  humblest  profit 
by  his  labor ;  say,  then,  seven  thousand 
piasters,  and  I  will  sell  my  mules  to  make 
up  the  amount." 

"I  will  say  twelve,  and  not  a  doubloon 
less,  '  Sefior  Judio,'  but  a  friend  may  have 
it  for  ten." 

"Ah!  if  your  'Alteza'  would  say  but 
eight.  Eight  thousand  piasters  counted 
down  upon  the  table  in  honest  silver,"  said 
he  ;  and  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes  as  he 
supplicated. 

"Be  it  so,"  said  I,  "  but  upon  one  con- 
dition. Should  you  ever  reveal  this,  or 
should  you  speak  of  the  transaction  in  any 
way,  there  is  no  manner  of  evil  and  mis- 
chief I  will  not  work  you.  If  it  cost  me 
half  my  fortune,  I  will  be  your  ruin  ;  for  I 
refused  to  part  with  that  same  to  the  Pri- 
mate of  Seville,  and  he  would  never  forgive 
me  if  the  story  should  reach  his  ears." 

The  Jew  wished   the   Patriarchs  to  w't- 
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ness  his  oath  of  secrecy,  .'ind  though  eacli 
of  us  was  well  aware  that  the  other  was 
lying,  someiiow  wc  seemed  satisfied  by  the 
exchange  of  our  false  coinage.  I  sujuiose 
we  acted  on  tiie  same  principle  as  the 
thieves,  who  could  not  keep  their  hands 
out  of  each  other's  pockets,  although  they 
knew  well  there  was  nothing  there. 

Whatever  the  Jew's  suspicions  of  the 
means  by  which  I  had  become  possessed  of 
such  wealth,  he  prudently  thought  that  he 
might  reap  more  profit  by  falling  in  with 
my  plans,  than  by  needlessly  scrutinizing 
my  character;  and,  so  far,  he  judged  wisely. 

The  contract  for  the  carriage  I  completed 
on  tlu'  spot,  and  having  engaged  the  ser- 
vants and  ordered  their  liveries — plain 
suits  of  brown  witli  gold  tags,  aiguilettcs — 
I  gave  directions  for  my  own  wearing  ap- 
parel in  a  style  of  costly  magnificence  that 
confirmed  me  in  the  title  of  *'Alteza," 
given  by  all  who  came  in  contact  with  me. 
These  occupations  occupied  the  entire 
morning,  and  it  was  only  late  in  the  after- 
noon that  I  had  spare  time  to  recreate  my- 
self by  a  walk  in  the  garden  of  the  inn  be- 
fore dinner;  a  promenade  which,  I  am  free 
to  own,  was  heightened  in  its  enjoyment  by 
the  rich  rustling  sounds  of  my  heavy  silk 
robe-de-chambre,  and  the  soft  downy  tread 
of  my  velvet  slippers  on  the  smooth  turf. 
It  was  a  delicious  moment!  the  very  birds 
seemed  to  sing  a  little  paean  of  rejoicing  at 
my  good  luck;  the  flowers  put  forth  their 
sweetest  odors  as  I  passed,  and  I  felt  myself 
in  ecstacy  with  the  whole  creation,  and  in 
particular  witli  that  segment  of  it  called  Con 
Cregaii.  And  there  be  folk  in  this  world 
would  call  this  egotism  and  vanity;  ay,  and 
by"  worse  names  too!  As  if  it  was  not  the 
very  purest  philanthropy — as  if  my  self- 
content  did  not  spring  froni  the  calm  assu- 
rance that  the  goods  of  fortune  were  be- 
stowed in  the  right  direction,  and  tliat  the 
goddess  whom  men  call  "fickle,"  was  in 
reality  a  most  discriminating  deity! 

There  are  no  two  things  in  creation  less 
alike  than  a  rich  man  and  a  poor  one!  Not 
only  do  all  their  thoughts,  feelings,  and  af- 
fections run  in  oi)posite  channels,  but  their 
judgments  are  different;  and,  from  the 
habit  of  })resenting  particular  aspects  to 
the  world,  they  como  at  last  to  conform  to 
the  impressions  conceived  of  them  by  the 
public.  The  eccentricities  of  wealth  are 
exalted  into  fashions — the  peculiarities  of 
poverty  are  degraded  to  downright  vices. 

"Oh,  glorious  metal!  "  exclaimed  I,  as  I 
walked  along,  "  that  smoothes  the  rough- 
est road  of  life,  that  makes  the  toughest 
venison  savory,  and  renders  the  rudest  as- 
sociates civil  and  compliant,  what  insolence 
VOL.  IV.— 33 


'  and  contumely  had  I  not  met  with  here,  in 
this  pour   '  Posada,'  had  1  only  been  what 
my   humble  dress  and    mean  exterior  de- 
noted! and  now,  what  is  there  that  I  cannot 
exact — what  demands  cm  I  make,  and  hear 
I  that  they  are  impossible  ?  " 
I      "  His    Excellency's   dinner    is   served," 
I  said  the  host,  as  he  advanced  with  many  a 
low  and  obsequious  salutation,  to  announce 
my  dinner. 

j      I  suppose  the  cookery  of  the  "Mono" 
!  was  not  of  the  very  highest  order,  and  that 
i  if  presented  before  me  now,  it  would  meet 
i  but  sorry  acceptance  from  my  more  edu- 
cated palate;  but  at  the  time  I  speak  of,  it 
I  seemed  actually  delicious.     There  appeared 
to  arise  faint  odors  of  savory  im})ort,  from 
dishes  whose  garlic  would  now  almost  suf- 
focate me,  and  I  luxuriated  in  the  flavor  of 
wine,  every  glass  of  which  would,  at  this 
day,  have  put  my  teeth  on  edge.     If  my 
enjoyment  was  great,  however,  I  took  care 
not  to  let  it  appear  too  palpable;  on  the 
contrary,  I  criticized  and  condemned,  with 
all  the  fastidiousness  of  a  spoiled  nature, 
and  only  condescended  to  taste  anything  on 
the  perpetual  assurance  of  the  host,   that 
"  though  very  different  from  what  his  Ex- 
cellency was  used  to,  it  was  exactly  to  the 
taste  of  the  late  '  Gobernador.'" 

I  felt  all  the  swelling  importance  of 
wealth  within  me,  as  I  beheld  the  cringing 
lacqueys  and  the  obsequious  host,  who 
never  dared  to  carry  himself  erect  in  my 
presence — the  very  meats  seemed  to  send  up 
an  incense  to  my  nostrils.  The  gentle  wind 
that  shook  the  orange  blossoms,  seemed 
made  to  bear  its  odors  to  my  senses — all 
Nature  appeared  tributary  to  my  enjoy- 
ment. And  only  to  think  of  it!  all  this 
adulation  was  for  poor  Con  Cregan,  the 
convict's  son;  the  houseless  street-runner 
of  Dublin;  the  cabin-boy  of  the  yacht;  the 
I  flunkey  at  Quebec  ;  the  penniless  wanderer 
I  in  Texas;  the  wag  of  the  "  Noria,''  in  ]^lex- 
ico; — what  a  revulsion,  and  how  sudden 
and  unexpected! 

It  now  became  a  matter  of  deep  consid- 
eration within  me  how  I  should  support 
this  unlooked-for  change  of  comlition, 
without  betraying  too  palpably  what  the 
French  would  call  my  "antecedents."  As 
to  my  "relatives," — forgive  the  poor  pun 
— thev  gave  me  little  trouble.  I  had  often 
remarked  in  life,  that  vulgar  wealth  never 
exhibits  itself  in  a  more  absurd  and  odious 
light,  than  when  indulging  in  pleasures  of 
which  the  sole  enjoyment  is  the  amount 
of  the  cost.  The  ujistart  rich  man  may 
sit  in  a  gallery  of  juctures,  where  Titian, 
Velasquez,  and  Vandyck  have  given  him  a 
company,   whose  very  countenances    seem 
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to  despise  liim,  while  he  thinks  of  iiotliing 
save  the  price.  If  lie  listen  to  Miilibran, 
the  only  sense  juvukened  is  the  cost  of  her 
engagement;  and  hence  that  stolid  apathy 
— the  lustcrlcss  gaze — the  nnrelieved  wear- 
iness ho  exhibits  in  society,  Avhero  it  is  the 
metal  of  the  "mind"  is  clinking,  and  not 
the  metal  of  the  '-mint."  To  a  certain 
extent  I  did  not  incnr  great  danger  on 
this  head:  Nature  had  done  me  some  kind 
services;  the  chief  of  which  was,  she  had 
made  me  an  Irishman! 

There  may  seem — alas!  there  is  too  great 
cause  that  there  should  seem — something 
paradoxical  in  this  boast,  now,  when  sor- 
row and  suffering  are  so  much  our  portion! 
but  I  speak  only  of  the  individuality 
which,  above  every  other  I  have  seen  or 
heard  of,  invests  a  man  with  a  spirit  to 
enjoy  whatever  is  agreeable  in  life.  Now 
this  same  gift  is  a  great  safeguard  against 
the  vulgarity  of  purse  pride,  since  the  man 
who  launches  forth  upon  the  open  sea  of 
pleasure  is  rarelv  occupied  bv  thoughts  of 
self. 

As  for  me,  I  felt  a  kind  of  gluttony 
for  every  delight  that  gold  can  purchase. 
What  palaces  I  would  inhabit;  what  equi- 
pages I  would  drive;  what  magnificent 
fetes  I  would  give;  what  inimitable  little 
dinners,  where  beauty,  wit,  and  genius 
alone  should  bo  gathered  together ;  what 
music  should  I  possess  in  "my  private 
band  ;  "  what  exotics  in  my  conservatory  ; 
and  how  I  should  dispense  these  fascina- 
tions; what  happiness  would  I  diffuse  in 
the  circle  in  which  I  moved,  and  what  a 
circle  Avould  that  be!  It  was  to  this  precise 
point  my  buoyant  fancy  had  brought  me, 
as  the  second  flask  of  champagne,  iced  al- 
most to  a  crystal,  had  warmed  me  into  a 
glow  of  imaginative  enthusiasm.  I  fancied 
myself  in  a  gilded  saloon,  where,  amid  the 
glare  of  a  thousand  wax  lights,  a  brilliant 
company  were  assembled.  I  thought  that 
at  each  opening  of  the  folding  door  a  ser- 
vant announced  some  name,  illustrious 
from  position,  or  great  in  reputation,  and 
that  around  me,  as  I  stood,  a  group  was 
gathered  of  all  that  was  distinguished  in 
the  world  of  fashion  or  celebrity.  "  Your 
Royal  Highness  has  made  this  the  proud- 
est day  of  my  life,"  said  I,  rising,  and 
bowing  reverentially  before  a  faded  old 
arm-chair.  "  May  I  offer  your  Eminence  a 
seat?"  continued  I,  to  a  red  sofa  cushion  I 
mistook  for  a  cardinal.  "  Your  Excel- 
lency is  most  heartily  welcome,"  said  I,  to 
an  empty  decanter  ;  and  so  did  I  convert 
every  adjunct  of  the  chamber  into  some 
distinguished  personage,  even  to  mv  fast 
expiring  lamp,  whicli,  with  a  glimmering 


flame,  and  a  nauseous  odor,  was  gradually 
dying  away,  and  which  I  actually  addressed 
as  a  great  ambassador! 

After  this,  I  conclude  that  I  must  have 
imagined  myself  in  the  East;  ])ossibly  tak- 
ing a  cup  of  sherbet  with  the  Sultan,  or  a 
chibouk  with  the  Khan  of  Tammerka- 
bund;  for  when  I  became  conscious  once 
more,  I  found  myself  upon  the  hearth-rug, 
where  I  had  been  enjoying  a  delicious 
sleep  for  some  hours. 

"  Would  his  Excellency  desire  to  see  his 
chamber?"  asked  the  landlord,  as  with  a 
branch  of  candles  he  stood  in  the  doorway. 

I  waved  my  hand  in  sign  of  assent,  and 
followed  him. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

"  GUAJUAQUAI.LA. " 

There  are  few  things  in  this  world  gold 
cannot  buy;  but  one  among  their  number 
assuredly  is — "a  happy  dream."  Now, 
although  I  went  to  sleep  in  a  great  bed 
with  damask  hangings,  and  a  gilt  crown 
upon  it,  my  pillow  fringed  with  deep  lace, 
my  coverlet  of  satin  edged  with  gold,  I 
dreamed  the  whole  night  through  of  strifes, 
combats,  and  encounters.  At  one  time  my 
enemy  would  be  an  Indian;  at  another,  a 
half-breed;  now,  a  negro;  now,  a  jaguar  or 
a  rattlesnake;  but  with  whom,  or  whatever 
the  struggle,  it  Avas  always  for  money! 
Nothing  else  seemed  to  have  any  hold  upon 
my  thoughts.  Wealth,  and  wealth  alone, 
appeared  the  guiding  principle  of  my  be- 
ing; and,  as  the  penalty,  I  was  now  to 
learn  the  ceaseless  anxieties,  the  torturing 
dreads,  this  passion  begets. 

With  daylight,  however,  I  awoke,  and 
the  bright  sun  streaming  in,  brought  the 
glorious  reality  of  my  happy  lot  before  me, 
and  reminded  me  of  the  various  duties  my 
high  state  imposed.  My  first  care  was  to 
ascertain  the  amount  and  security  of  my 
riches;  and  I  resolved  to  proceed  regularly^ 
and  in  the  most  businesslike  manner  in  the 
matter.  To  this  end  I  ordered  my  car- 
riage, and  proceeded  to  pay  my  visit  to  the 
banker,  Don  Xafire. 

I  had  devised  and  demolished  full  fifty 
ingenious  narratives  of  myself,  when  I 
drove  into  the  court-yard  where  the  banker 
resided,  and  found  myself  actually  without 
one  single  satisfactory  account  of  who  I 
was,  whence  I  came,  and  by  what  means  I 
became  possessed  of  the  formidable  papers 
I  carried.  "  Let  circumstances  pilot  the 
event"  Avas  my  old  maxim;  and  so  saying 
I  entered. 
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The  ruttliiii:  ti-amp  of  my  six  mules,  the 
cracking  of  wliips,  and  the  crash  of  the 
wheels,  IjroughL  many  a  head  to  the  win- 
dows of  the  old  jail-like  palace  Avhcn  my 
carriage  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  the  two 
out-riders  stood  in  "a  salute"  at  each  side 
while  I  descended.  'SSua  Eccelcnza  El 
Condede  Cregano"  resounded  through  the 
arched  hall  and  passages,  as  an  old  servant 
in  a  tawdry  suit  of  threadbare  livery  led 
the  way  to  Don  Xafire's  private  apartment. 

After  a  brief  wait  in  a  lai-gc  but  meager- 
ly- furnished  chamber,  an  old  man — or  a 
Tuiddle-aged  one,  with  a  look  of  age — en- 
tered ;  and,  Avilh  a  profusion  of  ceremonial, 
in  which  he  assured  me  that  his  house,  his 
wife,  his  oxen,  his  mules,  his  asses,  and  in 
fact  everything  ''that  was  his,"  stood  at 
my  disposal,  asked  to  what  fortunate  event 
he  owed  the  honor  of  my  visit. 

''I  am  the  representative,  Senor  Xafire," 
said  I,  ''  of  the  great  house  of  Cregan  and 
Company,  of  which  doubtless  you  have 
heard;  whose  ships  walk  the  waters  of  the 
icy  seas,  and  lay  at  anchor  amid  the  per- 
fumes of  the  spice  islands,  and  whose 
traffic  unites  two  hemispheres. " 

"May  they  always  be  prosperous,"  said 
the  polite  Spaniard,  bowing. 

"  They  have  hitherto  enjoyed  that  bless- 
ing," responded  I,  almost  thankfully. 
''Even  as  the  youngest  member  of  the 
firm,  I  have  nothing  to  complain  of  on  the 
score  of  prosperity."  I  smiled,  took  forth 
a  most  gorgeous  snuff-box,  all  glittering 
Avith  brilliants,  and  presenting  it  to  the 
Spaniard,  laid  ib  carelessly  on  the  table. 
After  a  brief  ])ause,  to  let  the  splendor  set- 
tle down  into  his  heart,  I  proceeded  to  in- 
form him  that  in  the  course  of  commercial 
transactions,  a  vast  number  of  bills,  re- 
ceipts for  deposits,  and  other  securities, 
had  fallen  into  our  hands,  upon  many  of 
which  we  had  advanced  large  sums,  seeing 
that  they  bore  the  name  of  that  most 
respectable  house,  the  Bank  of  Don 
Xafire,  of  Guajuacjualla.  *'  These  would,"  I 
added,  have  been  dispersed  through  the 
various  channels  of  trade,  had  it  not  been 
the  wish  of  my  partners  to  open  distinct 
relations  with  your  house,  and  conse- 
quently they  have  retained  the  pa]iers  until 
a  favorable  occasion  presented  itself  of  per- 
sonally making  the  proposition.  This 
happy  opportunity  has  arisen  by  our  recent 
purchase  of  the  great  gold  mines  of  the 
'  Arguareche  '  for  seventy  millions  of  pias- 
ters, of  Avhich  yon  may  have  read  in  the 
Faros  de  la  Habanas." 

He  bowed  a  hu'mble  negative;  and  I 
went  on  to  state  that  our  mining  opera- 
tions requiring  co-operation  and  assistance. 


we  desired  to  open  relations  with  the  great 
house  of  Don  Xafire,  whose  good  fame 
was  well  established  on  the  'Change  of 
Liverpool. 

*' You  spoke  of  paper-securities  and  such 
like,  Senor;  may  I  asicof  what  nature  they 
are?" 

*•  You  shall  see  them,  Don  Xafire,"  said 
T,  opening  a  very  magnificent  pocket-book, 
and  presenting  first  a  receijjt,  dated  forty- 
eight  years  back,  for  the  sum  of  twelve 
thousand  piasters  in  silver,  and  four  bags, 
weighing  two  hundred  and  eighty  pounds 
of  gold  dust,  fi-om  the  hands  of  Menelaus 
Crick,  of  the  mines  of  Ilajoras,  near  Gua- 
juaqualla.  The  Spaniard's  dark  cheek 
trembled,  and  a  faint  tinge  of  sickly  yellow 
seemed  to  replace  the  dusky  olive  of  liis 
tint,  as  he  said,  **This  is  but  wastepaper, 
Senor,  and  I  trust  your  excellent  house 
has  advanced  nothing  on  its  credit." 

*'  On  the  contrary,  Senor  Banquiero," 
responded  1,  "  we  have  given  the  full  sum, 
being  much  advised  thereto  by  competent 
counsel." 

The  battle  was  now  opened,  and  the 
combat  begun. 

It  is  needless  I  should  weary  my  reader 
by  reca[)iLulatiiig  the  tissue  of  inventions,  in 
which  as  a  garment,  I  wrapped  myself.  I 
saw  quickly,  that  if  /  was  a  rogue,  so  waa 
my  antagonist,  and  that  for  every  stratagem 
/  possessed,  he  was  equally  ready  with 
another.  At  last,  pushed  hard  by  his 
evasions,  equivocations,  and  subterfuges,  I 
was  driven  to  utter  a  shadowy  kind  of 
menace,  in  which  I  ai'tfully  contrived  to 
mix  the  name  of  the  General  Santa  Anna, 
— a  word,  in  those  days,  of  more  than 
talismanic  power. 

''And  this  reminds  me,"  said  I,  ''that 
one  of  my  suite  who  lost  his  way,  and  was 
taken  prisoner  in  the  Eocky  Mountains, 
committed  to  my  charge  a  letter,  in  which, 
I  fanc}',  the  General  is  interested.''  This 
was  a  random  shot,  but  it  struck  the  bull's- 
eye  through  the  very  center.  The  Sefiora 
Dias's  letter  was  enclosed  in  an  envelope, 
in  which  a  few  words  only  were  wiitten  ; 
but  these,  few  as  they  were,  were  suflicient 
to  create  considerable  emotion  in  Don 
Xafire,  who  i-etired  into  a  windt^w,  to  read, 
and  re-read  them. 

Another  shot,  thought  Land  he's  dis- 
abled !  "It  is  needless,  then,  Don  Xafire, 
to  prolong  an  interview  which  promises  so 
little.  I  will  therefore  take  my  leave  ;  my 
next  communication  will  reach  you  through 
the  General  Santa  Anna." 

"May  I  not  crave  a  little  time  for  con- 
sideration, Senor,"  said  he,  humbly  :  "these 
are  weighty  considerations  ;    there  may  be 
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otlier  demiinds  still  heavier  iu  store  for  us 
of  the  same  kind." 

■  *'  You  are  right,  Senor  ;  there  are  other 
and  still  heavier  claims,  a^  you  very  pro- 
perly opine.  Some  of  them  I  have  here 
with  me  ;  others  are  in  the  hands  of  onr 
liouse ;  but  all  shall  be  forthcoming,  I 
assure  you." 

''■  Wliat  may  be  tlie  gross  amount, 
Seiior  ?"  said  the  banker,  trying,  but  very 
ineffectually,  to  look  at  his  ease. 

"Without  pretending  to  minute  accu- 
racy, I  should  guess  the  sum  at  something 
like  seven  hundred  thousand  piasters  ;  this, 
exclusive  of  certain  claims  for  compensation 
usual  in  cases  of  inquiry.  You  understand 
me,  I  believe."  The  last  menace  was  a 
shot  in  the  very  center  of  his  magazine, 
and  so  the  little  usurer  felt  it,  as  he  fid- 
geted among  his  papers,  and  concealed  his 
face  from  me. 

"Come,  Seiior  Xafire,"  said  I,  with  the 
air  of  a  man  who  means  to  deal  mercifull}^, 
and  not  to  crush  the  victim  in  his  power  ; 
"I  will  be  moderate  with  you.  These 
bills  and  receipts  shall  be  all  placed  in  your 
hands  on  payment  of  the  sums  due,  without 
any  demand  for  interest  whatever.  "We 
will  not  speak  of  the  other  claims  at  all. 
The  transaction  shall  be  strictly  in  honor 
between  us,  and  nothing  shall  ever  tran- 
spire to  your  disadvantage  regarding  it. 
Is  this  enough  ?  " 

The  struggle  in  the  banker's  mind  was  a 
difficult  one, — but  after  several  hours 
passed  in  going  over  the  papers,  after  much 
discussion,  and  some  altercation, — I  gained 
'the  day  ;  and  when  I  arose  to  take  my 
leave,  it  was  Avith  my  pocket-book  stuffed 
full  of  bills,  on  Pernambuco,  Mexico, 
Santa  Cruz,  and  the  Havannah,  Avith  letters 
of  credits,  bonds,  and  other  securities  ;  the 
whole  amounting  to  four  hundred  thou- 
sand piasters, — the  remaining  sum  of  three 
hundred  thousand,  I  had  agreed  to  leave 
in  Don  Xafire's  hands  at  reasonable  in- 
terest. In  fact,  I  was  but  too  happy  in  the 
possession  of  so  much,  to  think  twice  about 
what  became  of  the  remainder. 

I  presented  my  friend  Xafire  Avith  my 
ruby  brooch,  as  a  souvenir  ;  not,  indeed, 
that  ho  needed  anything  to  remind  him  of 
our  acquaintance  ;  and  Ave  parted  with  all 
the  regrets  of  brothers  about  to  separate. 

"You  Avill  stay  some  days  Avith  us  here, 
I  hope  ? "  said  he,  as  he  conducted  me  to 
my  carriage. 

'•'I  intend  a  short  visit  to  some  of  the 
old  *  Placers '  in  your  neighborhood," 
replied  I,  "after  Avhich,  I  mean  to  return 
here  ; "  and  so,  Avith  a  last  embrace,  Ave 
parted. 


My  next  care  Avas  to  pay  a  vi.^'t  to  Don 
Estaban,  for  I  was  burning  Avith  anxiety  to 
see  Donna  Maria  once  more,  and  to  open 
my  campaign  as  a  rich  suitor  for  her  hand. 
The  day  chosen  for  this  expedition  seemed 
a  fortunate  one,  for  the  road,  Avhich  led 
through  a  succession  of  vineyards,  was 
thronged  Avith  townspeople  and  peasants, 
in  gay  holiday  dresses  ;  all  Avending  their 
Avay  in  the  same  direction  Avith  ourselves, 
I  asked  the  reason,  and  heard  that  it  was 
the  fete  of  the  Virgin  delos  Dolores,  whose 
chapel  was  on  the  estate  of  Don  Estaban. 
I  bethought  me  of  the  time  when  I  had 
planned  a  pilgrimage  to  that  same  shrine 
— little  suspecting  that  I  was  to  make  it 
in  my  carriage,  with  six  mules  and  two 
outriders! 

In  less  than  an  houi-'s  drive  Ave  came  in 
sight  of  Don  Estaban's  villa,  built  on  the 
side  of  a  richly- Avooded  mountain,  and  cer- 
tainly not  betraying  au}^  signs  of  the  re- 
duced fortune  of  which  I  had  heard.  A 
series  of  gardens,  all  terraced  in  the  moun- 
tain, lay  in  front,  among  Avhich  fountains 
Avei'e  playing,  and  jets  cVeau  springing.  A 
small  lake  spread  its  calm  surface  beneath, 
reflecting  the  Avhole  scene  as  in  a  mirror, 
Avith  its  feathery  palm-trees  and  blossom- 
ing mimosas,  beneath  whose  shades  hun- 
dreds of  visitors  were  loitering  or  sitting, 
Avhile  the  tinkling  sounds  of  guitar  and 
mandolin  broke  the  stillness. 

It  was  a  strange  and  curious  sight;  for 
Avhile  pleasure  seemed  to  hold  unbounded 
sway  on  every  side,  the  procession  of  priests 
in  rich  vestments,  the  smoke  of  censers,  the 
red  robes  of  acolytes,  mingled  with  the 
throng,  and  the  deep  chanting  of  the  litur- 
gies, Avere  blended  Avith  the  laughter  of 
children,  and  the  merry  sounds  of  light- 
hearted  joy,  "  I  have  come  in  the  very 
nick  of  time,"  thought  I,  "to  complete 
this  scene  of  festivity  ;  "  and  finding  that 
my  carriage  could  only  advance  sloAvly 
along  the  crowded  avenue,  I  descended, 
and  proceeded  on  foot,  merely  attended  by 
tAvo  lacqueys  to  make  Avay  for  me  in  front. 

A  lively  controversy  ran  among  the  spec- 
tators at  each  side  of  me,  of  Avhich  I  Avas 
evidently  the  subject, — some  averring  that 
I  was  there  as  a  portion  of  the  pageant,  an 
integral  feature  in  the  procession;  others, 
with  equal  discrimination,  insisting  that 
my  presence  Avas  a  polite  attention  on  the 
part  of  Our  l.ady  de  "  Los  Dolores,"  who 
had  sent  an  illustrious  personage  to  grace 
the  festival  as  her  representative.  On  one 
point  all  were  agreed, — thatrny  a]ipearance 
amongst  them  was  a  favor  which  a  whole 
life  of  devotion  to  me  could  not  repay;  and 
so  rapidly  Avas  this  impression  propagated, 
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that  it  sped  up  the  lon;^  approach  thi'ough 
various  groups  and  knots  of  j)eople,  and  ac- 
tually reached  the  villa  itself  long  before 
my  august  jjerson  arrived  at  the  outer 
court. 

Never  was  dignity — at  least  such  dignity 
as  mine — entrusted  to  better  hands  than 
those  of  my  *'Ca9adores."  They  swagger- 
ed along,  i)ushing  back  the  crowds  on  each 
side,  as  though  it  were  a  profanation  to 
press  too  closely  upon  me.  They  flourish- 
ed their  great,  gold-headed  canes,  as  if  they 
would  smash  the  skulls  of  those  whose 
eager  curiosity  outstepped  the  reverence 
due  to  me;  and  when  at  length  avc  reached 
the  gates  of  the  court-yard,  tliey  announced 
my  name  with  a  grandeur  and  pomp  of  ut- 
terance, that,  I  own  it  frankly,  actually 
appalled  myself!  I  had  not,  however,  much 
time  given  me  for  such  weaknesses,  as,  di- 
rectly in  front  of  the  villa,  at  a  table  spread 
beneath  an  awning  of  blue  silk,  sat  a  goodly 
company,  whose  splendor  of  dress,  and  pro- 
fusion of  jewelry,  besjioke  them  the  great 
guests  of  the  occasion.  The  host,  it  was 
easy  to  detect  him  by  the  elevated  scat  he 
occupied,  rose  as  I  came  forward,  and  with 
a  humility  I  never  can  praise  too  highly, 
assured  me  that  if  any  choice  were  permit- 
ted him  in  the  matter,  lie  would  prefer 
dying  on  the  spot,  now  that  his  worldly 
honors  could  never  exceed  the  triumph  of 
that  day;  that  all  the  happiness  of  the  fes- 
tivity was  as  gloom  and  darkness  to  his 
soul,  compared  to  the  bi'illiancy  my  pres- 
ence diffused;  and  not  only  was  everything 
he  owned  mine  from  that  moment  forth, 
but  he  ardently  hoped  he  might  have  a 
long  line  of  grandchildren,  and  greatgrand- 
children, to  be  my  slaves  in  succeeding 
generations. 

While  the  worthy  man  poured .  forth 
these  "truths  "in  all  the  flourish  -of  liis 
purest  Castilian,  and  while  I  listened  to 
them  with  the  condescending  urbanity  with 
which  a  sovereign  may  be  presumed  to  hear 
the  strains  of  some  national  melody  in 
their  praise,  as  pleasant,  though  somewhat 
stale,  another  individual  was  added  to  the 
group,  whose  cunning  features  evinced  noth- 
ing either  of  the  host's  reverence  or  of  my 
grandeur.  This  was  Fra  Miguel,  the  Friar, 
who,  in  a  costume  of  extraordinary  sim- 
plicity, stood  staring  fixedly  at  me. 

"II  Conde  de  Cregano!  "  rci)eated  Don 
Estaban.  "I  have  surely  heard  the  name 
before.  Your  highness  is  doubtless  a 
grandee  of  Spain  ?  " 

"Of  the  first  class!  "said  I 
cough;  for  the  confounded 
took  his  eyes  off  me." 

"And  we  have  met  before,  Senor  Conde," 


with  a  slight 
l^'riar   never 


'said  he,  with  a  most  equivocal  stress  upon 

I  the  last  words.     "  How  j)leasant  for  me  to 

thank  the  Conde  for  what  I  believed  I  owed 

to  the  mere  wayfarer,"     These  words  he 

uttered  in  a  whisper  close  to  my  own  ear. 

"Better  that,  than  ungratefully  desert  a 
benefactor!"  said  I,  in  the  same  low  tone; 
then,  turning  to  Don  Estaban,  who  stood 
amazed  at  our  dramatic  asides,  I  told  him 
])rctty  much  what  I  had  already  related  to 
the  banker  at  Guajuaqunlla;  only  adding, 
that  during  an  excursion  which  it  was  my 
caprice  to  make  alone  and  unaccompanied, 
I  had  been  able  to  render  a  slight  service 
to  his  fair  daughter.  Donna  Maria  de  Los 
Dolores,  and  that  I  could  not  pass  the 
neighborhood  without  inquiring  after  her 
health,  and  craving  permission  to  kiss  her 
hand. 

"  Is  this  the  Senor  Cregan  of  the  '  liio  del 
Crocodielo?"  cried  Don  Estaban,  in  rap- 
ture. 

"The  same  whom  we  left  in  safe  keep- 
ing with  our  Brothers  of  Mercy  at  Bexar?" 
exclaimed  the  Friar,  in  affected  amaze- 
ment. 

"The  very  same,  Fra  Miguel,  whom  you 
humanely  consigned  to  the  Lazaretto  of 
Bexar, — an  establishment  which  has  as  lit- 
tle relation  to  'mercy'  as  need  be;  the 
same  who,  having  resumed  the  ranjc  and 
station  that  belong  to  him,  can  afford  to 
forget  your  cold-hearted  desertion.'' 

"  San  Joachim  of  L^lloa  knows  if  I  did 
not  pay  for  masses  for  your  soul's  repose!" 
exclaimed  he. 

"A  very  little  care  of  me  in  this  world," 
said  I,  "had  been  to  the  full  as  agreeable 
as  all  your  solicitations  for  me  in  the  next; 
and  as  for  San  Joachim,"  added  I,  "no 
witness  can  be  received  as  evidence  who 
will  not  appear  in  court." 

"'  It  is  a  pleasure  to  see  your  Excellency 
in  the  perfect  enjoyment  of  your  faculties," 
said  the  Fra,  with  a  deceitful  smile:  but  I 
l)aid  little  attention  to  his  sneer,  and  turn- 
ed willingly  to  Don  Estaban,  whose  grate- 
ful acknowledgments  were  beyond  all 
bounds.  He  vowed  that  lie  owed  his 
daughter's  life  to  my  heroism,  and  that  he 
and  she,  and  all  that  was  theirs  was  mine. 

'■ '  Very  gratifying  tidings  these,"  thought 
I,  "for  a  man  who  only  asks  for  an  'in- 
stalment of  his  debt,'  and  will  be  satisfied 
with  the  lad}'," 

"  ;Maria  shall  tell  you  so  herself,"  added 
Don  Estaban,  in  a  ]H'rfect  paroxysm  of 
grateful  emotion.  "  Don  Lopez  y  Cuesta  y 
Goloso  can  never  forget  your  noble  con- 
duct." Not  caring  much  how  retentive 
the  memory  of  the  aforesaid  hildalgo  might 
prove — whom   I   at  once  set  down  as  an 
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uncle  or  a  godfather, — I  hastened  after  the 
host  to  where  his  daughter  sat  at  the 
tahle.  I  had  but  time  to  see  that  slic  was 
dressed  in  black,  with  a  profusion  of  dia- 
monds scattered  uot  only  through  her  hair, 
but  over  her  dress,  when  she  arose,  and  ere 
I  could  prevent  it,  fell  at  my  feet,  and 
covered  my  hands  with  kisses — calling  me 
her  '*  Salvador,"  in  a  voice  of  the  wildest 
enthusiasm;  an  emotion  which  seemed 
most  electrically  to  seize  upon  the  whole 
company;  for  I  was  now  laid  hold  of  by 
every  limb,  and  hugged,  kissed,  and  em- 
braced by  a  score  of  people;  the  large  ma- 
jority of  whom,  I  grieve  to  say,  were  the 
very  hardest  specimens  of  what  is  called  the 
softer  sex. 

One  member  of  the  company  maintained 
a  look  of  cold  distrust  towards  me,  the 
very  opi:»osite  of  all  this  cordiality.  This 
was  Don  Lopez,  who  did  not  need  this  air 
of  dislike  to  appear  to  my  eyes  the  ugliest 
mortal  1  had  ever  beheld.  He  was  exceed- 
ingly short  of  stature,  but  of  an  immense 
breadth;  and  yet.  even  with  this,  his  head 
was  far  too  big  for  his  body.  A  huge  spheri- 
cal mass,  parti-colored  with  habits  of  de- 
bauch, looked  like  a  terrestrial  globe,  of 
which  the  mouth  represented  the  equator. 
His  attempts  at  embellishment  had  even 
made  him  more  horrible;  for  he  wore  a  great 
wig,  with  long  cnrls  flowing  upon  his  shoul- 
ders; and  his  immense  mustaches  were 
curled  into  a  Series  of  circles,  like  a  ram's 
horn.  His  nose  had  been  divided  across 
the  middle  by  what  seemed  the  slash  of  a 
cutlass  ;  the  cicatrix  remaining  of  an  an- 
gry red  color,  amid  the  florid  hue  of  the 
countenance. 

The  expression  of  these  benign  features 
did  not  disgrace  their  symmetry.  It  was 
a  cross  between  a  scowl  and  a  sneer;  the 
eyes  and  brow  performed  the  former,  the 
mouth  assuming  the  latter  function. 

Blushing  with  shame,  and  trembling 
with  emotion,  Maria  led  me  towards  him; 
and  in  accents  I  can  never  forget,  told  how 
I  had  rescued  her  in  the  passage  of  the 
Crocodile  River.  The  wretch  scowled  more 
darkly  than  before,  as  he  listened,  and 
when  she  ended,  he  muttered  something 
between  his  bloated  lips  that  sounded  mar- 
vellously like  "Picarol" 

"  Your  godfather  scarcely  seems  so  grate- 
ful as  one  might  expect,  Senoni,"  said  I. 

"  Muerte  de  Dios!  "  he  burst  out;  "  I  am 
her  husband." 

Whether  it  was  the  simple  fact  so  palpa- 
bly brought  forward,  the  manner  of  its  an- 
nouncement, or  the  terrible  curse  that  in- 
voluntarily fell  from  my  lips,  I  know  not, 
but  Donna  Maria  fell  down  in  a  swoon. 


Fainting  among  foreigners,  I  have  often 
found,  is  regarded  as  next  door  to  actually 
dying;  and  so  it  was  here.  A  scene  of  ter- 
ror and  dismay  burst  forth  that  soon  con- 
verted the  festivity  into  an  uproar  of  wild 
confusion.  Every  one  screamed  for  aid, 
and  dashed  water  in  his  neighbor's  face. 
The  few  who  retained  any  presence  of  mind, 
filled  out  large  bumpers  of  wine,  and  drank 
them  off.  Meanwhile  Donna  Maria  was 
sufficiently  recovered  to  be  conducted  into 
the  house,  whither  she  was  followed  by  her 
*'mai'ido,"  Don  Lopez,  whose  last  look  as 
he  passed  me  was  one  of  insulting  de- 
fiance. 

The  cause  of  order  having  triumphed, as 
the  newspapers  say,  I  was  led  to  one  side 
by  Don  Estaban,  who  in  a  few  words  told 
me  that  Don  Lopez  was  a  special  envoy 
from  the  Court  of  Madrid,  come  out  to  ar- 
range some  disputed  question  of  a  debt  be- 
tween the  two  countries;  that  he  was  a 
Grandee  d'Espana,  a  Golden  Fleece,  and  I 
don't  know  what  besides;  his  title  of  Don- 
na Maria's  husband  being  more  than  enough 
to  swallow  every  other  consideration  with 
me.  The  ceremony  had  been  performed 
that  very  morning.  It  was  the  wedding 
breakfast  I  had  thrown  into  such  confusion 
and  dismay. 

Don  Estaban,  in  his  triumphal  narrative 
of  his  daughter's  great  elevation  in  rank — 
of  the  proud  place  she  w^ould  occupy  in  the 
proud  court  of  the  Escurial — her  wealth, 
her  splendor,  and  her  dignity,  could  not 
repress  the  fatherly  sorrow  he  felt  at  such 
a  disproportioned  union;  nor  could  he  say 
anything  of  his  son-in-law  but  what  con- 
cerned his  immense  fortune.  "Had  it 
been  you,  Senor  Conde,"  cried  he,  throw- 
ing himself  into  my  arms — "you,  young, 
handsome,  and  well-born  as  you  are,  I  had 
been  happy." 

"Is  it  too  late,  Don  Estaban?"  said  I, 
passionately.  "I  have  wealth  that  does 
not  yield  to  Don  Lopez;  and  Maria  is  not 
— at  least,  she  was  not — indifferent  regard- 
ing me." 

"  Oh,  it  is  too  late,  far  too  late!"  cried 
the  father,  wringing  his  hands. 

"  Let  me  speak  with  Maria  herself.  Let 
me  also  speak  with  this  Don  Lopez.  I 
may  be  able  to  make  him  undei'stand  rea- 
son, however  dull  his  comprehension." 

"This  cannot  be,  Senor  Caballero,"  said 
another  voice.  It  was  Fra  Miguel,  who, 
having  heard  all  that  passed,  now  joined 
the  colloquy.  . "  Nothing  short  of  a  dispen- 
sation from  the  Holy  See  could  annul  the 
marriage,  and  Don  Lopez  is  not  likely  to 
ask  for  one." 

''  I  will  not  suffer  it,"  cried  I,  in  desper- 
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ation.     "  I   "would   niLlur   curry   lier  iiway 
l)y  force  tlian  ])ermit  such  a  desecration." 

*'  Ilush,  for  the  love  of  the  Virgin, 
Sonor,"  cried  Don  Estaban.  "  Don  Loi)oz 
is  captain  of  tlie  Alguazils  of  the  Guard, 
and  a  Grand  Inquisitor." 

''What  signifies  tliat  in  Mexico?"  said 
I,  boldly. 

"More  tlian  you  tliinkfor,  Senor,"  wliis- 
])cred  Fra  Miguel.  "  We  have  not  ceased 
to  be  good  Catholics,  although  we  are  no 
longer  sul)jects  of  old  Spain."  There  was 
an  air  of  cool  menace  in  the  way  these 
words  were  spoken  that  made  mo  feel  very 
ill  at  ease.  I  soon  rallied,  however,  and, 
drawing  the  Friar  to  one  side,  said,  '*  How 
many  crowns  will  buy  a  candelabrum 
worthy  of  your  chapel?  " 

lie  looked  at  me  fixedly  for  a  few  sec- 
onds, and  his  shrewd  features  assumed  a 
character  of  almost  comic  cunning.  "Tiie 
Virgin  de  los  Dolores  is  too  simple  for  such 
luxuries,  Seuor  Conde,"  said  he,  with  a  sly 
drollery, 

"  Would  she  not  condescend  to  wear  a 
few  gems  in  her  petticoat?"  asked  I,  with 
the  easy  assurance  of  one  not  to  be  balked. 

"She  has  no  pleasure  in  such  vanities," 
said  the  Fra,  with  an  hypocritical  casting 
down  oE  his  eyes. 

"  Would  she  not  accept  of  an  embroi- 
dered handkerchief,"  said  I,  "to  dry  her 
tears?  I  have  known  one  of  this  ])attern 
to  possess  the  most  extraordinary  powers 
of  consolation;"  and  as  I  spoke  I  drew 
forth  a  bank-note  of  some  amount,  and 
gently  drew  it  across  his  knuckles, 

A  slight  tremor  shook  his  frame,  and  a 
short  convulsive  motion  was  perceptible  in 
the  hand  I  had  "galvanized;"  but  in  an 
instant,  with  his  habitual  calm  smile  and 
mellow  voice,  he  said,  ''Your  piety  Avill 
bring  a  blessing  upon  you,  Senor,  but  our 
poor  shrine  is  unused  to  such  princely  do- 
nations." 

"  Confound  the  old  hypocrite,"  muttered 
I  to  myself;  "what  is  he  at?" — "Fra 
Miguel,"  said  I,  assuming  the  business-like 
manner  of  a  man  who  could  not  afford  to 
lose  time;  "  the  Virgin  may  lie,  and  doubt- 
less is,  all  that  you  say  of  her;  but  there 
must  needs  be  many  excellent  and  devout 
men  here,  yourself  doubtless  amongst  the 
number,  Avho  see  numberless  objects  of 
charity,  for  whom  their  hearts  bleed  in 
vain.  Take  this,  and  remember  that  he 
who  gave  it,  only  asks  as  a  return  your 
prayers  and  good  wishes." 

The  Friar  deposited  the  present  in  some 
inscrutable  fold  of  his  loose  garment,  and 
then  drawing  himself  ])roudlv  up,  said, 
"AVell  now,  what  is  it?" 


"Am  I  too  late?"  asked  I,  with  the 
same  purpose-like  tone. 

'*  Of  course  you  are;  the  ceremony  \& 
finished;  the  contracts  are  signed  and  wit- 
nessed. In  an  hour  they  will  be  away  on 
their  road  to  the  Ilavannah," 

'*You  have  no  consolation  to  offer  me, 
— no  hope? " 

*'' Xone  of  an  earthly  character,"  said 
he,  Avith  a  half-closed  eye. 

'^  Confound  your  hypocrisy  I  "  cried  I,  in 
a  rage. 

"  Don't  be  profane,"  said  he,  calmly. 
''What  I  have  said  is  true.  Heaven  will 
some  day  take  Don  Lopez;  he  is  too  good 
for  this  wicked  world,  and  then,  who 
knows  what  may  happen!" 

This  was  but  sorry  comfort,  waiting 
for  the  bride  to  become  a  widow;  but  alas, 
I  had  no  better!  besides,  it  had  cost  me  a 
heavy  sum  to  obtain,  and  accordingly  I 
prized  it  the  more  highly. 

If  my  anxieties  were  acute,  apparently 
Don  Lopez's  mind  was  not  in  a  state  of 
pei'fect  serenity.  lie  stormed  and  raved  at 
everybody  and  everything.  He  saw,  or 
what  was  pretty  much  the  same  thing,  he 
fancied  he  saw,  a  plot  in  the  whole  busi- 
ness; and  swore  he  would  bring  the  ven- 
geance of  the  Holy  Office  upon  everybody 
concerned  in  it.  In  this  blessed  frame  of 
mind  the  departure  of  the  newly-wedded 
jiair  took  ])lace  in  spite  of  all  my  entreaties. 
Don  Lo^iez  drove  away  with  his  young 
bride, — the  last  I  beheld  of  her  was  a  white 
hand  Avaving  a  handkerchief  from  thcAvin- 
dow  of  the  carriage.  I  looked,  and — she 
was  gone! 

If  some  were  kind-hearted  enough  to 
pity  me,  the  large  majority  of  the  company 
felt  very  differently,  and  bore  anythingbut 
friendly  feelings  to  one  who  had  marred  the 
festivities,  and  cut  shoi't — Heaven  could 
only  tell  by  what  number  of  days — the 
eating,  dancing,  singing,  and  merriment. 

The  old  ladies  were  i)eculiarly  severe  in 
their  comments,  averring  that  no  well-bred 
man  Avould  have  thought  of  interfering 
with  a  marriage.  It  was  quite  time  enough 
to  talk  of  his  passion  when  the  others  were 
six  or  eight  months  married  I 

Of  tiie  younger  ladies,  a  few  condoled 
with  me,  jiraised  my  heroism  and  my  con- 
stancy, and  threw  out  sly  hints  that  when 
I  tried  my  luck  next,  fortune  might  pos- 
sibly be  more  generous  to  me.  Don  Esta- 
ban himself  appeared  to  sympathize  sin- 
cerely with  my  sorrow,  and  evinced  the 
warmest  sense  of  gratitude  for  the  past. 
Even  the  Fra  tried  a  little  good  nature,  but 
it  sat  ill  upon  him,  and  it  was  easy  to  see 
that  he  entertained  a  great  mistrust  of  me. 
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From  the  brief  experience  of  what  I  suf- 
fered in  these  few  days,  I  am  decidedly  of 
opinion  that  rich  men  are  far  more  impa- 
tient under  reverses  and  disappointments 
than  poor  ones!  It  was  a  marvelous 
change  for  one  like  me,  whose  earlier  years, 
it  is  unnecessary  to  remind  the  reader,  were 
not  passed  in  the  lap  of  that  comfortable 
wet  nurse  called  ''affluence,"  and  yet  Avith 
all  this  brilliant  present  and  still  more 
fascinating  future,  at  the  very  first  instance 
of  an  opposition  to  my  will,  I  grew  sad, 
dispirited,  and  morose.  I  should  have  been 
very  angry  with  myself  for  my  ingratitude, 
but  that  I  set  it  all  down  to  the  score  of 
love;  and  so  I  went  about  the  lionse,  visit- 
ing each  room  where  Donna  Maria  used  to 
sit,  reading  her  books,  gazing  at  her  pic- 
ture, and  feeding  my  mind  with  a  hundred 
fancies,  which  the  next  moment  of  thought 
told  me  w^cre  now  impossible. 

Don  Estaban,  whose  grief  for  tlie  loss  of 
his  daughter  was  in  a  manner  divided  with 
mine,  would  not  suffer  me  to  leave  him, 
and  although  the  place  itself  served  to  keep 
open  the  wound  of  my  regret,  and  theFra's 
presence  was  anything  but  conciliatory,  I 
passed  several  days  at  the  villa. 

It  would  have  been  the  greatest  relief  to 
me  could  I  have  persuaded  myself  to  be 
candid  with  Don  Estaban,  and  told  him 
frankly  the  true  story  of  my  life.  I  felt 
that  all  the  consolations  which  he  offered 
me  were  of  no  avail,  simply  because  I  had 
misled  him!  Ttie  ingenious  tissue  of  fiction 
in  which  I  enveloped  myself  was  a  web  so 
thin,  that  it  tore  whenever  I  stirred,  and 
my  whole  time  was  spent,  as  it  were,  in 
darning,  patching  and  piecing  the  frail 
garment  with  which  I  covered  my  naked- 
ness. 

A  dozen  times  every  day  I  jumped  up, 
determined  to  reveal  my  humble  history; 
but  as  regularly  did  a  sentiment  of  false 
shame  hold  me  back,  and  a  dread  of  old 
Fra  Miguel's  malicious  leer,  should  he  hear 
the  story.  Another — and  a  strange  feel- 
ing, too, — influenced  me.  My  imaginary 
rank,  birth,  and  station,  had,  from  the 
mere  force  of  repetition,  grown  to  boa  por- 
tion of  myself.  I  had  played  the  pai'tAvith 
such  applause  before  the  world,  that  I  could 
not  find  it  in  my  heart  to  retire  behind  the 
scenes,  and  resume  the  humble  dress  of  my 
real  condition. 

By  way  of  distracting  my  gloomy 
thoughts,  I  made  little  excursions  in  the 
surrounding  country,  in  one  of  which  I 
contrived  to  revisit  the  "  placer,"  and  carry 
away  all  the  treasure  which  I  had  left  be- 
hind me.  This  was  much  more  consider- 
able than  I  had  at  first  believed,  the  gems 


being  of  a  size,  and  beauty,  far  beyond  any 
I  had  ever  seen  before;  while  the  gold,  in 
actual  coined  money,  amounted  tc  a  large 
sum. 

Affecting  to  have  changed  my  original 
intention  of  investing  a  great  capital  in  the 
mines  of  Mexico,  and  resolved  instead  to 
return  to  Europe,  I  consulted  Don  Estaban 
as  to  the  safest  hands  in  which  to  deposit 
my  mone}'.  He  named  a  certain  Avealthy 
firm  at  the  Havannah,  and  gave  me  a  letter 
of  introduction  to  them,  requesting  forme 
all  the  attention  in  their  poAver  to  bestoAv; 
and  so  Ave  parted. 

It  Avas  Avith  sincere  sorroAV  I  shook  his 
hand  for  the  last  time  ;  his  cordiality  Avas 
free-hearted  and  affectionate;  and  I  carry 
Avith  me,  to  this  hour,  the  memory  of  his 
wise  counsels  and  honest  precepts,  as  trea- 
sures, not  the  least  costly,  I  brought  away 
Avith  me  from  the  New  World. 

I  arrived  safely  at  the  Havannah,  travel- 
ing in  princely  state,  with  two  carriages 
and  a  great  baggage-wagon,  guarded  by 
four  mounted  "carabinieros,"  who  had 
taken  a  solemn  oath  at  the  shrine  of  a  cer- 
tain Saint  Magalano  to  eat  any  bandits  who 
should  molest  us, — a  feat  of  digestion 
Avhich  I  was  not  sorry  their  devotion  was 
spared. 

The  bankers  to  Avhom  Don  Estaban's 
letters  introduced  me  were  most  profuse 
in  their  offers  of  attention,  and  treated  me 
Avith  all  the  civilities  reserved  for  the  most 
favored  client.  I  only  acce])ted,  hoAvevor, 
one  invitation  to  dinner,  to  meet  the  great 
official  dignitaries  of  the  place,  and  the 
use  of  their  box  each  evening  at  the  opera, 
affecting  to  make  delicacy  of  health  the 
reason  of  not  frequenting  society;  a  pre- 
text I  had  often  remarked  in  use  among 
people  of  Avealth  and  distinction,  among 
Avhose  privileges  there  is  that  of  being  sick 
Avithout  suffering. 

There  Avas  a  French  packet-ship  to  sail 
for  Malaga  in  about  ten  days  alter  my 
arrival,  and,  as  I  knew  that  Don  Lopez 
intended  to  leave  that  port  for  Europe,  I 
quietly  Avaited  in  the  Havanrmh, determined 
to  be  his  fellow-traveler.  In  preparing  for 
this  voyage,  every  thought  of  my  mind  Avas 
occupied,  resolved  to  outdo  the  old  Spaniard 
in  luxury  and  magnificence.  I  ordered  the 
most  costly  clothes,  I  engaged  the  most 
accomplished  sevants,  I  bespoke  everything 
Avhich  could  make  the  tediousness  of  the 
sea  less  irksome,  even  to  the  services  of  a 
distinguished  performer  on  the  guitar,  who 
Avas  about  to  visit  Europe,  and  engaged 
to  begin  his  journey  under  such  distin- 
guished patronage  as  that  of  the  Conde 
de  Cregauo. 
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Wluit  wonderful  specuhitions  did  I  revel 
in  as  I  pictured  to  myself  Don  Lopez's  iu- 
eflfectual  rage  and  iiis  fair  wife's  satisfac- 
tion, when  1  should  first  make  my  appear- 
ance on  deck, — an  appearance  whicli  1  art- 
fully devised  should  not  take  place  until 
we  were  some  days  at  sea  !  What  agonies 
of  jealousy  should  I  not  inflict  upon  the 
old  Castiliun  !  what  delicate  -flatteries 
should  I  not  oiler  up  to  the  Donna  !  I  had 
laid  in  a  store  of  moss-rose  plants,  to  pre- 
sent her  with  a  fresh  bouquet  every  morn- 
ing,— and  then  I  would  serenade  her  each 
night  beneath  the  very  window  of  her 
cabin.  So  perfectly  had  I  arra)iged  all 
these  details  to  my  own  satisfaction,  that 
the  voyage  began  to  appear  a  mere  pleasure- 
excursion,  every  portion  of  whose  enjo}'- 
ment  originated  with  me,  and  all  whose 
blanks  and  disappointments  owed  their 
paternity  to  Don  Lo])ez  ;  so  that,  following 
up  these  self-created  convictions  in  my 
usual  sanguine  manner,  I  firmly  persuaded 
myself  that  the  worthy  husband  would 
either  go  mad,  or  jump  overboard  before 
we  landed  at  Malaga.  Let  not  the  reader 
fall  into  the  error  of  supposing  that  hatred 
to  Don  Lopez  was  up])ermost  in  my 
thoughts.  Far  from  it — I  wished  him  in 
heaven  every  hour  of  the  twenty-four,  and 
would  willingly  have  devoted  one-half  of 
my  fortune  to  make  a  saint  of  him  in  the 
next  w^orld,  rather  than  make  a  martyr  in 
this. 

I  was  walking  one  evening  in  my  banker's 
garden,  chatting  pleasantly  on  indifferent 
topics,  when  on  ascending  a  little  eminence, 
we  came  in  view  of  the  sea.  It  was  a  calm 
and  lovely  evening,  a  very  light  land-breeze 
was  just  rippling  the  waters  of  the  bay — 
fringing  the  blue  with  white,  when  we  saw 
the  graceful.  si)ars  of  a  small  sloop  of  war 
emerge  from  beneath  the  shadows  of  the 
tall  cliffs,  and  stand  out  to  sea. 

"The  jl/oschel /a,''  said  he,  "has  got  a 
fair  wind,  and  will  be  out  of  sight  of  land 
by  daybreak." 

"  Whither  is  she  bound  ?  "  asked  I,  care- 
lessly. 

*'  For  Cadiz,"  said  he  ;  "  she  came  into 
port  only  this  morning,  and  is  already  off 
again." 

"  With  despatches  perhaps  ? "  I  re- 
marked, with  the  same  tone  of  indifference, 

**No,  senor;  she  came  to  convey  Don 
Lopez  y  Geloso,  the  Spanish  ambassador, 
back  to  Madrid.'' 

"  And  is  he  on  board  of  her  now  ? " 
screamed  I,  in  a  perfect  paroxysm  of  terror. 
"  Is  she,  too  ?  " 

"He  embarked  about  an  hour  ago,  with 
his   bride   and   suite,"  said  the  astonished 


banker,  who  evidently  was  not  quite  sure 
of  his  guest's  sanity.    • 

Overwhelmed  by  these  tidings,  which 
gave  at  once  the  death-blow  to  all  my 
plans,  I  could  not  speak,  but  sat  down 
upon  a  seat,  my  gaze  fixed  ujjon  the  vessel 
which  carried  all  my  dearest  hopes. 

''You  probably  desired  to  see  his  Excel- 
lency before  he  sailed  ?  "  said  the  banker. 
timidly,  after  waiting  a  long  time  in  the 
expectation  that  I  would  speak. 

"Most  anxiously  did  I  desire  it,"  said  I, 
shrouding  my  sorrow  under  an  affectation 
of  important  state  solicitude. 

'•  What  a  misfortune,"  exclaimed  he, 
"  that  you  should  have  missed  him  I  in  all 
likelihood,  had  you  seen  him,  he  would 
have  agreed  to  our  terms." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  I,  shaking  my 
head  sententiously,  and  neither  guessing 
nor  caring  Avhat  he  alluded  to. 

"  So  that  he  would  have  accepted  the 
guarantee,"  exclaimed  the  banker,  with 
increased  excitement. 

"  He  would  have  accepted  the  guaran- 
tee," echoed  I,  without  the  remotest  idea 
of  what  the  words  could  mean. 

"  Oh,  Madre  de  Dios!  what  an  unhappy 
mischance  is  this!  Is  it  yet  too  late?  Alas, 
the  breeze  is  freshening, — the  sloop  is  al- 
ready sinking  beyond  the  horizon;  to  over- 
take her  would  be  impossible;  and  you  say 
that  the  guarantee  would  have  been  ac- 
cepted?" 

"You  may  rely  upon  it,"  said  I,  the 
more  confidently,  as  I  saw  that  the  ship 
Avas  far  beyond  the  chance  of  pursuit. 

"What  a  benefactor  to  this  country  you 
might  have  been,  Seiior,  had  you  done  us 
this  servicel  "  cried  the  banker  with  enthu- 
siasm. 

"  Well,  it  is  too  late  to  think  of  it  now," 
said  I,  rather  captiously;  for  I  began  to  be 
worried  with  the  mystification. 

"  Of  course,  for  the  present  it  is  too 
late;  but  when  you  arrive  in  Europe, 
Senor  Cond^, — when  you  are  once  more  in 
the  land  where  your  natural  infiumce  holds 
sway,  may  we  entertain  the  hope  that  you 
will  regard  our  case  with  the  same  favora- 
ble eyes?" 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  I,  with  impatience,  "  if 
I  see  no  reason  to  change  my  opinions." 

"  Ul)on  the  subject  of  the  original  loan 
there  can  be  no  doubt,  Senor  Conde." 

"Perhaps  not,"  said  I;  "but  these  are 
questions  I  must  decline  entering  upon. 
You  will,  yourself,  })erceive  that  any  dis- 
cussion of  them  would  be  inconvenient 
and  indiscreet." 

The  diplomatic  reserve  of  this  answer 
checked   the  warmth  of  his  importunity, 
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and  he  bashfully  witlidrew,  leaving  me  to 
the  undisturbecl  consideration  of  my  own 
thoughts. 

I  sat  till  it  was  ulreaily  near  midnight, 
o-azi ng  on  the  sea,  my  eyes  still  turned  to 
the  track  by  which  the  vessel  had  disap-j 
pearcd,  and  at  last  rose  to  retire,  when,  to 
mv  amazement,  I  perceived  my  friend,  the 
banker,  accompanied  by  another  person,  : 
api)roaching  towards  me. 

"  Senor  Conde,"  said  he.  in  a  mysterious 
whisper;  "this  is  his  Excellency  the  Gov- i 
ernor;"  and  with  these  words,  uttered  in 
all  the  reverence  of  awe,  he  retired,  leaving 
me  face  to  face  with  a  tall  dignified-look- 
ing personage,  whose  figure  was  concealed 
in  the  folds  of  a  great  cloak. 

In  all  the  formal  politeness  of  his  rank 
and  country,  the  Governor  begged  I  Avould 
be  seated,  and  took  his  place  beside  me. 
He  explained  how  the  banker,  one  of  the 
richest  and  most  respected  men. in  the 
Havannah,  had  informed  him  of  my  gra- 
cious intentions  respecting  them,  and  the 
sad  mishap  by  which  my  mediation  was 
foiled.  He  entered  at  length  into  the^ 
question  of  the  debt,  and  all  its  financiar 
difficulties;  which,  even  had  they  been  far 
less  intricate  and  complicated,  would  have 
puzzled  a  head  which  never  had  the  bump 
aritiunetical.  How  he  himself  saw  his 
way  through  the  labyrinth  I  know  not,  but 
had  the  sum  been  a  moderate  one,  I  vow  I 
would  rather  have  paid  it  myself  than  in- 
vestigate it  any  farther;  such  an  inextri- 
cable mass  of  complications,  doubles,  and 
difficulties,  did  it  involve. 

''Thus,  you  perceive,"  said  he,  at  the 
close  of  a  formidable  sum  of  figures,  "  that 
these  eighteen  millions  made  no  part  of 
the  old  loan,  but  vv^ere,  in  fact,  the  first  de- 
posit of  what  is  called  the  'Cuba  debt;' 
not  that  it  ever  should  have  had  that  name, 
which  more  properly  belonged  to  the  orig- 
inal Poyais  three-and-a-half — you  under- 
stand me?" 

"  Perfectly — proceed." 

"That  being  the  case,  our  liaoility  is  re- 
duced to  the  sum  of  twenty-seven  millions 
on  the  old  four-and-a-cpiarters." 

"Clearly  so." 

"Xow  we  approach  the  difficult  part  of 
the  matter,"  said  he,  "  and  I  must  entreat 
your  most  marked  attention;  for  here  lies 
the  point  which  has  hitherto  proved  the 
stumbling-block  in  the  way  of  every  nego- 
tiation." 

I  promised  the  strictest  attention,  and 
kept  my  word  till  I  found  myself  in  a  maze 
of  figures,  where  compound  interest  and 
decimal  fractions  danced  a  reel  together, 
whose  evolutions  would  have  driven  Mr. 


Babbage  distracted;  while  the  Governor.^ 
now  grown  "  warm  in  the  harness,"  kept 
exclaiming  at  every  instant,  '•  Do  you  see 
how  the  '  Ladrones'  want  to  cheat  us  here!'' 
Do  you  perceive  what  the  Picaros  intend 
by  that?" 

If  I  could  not  follow  his  arithmetic,  I 
could  at  least  sympathize  in  his  enthusi- 
asm; and  I  praised  the  honor  of  the  Mexi- 
cans, while  I  denounced  "  the  cause  of 
roguery"  over  the  face  of  the  globe,  to  his 
heart's  content. 

'•  You  are  satisfied  about  the  original 
debt,  Senor  Conde?  " — at  last,  said  he,  af- 
ter a  "  four-mile  heat"  of  explanation. 

'•  Most  thoroughly,"  said  I,  bowing. 

"  You'd  not  wish  for  anything  farther 
on  that  head?" 

"  Not  a  syllable." 

"  And  as  to  the  Cuba  instalment — you 
see  the  way  in  which  the  first  scrip  became 
entangled  in  the  Chihuahua  '  fives,'  don't 
you  ?  " 

"  Plain  as  my  hand  before  me." 

"  Then,  of  course,  you  acknowledge  our 
right  to  the  reserve  fund?" 

"I  don't  see  how  it  can  be  disputed," 
said  I. 

"  And  yet  that  is  precisely  what  the 
Madrid  Government  contest." 

"  What  injustice!"  exclaimed  I. 

"Evident  as  it  is  to  your  enlightened 
understanding,  Senor  Conde,  you  are, 
nevertheless,  the  first  man  I  have  ever 
found  to  take  the  right  view  of  this  trans- 
action. It  is  a  real  pleasure  to  discuss  a 
state-question  with  a  great  man." 

Hereupon  we  both  burst  into  an  animated 
duet  of  compliments,  in  which,  lam  bound 
to  confess,  the  Governor  was  the  victor. 

"And  now,  Senor  Conde,"  said  he,  after 
a  long  volley  of  panegyric,  "  may  we  reck- 
on upon  your  support  in  this  affair?" 

"  You  must  understand,  first  of  all,  Ex- 
cellenza,"  replied  I,  "  that  I  am  not  in  any 
way  an  official  personage.  I  am," — here 
I  smiled  with  a  most  fascinating  air  of 
mock  humility, — "I  am,  so  to  speak,  a 
humble — a  very  humble  individual  of  un- 
pri'tending  r;ink  and  small  fortune." 

"Ah!  Senor  Conde,"  sighed  the  Govern- 
or, for  he  had  heard  of  my  ingots  from  the 
banker. 

''  Being  as  I  say,''  resumed  I,  "my  in- 
fluence is  naturally  small.  If  I  am  listened 
to  in  a  matter  of  political  importance,  I 
owe  the  courtesy,  rather  to  the  memory  of 
my  family's  services,  than  to  any  insignifi- 
cant merits  I  may  possess.  The  cause  of 
justice  is,  however,  never  weak — no  matter 
how  humble  the  means  of  him  who  asserts 
it.     Such  as  I  am,  rely  upon  me." 
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We  embraced  licre,  tlie  Governor  shed  ii 
few  official  tears  at  the  thought  of  so  soon 
separating  from  one  he  regarded  as  more 
than  hiri  bi'othcr. 

''  We  feel,  Senor  Conde,"  said  he,  "  how- 
inadequate  any  recognition  of  ours  must 
be  for  services  such  as  yours.  We  are  a 
young  country  and  a  Kei)ublic;  honors  we 
have  none  to  bestow — wealth  is  already 
your  own — we  have  nothing  to  offer,  there- 
fore, but  our  gratitude.'*' 

*'Bc  it  so!"  thought  T,  "the  burthen 
will  not  increase  my  luggage." 

"This  box  will  remind  you,  however,  of 
an  interview,  and  recall  one  who  deems 
this  the  liappiest,  as  it  is  tlie  proudest  hour 
of  his  life;"  here  he  ])resented  me  with  a 
splendid  gold  snufiF-box,  containing  a  min- 
iature of  the  President  surrounded  by 
enormous  diamonds. 

Resolving  not  to  be  outdone  in  generosi- 
ty, and,  at  least,  not  to  be  guilty  of  dis- 
honesty before  my  own  conscience,  I  in- 
sisted upon  the  Governor's  acceptance  of 
my  watch — a  very  costly  repeater  studded 
■with  precious  stones. 

'' The  arms  of  my  famil}— the  Cregans- 
are  Irish  — will  bring  me  to  your  recollec- 
tion," said  I,  pointing  to  a  very  magnifi- 
cent heraldic  display  on  the  time})iece, 
wherein  figured  the  ancient  crown  of  Ire- 
hind,  over  a  shield,  in  one  compartment  of 
which  was  an  "eye  winking,"  the  motto 
being  the  Gaelic  word,  "  Nabocklish,"  sig- 
nifying "Maybe  not,"  ironically. 

I  will  not  dwell  upon  the  other  particu- 
lars of  an  interview  which  lasted  till  nigh 
morning.  It  will  be  sufficient  to  mention 
that  I  was  presented  with  lettei's  of  intro- 
duction and  recommendation,  to  the  Mexi- 
can Ministers  at  Paris  and  Madrid,  in- 
structing them  to  show  me  every  attention, 
and  desiring  them  to  extend  to  me  their 
entire  confidence,  particularly  to  furnish 
me  with  introductions  to  any  official  per- 
sonages with  whom  I  desired  to  be  ac- 
quainted. This  was  all  that  I  wanted — for 
I  was  immensely  rich,  and  only  needed 
permission  to  pass  the  door  of  the  "  great 
world,"  to  mingle  in  that  society  for  whicii 
my  heart  yearned  and  longed  unceasingly- 
Some  of  my  readers  will  smile  at  the 
simplicity  wliich  believed  these  passports 
necessary,  and  was  ignorant  that  wealth 
alone  is  wanting  to  attain  any  position,  to 
frequent  any  society,  to  be  the  intimate  of 
any  set  in  Europe,  and  that  the  rich  man 
is  other  than  he  was  in  classic  days, — 
*•  Ilonoratus,  pulcher,  rex  deniqucregum." 

I  have  lived  to  be  wiser,  and  to  see  vulgari- 
ty, coarseness,  meanness,  knavery,  nay.  even 
convicted  guilt,  the  favored  guests  of  royal 


j  saloons.  The  moral  indictments  against 
I  crime  have  to  the  full  as  many  flaws  as  the 
legal  ones;  and  we  see  in  every  society, 
men,  and  women  too,  as  notoriously  crimi- 
nal as  though  they  wore  the  red-and-yel- 
low  livery  of  the  galleys.  Physicians  tell 
us  that  every  drug  whose  sanitai-y  {irojier- 
ties  is  acknowledged  in  medicine,  contains 
some  ingredients  of  a  noxious  or  poisonous 
nature.  ]\Iay  not  something  similar  exist 
in  the  moral  world?  and  even  in  the  very 
healthiest  mixture,  may  not  some  "  bitter 
principle"  be  found  to  lurk? 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

"THE  VOYAGE   OF  TUE   'ACADIE.'" 

I  WAS  not  sorry  to  leave  the  Havannah 
on  the  following  day.  I  did  not  desire  an- 
other interview  with  my  "  friend "  the 
Governor,  but  rather  felt  impatient  to  es- 
cape a  repetition  of  his  arithmetic,  and  the 
story  of  the  "original  deljt." 

Desirous  of  supporting  my  character  as 
a  great  personage,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
to  secure  for  myself  the  pleasure  of  being 
unmolested  during  the  voyage,  I  obtained 
the  sole  right  to  the  entire  cabin  accommo- 
dation of  the  Acadie  for  myself  and  suite, 
my  equipages,  baggage,  and  some  eight  or 
ten  IMexican  horses  occupying  the  deck. 

A  salute  of  honor  was  tired  as  I  ascended 
the  ladder,  and  rej>Iied  to  by  the  forts — a 
recognition  of  my  dignity  at  which  I  look 
occasion  to  seem  offended,  assuring  the  caj> 
tain  that  I  was  traveling  in  the  strictest  in- 
cognito; leavitig  it  to  his  powers  of  calcu- 
lation to  compute  what  amount  of  retinue 
and  followers  I  should  have  when  journey- 
ing in  the  full  blaze  of  acknowledged  iden- 
tity. 

I  sat  upon  the  poop-deck  as  they  weighed 
the  anchor,  contrasting  in  my  mind  my 
present  condition  with  that  of  my  first 
marine  experiences  on  board  the  Firefly. 
I  am  richer,  thought  I.  Am  I  better? 
Have  I  become  more  generous,  more  truth- 
ful, more  considerate,  more  foigiving? 

Has  my  knowledge  of  the  world  devel- 
o])od  more  of  good  in  me,  or  of  evil?  Have 
my  own  successes  ministered  rather  to  my 
self-esteem  than  to  my  gratefulness;  and 
have  I  1  arned  to  think  meanly  of  all  who 
have  been  beaten  in  the  race  of  fortune? 
Alas!  there  was  not  a  count  of  this  indict- 
ment to  which  I  dared  plead  "Not guilty." 
I  had  seen  knavery  thrive  too  often,  not  to 
feel  a  kind  of  respect  for  its  ability;  I  saw 
honesty  too  often  worsted,  not  to  feel  some- 
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thing  like  coiitem})t  for  ils  meekness.  It 
"NViis  ditiicult  to  feel  a  reverence  for  poverty, 
Avhose  traits  were  frequently  ridiculous; 
and  it  was  hard  to  censure  wealth,  which 
dispensed  its  abundance  in  splendid  hos- 
pitalities. Oh,  the  cunning  sophistries  by 
Avhich  we  cover  up  our  real  feelings  in  this 
life,  smothering  every  healthy  impulse  and 
every  generous  asj)iration  under  the  guise 
of  some  "conventionality." 

]My  conscience  was  less  lenient  than  I  ex- 
pected, lent  but  a  sorry  figure  "in  the 
dock,"  and  Avas  obliged  to  throw  myself 
npon  the  mercy  of  the  court.  I  will  be 
more  considerate  in  future,  said  I  to  my- 
self; I  will  be  less  exacting  with  my  ser- 
vants, and  more  forgiving  to  their  delin- 
quencies; 1  will  try  and  remember  that 
there  is  an  acid  property  in  poverty  that 
sours  even  the  sweetest  "milk  of  human 
kindness!"  I  will  be  trustful,  too — a 
*' gentleman '*' ought  not  to  be  suspicious; 
it  is  eminently  becoming  a  Bow  Street 
officer,  but  suits  not  the  atmosphere  of 
good  society.  These  excellent  resolutions 
were,  to  a  certain  extent,  apropos;  for 
just  as  "the  foresail  began  to  draAv,"  a 
boat  came  alongside  and  hailed  the  slnp. 
I  did  not  deign  any  attention  to  a  circum- 
stance so  trivial  to  "  one  of  my  condition," 
and  never  noticed  the  conversation  which 
in  very  animated  tones  was  kept  up  between 
the  captain  and  tlie  stranger,  until  the  for- 
mer, approaching  me  with  the  most  pro- 
found humilit}^  and  asking  forgiveness  for 
the  great  liberty  he  was  about  to  take,  ?aid 
that  a  gentleman,  Avhom  urgent  business 
recalled  to  Europe,  humbly  entreated  per- 
mission to  take  his  passage  on  board  the 
Acadie. 

"Are  you  not  aware  it  is  impossible, 
my  good  friend  ?"  said  I,  listlessly;  "the 
accommodation  is  lamentably  restricted  as 
it  is;  my  secretary's  cabin  is  like  a  dog- 
kennel,  and  my  second  cook  has  actually  to 
lie  round  a  corner,  like  a  snake." 

The  captain  reddened,  and  bit  his  lip  in 
silence. 

'•'  As  for  myself,"  said  I,  heroically,  *'  I 
never  complain.  Let  me  have  any  little 
cabin  for  my  bed,  a  small  bath-tub,  a  place 
to  lounge  in  during  the  day,  with  a  few 
easy  sofas,  and  a  snug  crib  for  a  dinner- 
room,  and  I  can  always  rough  it.  It  was 
part  of  my  father's  system  never  to  make 
Sybarites  of  his  boys."  This  I  asserted 
with  all  the  sturdy  vehemence  of  truth. 

"  We  will  do  everything  to  make  your 
Excellency  comfortable,"  said  the  captain, 
who  clearly  could  not  see  the  reasons  for 
my  self-praise;  "and  as  to  the  Consul — 
what  shall  we  say  to  him?" 


"Consul,  did  you  say?"  said  I. 

"  Yes,  Scnor  Conde,  he  is  the  French 
Consul  for  the  Republic  of 'Campecho.' " 
That  this  was  a  state  I  had  never  heai-d  of 
before  was  quite  true;  yet  it  was  cleai'ly  one 
which  the  French  Government  were  better 
inform(nl  npon,  and  deigned  to  recognize 
by  an  official  agent. 

*'  Hold  on  there  a  bit  !  "  shouted  out  the 
captain  to  the  boat's  crew.  "  What  shall 
I  say,  Senor  Conde  ?  The  Chevalier  de  la 
Boutonerie  is  veiy  anxious  on  the  subject." 

"  Let  this  man  have  his  passage,"  said 
I,  indolently,  and  lighted  a  cigar,  as  if  to 
turn  my  thoughts  in  another  direction, 
not  even  noticing  the  new  arrival,  who 
was  hoisted  up  the  side  with  his  portman- 
teau in  a  very  undignified  fashion  for  an 
official  character.  He,  soon  hovvever, 
baffled  this  indifference  on  my  part,  by 
advancing  towards  me,  and  in  a  manner 
where  considerable  ease  and  tact  were 
evident  thanked  me  for  my  polite  con- 
sideration regarding  him,  and  expressed  a 
hope  that  he  might  not  in  any  way  incon- 
venience me  during  the  voyage. 

Now,  the  Chevalier  was  not  in  himself  a 
very  prepossessing  personage,  while  his 
dress  was  of  the  very  shabbiest,  being  a 
worn-out  suit  of  black,  covered  by  a  coarse 
brown  Mexican  mantle;  and  yet  hisfluency, 
his  quiet  assurance,  his  seeming  self-satis- 
faction, gained  an  ascendancy  over  me  at 
once.  I  saw  that  he  was  a  master  in  a 
walk  in  which  I  myself  had  so  long  been  a 
student,  and  that  he  was  a  consummate 
adept  in  the  "art  of  impudence." 

And  how  mistaken  is  the  world  at  large 
in  the  meaning  of  that  art  !  How  prone 
to  call  the  unblushing  effrontery  of  every 
under-bred  man,  impudence  ! — the  rude- 
ness that  dares  any  speech,  or  adventures 
upon  any  familiarity — the  soulless,  heart- 
less, selfish  intrusiveness  that  scruples  not 
to  invade  any  society.  These  are  not  im- 
pudence, or  they  are  such  specimens  of  the 
quality  as  men  only  possess  in  common 
with  inferior  animals.  I  speak  of  that 
educated,  cultivated  "impudence,"  which 
never  abashed  by  an  inferiority — felt  acute- 
ly— is  resolved  to  overbear  worldly  preju- 
dices by  the  exercise  of  gifts  that  assert  a 
mastery  over  otliers  ; — a  power  of  rising, 
by  the  ex})ansive  force  of  self-esteem,  into 
something  almost  estimable — ordinary  mor- 
tals tell  lies  at  intervals  2^^^'  ^oXtum,  as  the 
doctors  say  ;  but  these  people's  whole  life 
is  a  lie.  The  Chevalier  was  a  fine  specimen 
of  the  class,  and  seemed  as  indifferent  to  a 
hundred  little  adverse  circumstances  as 
though  everything  around  him  went  well 
and  pleasantly. 
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Tliere  was  asiuive  dignity  in  tlie  way  lie 
moved  a  very  dubious  Jiand  over  liis  un- 
sluiven  cliin — in  the  graceful  negligence  lie 
exhibited  when  disposing  the  folds  of  his 
threadljaro  cloak — in  the  jaunty  lightness 
witii  which,  after  salutiiiLS  he  rephiced  his 
miserable  hat  on  the  favoi-ed  side  of  his 
head,  that  conveyed  the  whole  stoi-y  of  the 
man. 

What  a  model  for  my  imitation  had  he 
been,  thought  I,  if  I  had  seen  him  in  the 
outset  of  life  !  what  a  study  he  had  pre- 
sented! and  yet  there  ho  was,  evidently  in 
needy  circumstances,  pressed  on  by  even 
urgent  want,  and  I,  Con  Cregan,  the  out- 
cast— the  poor  friendless  street-ruined — 
had  become  a  '*' millionnaire." 

I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  certainly  I 
felt  marvelously  ill  at  ease  with  my  new 
friend.  A  real  aristocrat,  with  all  the  airs 
of  assumption  and  haughtiness,  would  have 
been  a  blessing  compared  with  the  sub- 
missive softness  of  the  "chevalier." 
Through  all  his  flattery  there  seemed  a  sly 
consciousness  that  his  honeyed  words  were 
a  snare,  and  his  smile  a  delusion  ;  and  I 
could  never  divest  myself  of  the  feeling 
that  he  saw  into  the  very  secret  of  my  heart, 
and  knew  me  thoroughly. 

I  must  become  his  dupe,  thought  I,  or 
it  is  all  over  Avith  me.  The  fellow  will 
detect  me  for  a  "  jiarvenu  "  long  before  we 
reach  Malaga  ! 

No  man,  born  and  bred  to  affluence, 
could  have  acquii'ed  the  keen  insight  into 
life  that  I  possessed.  I  must  mask  tliis 
knowledge,  then,  if  1  would  still  be  thought 
a  "  born  gentleman."  This  was  a  wise  re- 
solve; at  least  its  effects  were  immediately 
such  as  I  hoped  for.  The  Chevalier's 
little  sly  sarcasms,  his  half-insinuated 
"ecpiivofpies,"  were  changed  for  a  tone  of 
wonder  and  admiration  for  all  I  said.  How 
one  so  young  could  have  seen  and  learned  so 
much  ! — what  natural  gifts  I  must  possess! 
— how  remarkably  just  my  views  were  ! — 
how  striking  the  force  of  my  observations! 
— and  all  this,  while  I  was  discoursing  what 
certainly  does  not  usually  pass  for  "con- 
summate wisdom."  I  soon  saw  that  the 
Chevalier  set  me  down  for  afool  :  and  from 
that  moment  we  changed  jilaces — he  became 
the  dupe  versus  me.  To  be  sure,  the  con- 
trivance cost  me  something;  as  we  nsmilly 
spent  the  evenings  at  picquet  or  ecavte, 
and  the  consul  was  the  luckiest  of  men  ; 
to  use  his  own  phrase,  applied  to  one  he 
once  spoke  of — ''savait  corriger  la  for- 
tune." 

Although  he  spoke  freely  of  the  fashion- 
able Avorld  of  Paris  and  London,  with  all 
whose  celebrities  he  affected  a  near  intimacv, 


herarely  touched  upon  his  New  World  expe- 
riences, and  blinked  all  allusion  whatever 
to  the  republic  of  "Campecho. '  His  own 
history  was  comprised  in  the  brief  fact 
that  he  was  the  cadet  of  a  great  family  of 
Provence — All  your  French  i-ogues  l' re- 
mark come  from  the  south  of  France. — 
That  he  had  once  held  a  high  diplomatic 
rank,  from  which,  in  consequence  of  the 
fall  of  a  ministry,  he  was  degraded,  and, 
after  many  vicissitudes  of  fortune,  he  had 
become  Consul-General  at  Campecho. 
'*My  friends,"  continued  he,  "  are  now- 
looking  up  again  in  the  world,  so  that  I 
entertain  hopes  of  something  better  than 
perpetual  banishment." 

Of  J'^nglish  people,  their  habits,  'modes 
of  life,  and  thought,  the  Chevalier  sjioke 
to  me  with  a  freedom  he  never  would  have 
used  if  he  had  not  believed  me  to  be  a 
Spaniard,  and  only  connected  with  Ireland 
through  the  remote  chain  of  ancestry. 
This  deceit  of  mine  Avas  one  he  never  pen- 
etrated, and  I  often  thought  over  the  fact 
with  satisfaction.  Toencourage  his  frank- 
ness on  the  subject  of  my  countiy,  I 
affected  to  know  nothing,  or  next  to  noth- 
ing, of  England;  and  gi-adually  he  grew  to 
be  more  communicative,  and  at  last- spoke 
with  an  iniguarded  freedom  whicii  soon 
opened  to  me  a  clew  of  his  real  history. 

It  was  one  day  as  we  walked  the  deck 
together,  that,  after  discussing  the  tastes 
and  pursuits  of  the  wealthy  F^uglish,  he 
began  to  talk  of  their  passion  for  spoi-t, 
and  especially  horse-racing.  The  charac- 
ter of  this  national  pastime  he  appeared  to 
understand  perfectly,  not  as  a  mere  for- 
eigner who  had  witnessed  a  Derby  or  a 
Doncaster,  but  as  one  conversant  with  the 
traditions  of  the  turf  or  the  ])rivate  life  of 
the  jockey  and  the  trainer. 

I  saw  that  he  colored  all  his  descriptions 
with  a  tint  meant  to  excite  an  interest 
within  me  for  these  sports.  He  di'ew  a 
]iicture  of  an  "  Ascot  meeting."'  wherein 
were  assembled  all  the  ingredients  that 
could  excite  the  curiosity  and  gratify  the 
ambition  of  a  wealthy,  high-spirited  youth; 
and  he  dilated  with  entliusiasm  upon  his 
own  first  im]-»ressions  of  these  scenes,  min- 
gled with  half-regrets  of  how  many  of  his 
once  friends  had  quitted  the  "  Turf  "  since 
he  last  saw  it  I 

He  spoke  familiarly  of  those  whose 
names  I  had  often  read  in  newspapers  as 
the  great  leaders  of  the  "  sporting  world," 
and  affected  to  have  known  them  all  on 
terms  of  intimacy  and  friendship.  Even 
had  the  theme  been  less  attractive  to  me.  I 
would  have  encouraged  it  for  other  reasons, 
a  strange  glimmering  suspicion  ever  haunt- 
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ing  my  mind  that  I  had  heard  of  the 
worthy  Chevalier  before,  and  under  anotlier 
title;  and  so  completely  had  this  idea 
gained  possession  of  me,  that  I  could  think 
of  nothing  else. 

At  length,  after  we  had  been  some 
weeks  at  sea,  the  welcome  cry  of  "  Land  " 
was  given  from  the  mast-head;  but  as  the 
weather  was  hazy  and  thick,  we  were  com- 
pelled to  shorten  sail,  and  made  compara- 
tively little  way  through  the  water;  so  that 
at  nightfall  we  saw  that  another  day  must 
elapse  ere  Ave  touched  mother  earth  again. 

Tlie  Chevalier  and  the  Captain  both 
dined  with  me;  the  latter,  however,  soon 
repaired  to  the  deck,  leaving  us  in  tete-a- 
tete.  It  was  in  all  likelihood  the  last  even- 
ing we  should  ever  pass  togethei-,  and  I 
felt  a  most  eager  longing  to  ascertain  the 
truth  of  my  vague  suspicions.  Chance 
gave  me  the  opportunity.  We  had  been 
playing  cards,  and  luck — contrary  to  cus- 
tom, and  in  part  owing  to  my  always  shuf- 
fling the  cards  after  my  adversary — had  de- 
serted liini  and  taken  my  side.  At  first 
this  seemed  to  amuse  him,  and  he  merely 
complimented  me  upon  my  fortune,  and 
smiled  blandly  at  my  success.  After  a 
while,  however,  his  continued  losses  began 
to  irritate  him,  and  I  could  see  that  liis 
habitual  command  of  temper  was  yielding 
to  a  peevish,  captious  spirit  he  had  never 
exhibited  previously. 

*•  Shall  we  double  our  stake?"  said  he, 
after  a  long  run  of  ill-luck. 

"If  you  prefer  it,  of  course,"  said  I. 
And  we  played  on,  but  ever  with  the  same 
result. 

"Come,  cried  he,  at  last,  "111  wager 
fifty  Napoleons  on  this  game."  The  bet 
was  made,  and  he  lost  it!  With  the  like 
fortune  he  played  on  and  on,  till  at  last, 
as  day  was  dawning,  he  had  not  only  lost 
all  that  he  had  won  from  me  during  the 
voyage,  but  a  considerable  sum  besides, 
and  for  which  he  gave  me  his  check  upon 
a  well-known  banker  at  Paris. 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  your  fortune.  Monsieur 
le  Oomte?"  said  he,  in  atone  of  bitterness 
that  almost  startled  me. 

"With  all  n)y  heart,"  said  I,  laughing; 
"are  you  skilful  as  a  necromancer?" 

"  I  can  at  least  decipher  what  the  cards 
indicate,"  said  he.  "There  is  no  great 
skill  ill  reading,  where  the])rint  is  legible." 
With  these  words  he  shuffled  the  cards,  di- 
viding them  into  two  or  three  packets,  the 
first  card  of  each  he  turned  on  the  face. 
*' Let  me  premise,  Count,"  said  he,  "be- 
fore I  begin,  that  you  will  not  take  any- 
thing in  bad  part  which  I  may  reveal  to 
you,  otherwise  I'll  be  silent.     You  are  free 


to  believe,  or  not  to  believe,  what  I  tell 
you, — but  you  cannot  reasonably  be  angi-y 
if  unpleasant  discoveries  await  you." 

"Coon  fearlessly,"  said  I;  "I'll  not 
promise  implicit  faith  in  everything,  but 
I'll  pledge  myself  to  keep  my  temper." 

He  began  at  once,  drawing  forth  every 
third  card  of  each  heap,  and  disposing 
them  in  a  circle,  side  by  side.  When  they 
were  so  arranged,  he  bent  over,  as  if  to 
study  them,  concealing  his  eyes  from  me 
by  his  hand, — but  at  the  same  time,  as  I 
could  perceive,  keenly  watching  my  face 
between  his  fingers.  "  There  is  some 
great  mistake  here,"  said  he  at:  length,  in  a 
voice  of  irritation.  ''  I  have  drawn  the 
cards  wrong,  somehow;  it  must  be  so,  since 
the  interpretation  is  clear  as  print.  What 
an  absurd  blunder,  too!"  and  he. seemed 
as  if  about  to  dash  the  cards  up  in  a  heap, 
from  a  sense  of  angry  disapjiointment. 

"Nay,  nay,"  cried  I,  interposing.  ''Let 
us  hear  what  they  say,  even  though  we 
may  dispute  the  testimony." 

"If  it  were  less  ridiculous  it  might  be 
offensive,"  said  he,  smiling;  "  but  being  as 
it  is,  it  is  really  good  laugliing-matter.'' 

"I  am  quite  impatient, — pray  read  on." 

"  Of  course  it  is  too  absurd  for  anything 
but  ridicule,"  said  he,  smiling,  but,  as  I 
thought,  with  a  most  malicious  expression. 
"You  perceive  here  this  four  of  clubs, 
which,  as  the  first  card  we  turn,  assumes 
to  indicate  your  commencement  in  life. 
Now,  only  fancy.  Monsieur  leComte,  what 
this  most  insolent  little  demon  would  in- 
sinuate. Eeally,  I  cannot  continue.  Well, 
well — be  it  so.  This  caixl  would  say,  that 
you  were  not  only  born  without  rank  or 
title,  but  actually  in  a  condition  of  the 
very  meanest,  and  most  humble  poverty. 
Isn't  that  excellent?"  said  he,  bursting 
out  into  a  fit  ot"  immoderate  laughter,  in 
which  the  spiteful  glance  of  his  keen  eyes 
seemed  to  pierce  through  and  through  me. 

As  for  me,  I  laughed  too;  but  what  a 
laugh  it  was!  Never  was  a  burst  of  natu- 
ral sorrow  so  poignant  in  suffering  as  that 
forced  laugh,  when,  covered  with  shame,  I 
sat  there,  beneath  the  sarcastic  insolence 
of  the  wretch  who  seemed  to  gloat  over  the 
tortures  he  was  inflicting. 

"  I  can  scarcely  expect  that  this  open- 
ing will  inspire  you  with  much  confidence 
in  the  oracle,"  said  he;  "  the  first  step  a 
falsehood,  promises  ill  for  the  remainder  of 
the  journey." 

''  If  not  very  very  veracious,"  said  I,  "  it 
is  at  least  very  amusing.     Pray  continue." 

"  What  would  the  old  counts  of  youran- 
cestry  have  said  to  such  a  profanation?" 
cried   the    Chevalier.     "  By    St.    Denis,  I 
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would  not  have  l)een  the  inan  to  asperse 
their  bkjod  tlius,  in  their  ohl  halls  at 
Grenada!" 

"WeWsc  in  a  less  haughty  age,"'  said 
I,  affecting  a  smile  of  inditferenco,  and 
motiouing  him  to  proceed. 

"Wiiat  follows  is  the  very  commonest 
of  that  nonsense  Avhich  is  revealed  in  all 
lowly  foi'tunes.  You  are,  as  usual,  the  vic- 
tim'of  cold  and  Jinnger,  suffering  from 
destitution  and  wai^.t.  Then,  there  are  indi- 
cations of  a  bold  spirit,  ambitious  and  en- 
ergetic, bursting  out  through  all  the  gloom 
of  your  dark  condition,  and  a  small  whis- 
pered word  in  your  ear,  tells  you  to  hope." 
While  the  Chevalier  rattled  out  this"rhodo- 
montade"  at  a  much  greater  length  than  I 
have  time  or  patience  to  repeat,  his  eyes 
never  quitted  me,  but  seemed  to  sparkle 
with  a  fiend-like  iiitelligcnce  of  what  was 
passing  within  me.  As  he  concluded,  he 
mixed  up  the  cards  together,  merely  mut- 
tering half  aloud,  ''adventures  and  escapes 
by  land  and  sea.  Abundance  of  hard  luck, 
to  be  all  compensated  for  one  day,  when 
wealth  in  all  its  richest  profusion  is  show- 
ered upon  you."  Then,  dashing  the  cards 
from  him  in  affected  anger,  he  said,  "  It 
is  enough  to  make  men  despise  themselves, 
the  way  in  which  they  yield  credence  to 
such  rank  tomfoolery!  but  I  assure  you. 
Count,  however  contemptible  the  oracle 
has  shown  herself  to-day,  I  have  on  more 
than  one  occasion  been  present  at  the  most 
startling  revelations, — not  only  as  regarded 
the  past,  but  the  future  also." 

*'Ican  easily  believe  it,  Chevalier,"  re- 
plied I,  with  a  great  effort  to  appear 
l)hilosophicaily  calm.  One  must  not  reject 
everything  that  has  not  the  stamp  of  reason 
•upon  it;  and  even  what  I  have  listened  to 
to-day,  absurd  as  it  is,  has  not  shaken  my 
faith  in  the  divination  of  cards.  Perhaps 
this  fancy  of  mine  is  the  remnant  of  a 
childish  superstition,  which  I  owe  in  great 
part  to  my  old  nurse.  She  was  a  Moor  by 
birth,  and  imbued  with  all  the  traditions 
and  superstitions  of  her  romantic  land." 

There  was  a  most  sneering  expression  on 
the  Chevalier's  face  as  I  uttered  these 
words.  I  pu.d  no  attention  to  it,  however, 
butM'enton:  '' From  the  venerable  dame 
I  myself  attained  to  some  knowledge  of 
'destiny  reading,'  of  which  I  remember 
once  or  twice  in  life  to  have  afforded  very 
singular  proofs.  3Iy  skill,  however, 
usually  preferred  unraveling  the  'future' 
to  the  present.' " 

''Speculation  is  always  easier  than  reci- 
tal," said  the  Chevalier,  dryly. 

"Very  true,"  said  I';  "and  in  reading 
the  past  I  have  ever  found  how  want  of 


sufficient  skill  has  prevented  mj  giving  to 
the  gi'eat  fact  of  a  story  the  due  and  neces- 
sary connection;  so  that,  indeed,  I  aj)pcar 
as  if  distinct  events  alone  were  revealed  to 
me,  without  clue  to  wiiat  preceded  or  fol- 
lowed them.  I  see  destiny  as  a  traveler 
sees  a  landscape  by  fitful  fiashcs  of  light- 
ning at  night,  great  tracts  of  country  sud- 
denly displayed  in  all  the  bhize  of  noon- 
day, but  lost  to  sight  the  next  moment 
for  ever!  Such  humble  powers  as  these, 
are,  I  am  well  aware,  unworthy  to  bear  com- 
petition with  your  more  cultivated  gifts: 
but  if,  with  all  their  imperfections,  you  are 
disposed  to  accept  their  exercise,  they  are 
sincerely  at  your  service." 

The  Chevalier,  I  suspect,  acceded  to 
this  proposal  in  the  belief  that  it  was  an 
effort  on  my  part  to  turn  the  topic  from 
myself  to  Ithn,  for  he  neither  seemed  to 
believe  in  my  skill,  nor  feel  an\-  interest  in 
its  exercise. 

Affecting  to  follow  implicitly  the  old 
Moorish  woman's  precepts,  I  prepared  my- 
self for  my  task  by  ])utting  on  a  great 
mantle  Avith  a  hood,  Avhich,  Avhen  drawn 
forward,  effectually  concealed  tlie  wearer's 
face.  This  was  a  precaution  I  took  the 
better  to  study  his  face,  while  my  own 
remained  hid  from  view. 

"  You  are  certainly  far  more  imposing 
as  a  projihet  than  I  can  pretend  to  be," 
said  he,  laughing,  as  lie  lighted  a  cigar, 
and  lay  back  indolen  ly  to  await  my 
revelations.  I  made  a  great  display  of 
knowledge  in  shufliing  and  arranging  the 
cards,  the  better  to  think  over  what  I  was 
about ;  and  at  last,  disposing  some  dozen 
in  certain  mystic  positions  before  me,  I 
began. 

"  You  startled  mc,  Ciievalier,  by  a  dis- 
covery wliich  only  wanted  truth  to  make 
it  veiy  remarkable.  Let  me  now  repay  _yoM 
by  another  which  I  shrewdly  suspect  to  bo 
in  the  same  condition.  There  are  four 
cards  now  before  me,  whose  meaning  is 
most  positive,  and  Avhich  distinctly  assert 
that  you  Chevalier  de  la  Boutoneric,  are  no 
chevalier  at  all  !  " 

'•'This  is  capital,"  said  he,  filling  out  a 
glass  of  wine  and  drinking  it  uff  with  the 
most  consummate  coolness. 

"And  here,"  said  I,  not  heeding  his 
affected  ease;  "here  is  another  still 
stranger  revelation,  which  says  that  you 
are  not  a  Frenchman,  but  ;i  native  of  a 
land  Avhich  latterly  has  taken  upon  it  to 
sujjply  the  rest  of  the  world  with  adven- 
turers— in  plain  words,  a  Pole." 

"  It  is  true  that  my  father,  who  held  a 
command  in  the  Imperial  army,  lived  some 
years   in    that   country,"  said  he,  hastily. 
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''  but  I  liave  yet  to  louni  tli:it  he  forfeited 
his  ii;ition;ility  by  so  doing."' 

"I  only  know  wluit  tlie  cards  toll  me," 
said  I,  spreading  out  a  mass  of  thcni  before 
me,  and  pretending  to  study  them  atten- 
tively ;  "  and  here  is  a  com[)lication  which 
would  need  a  cleverer  expositor  than  I  am. 
Of  all  the  tangled  webs  ever  I  assayed  to 
unravel,  this  is  the  knottiest.  Wliy  really, 
Chevalier,  yours  must  have  been  a  life  of 
more  than  ordinary  vicissitude,  or  else  my 
prophetic  skill  has  suffered  sadly  from 
disuse.'' 

'^ Judging  from  what  you  have  just  told 
me,  I  rather  lean  to  the  latter  explanation,'' 
said  ho,  swallowing  down  two  glasses  of 
Avine  Avith  great  rapidity. 

"I  suspect  such  to  bo  the  case,  indeed," 
said  I,  "  for  otherwise  I  could  scarcely  have 
such  difficulty  in  reading  these  mystic 
signs  once  so  familiar  to  me,  and  from 
w.hich  I  can  now  only  jjick  up  a  stray  phrase 
here  and  there.  Thus  I  sec  what  implies 
a  high  diplomatic  employment,  and  yet, 
immediately  after,  I  perceive  that  this  is 
either  a  mistake  of  mine,  or  the  thing  itself 
a  cheat  and  a  deception." 

''It  surely  does  not  require  divination  to 
tell  a  diplomatic  agent  that  he  has  served 
on  a  foreign  mission,"  said  the  Chevalier 
with  a  sneer. 

"  Perhaps  not,  but  I  see  here  vestiges  of 
strange  occurrences  in  which  this  fact  is 
concerned.  A  fleeting  picture  passes  now 
before  my  eyes  :  I  sec  a  race-course,  with 
its  crowds  of  people,  and  its  throng  of 
carriages,  and  the  horses  are  led  out  to  be 
saddled,  and  all  is  expectation  and  eager- 
ness, and — what !  This  is  most  singular  ! 
the  vision  has  passed  away,  and  I  am  look- 
ing at  two  figures  who  stand  side  by  side 
in  a  richly-furnished  room,  a  man  and  a 
woman.  She  is  weeping,  and  lie  consoling 
her.  Stay  !  He  lifts  his  head — the  man 
is  yourself.  Chevalier  !  " 

"Indeed  !  "  said  he;  but  this  time  the 
word  was  uttered  in  a  faint  voice,  while  a 
pallor,  that  was  almost  lividness,  colored 
his  dark  features. 

'•  Slie  murmurs  a  name  ;  I  almost  caught 
it,"  exclaimed  I,  as  if  carried  arway  by  the 
rapt  excitement  of  prophecy.  '"Yes!  I  hear 
it  now,  perfectly  ; — the  name  is  Alexis  ! " 

A  fearful  oath  burst  from  the  Chevalier, 
and  with  a  bound  he  si)rung  to  his  feet, 
and  dashed  his  closed  fists  against  his  brow. 
"Away  with  your  jugglery, — Inive  done 
with  your  miserable  cheat,  sir. — that  can 
only  terrify  women  and  children.  Speak 
out  like  a  man  ; — wlio  are  you,  and  what 
are  you  ?  " 

"  What  means  this  outrage,  sir  ?     Have 


you  forgotten  yourself  so  far  as  to  use 
this  language  to  mc  9  "  said  I,  throwing 
back  the  mantle  and  standing  full  before 
him. 

"Let  us  have  no  moi-e  acting,  sir, 
whether  it  be  as  prophet  or  bully,"  said  he, 
sternly.  "You  affect  to  know  wie,  who  I 
am,  and  whence  I  have  come.  Make  the 
game  equal  between  us,  or  it  may  be  worse 
for  you." 

"You  threaten  me,  then,"  said  I, 
calmly. 

"  I  do,"  was  the  answer. 

"It  is  therefore  open  war  between  us?  " 

"  I  never  said  so,"  ]'eplied  he,  with  a  most 
cutting  irony  of  manner;  "  but  whatever 
secret  malice  can  do — and  you  shall  soon 
know  what  it  means — I  pledge  myself  you 
will  not  find  yourself  forgotten." 

"Agreed  then;  now  leave  me,  sir." 

"I  am  your  guest,  sir,"  said  he,  with  a 
most  hypocritical  air  of  deference  and  cour- 
tesy. "  It  is  surely  scant  politeness  to 
drive  me  hence  when  I  am  not  in  a  position 
to  find  another  shelter;  we  are  \\\Mm  the 
high  seas;  I  cannot  walk  forth  and  take  my 
leave,  lielievo  me,  sir,  the  character  you 
would  fain  perform  before  the  world  would 
not  act  so." 

Notwithstanding  the  insult  conveyed  in 
the  last  words,  I  determined  that  I  would 
respect  "him  who  had  eaten  my  salt,"  and 
with  a  gesture  of  assent,  for  I  could  not 
speak,  I  moved  away. 

No  sooner  was  I  alone,  than  I  re])cnted 
me  of  the  rash  folly  into  which,  for  the  in- 
dulgence of  a  mere  petty  vengeance,  I  had 
been  betrayed.  I  saw  that  by  this  absurd 
piece  of  malice,  I  had  made  an  enemy  of  a 
man  whose  whole  career  vouched  for  the 
danger  of  his  malevolence. 

IIow  could  he  injure  me?  What  species 
of  attack  could  he  make  upon  me?  Whetlier 
was  it  moi'o  likely  thiit  ne  would  avoid  me 
as  one  dangerous  to  himself,  or  pursue  me 
wherever  I  went  by  his  vengeance?  These 
were  hard  questions  to  solve,  and  they  filled 
my  mind  so  completely,  that  I  neither 
heeded  the  bustle  which  heralded  the  ar- 
rival on  board  of  the  pilot,  or  the  still 
busier  movement  which  told  that  we  were 
approaching  the  harbor.  At  last  Iwenton 
deck  and  approached  the  bulwark,  over 
which  a  number  of  the  crew  were  leaning, 
watching  the  course  of  a  boat,  that,  with  all 
her  canvas  spread,  was  making  for  land. 
"  The  pilot-boat,"  said  the  captain,  in  reply 
to  my  glance  of  inquiry;  "she  is  lying 
straight  in,  as  the  consul  is  anxious  to  land 
at  once." 

'*  Is  he  on  board  -of  her?  "  said  I,  with  au 
anxiety  I  could  not  conceal. 


JU  V  tirst  atteiU|>t  at  Fortune  Teiling. 
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**Yes,  Sc'uor  Comle,  and  your  Excel- 
lency's secrutury  too." 

Was  it  my  four  suggested  the  notion,  or 
was  it  the  simple  fact,  but  I  tliouglit  that 
the  words  ''Count"  and  **  Kxcellency'' 
were  articuhited  with  something  like  a 
sneer?  I  !:ad  no  ojjportunity  to  put  the 
maLler  to  the  test,  I'or  the  ca[)tain  had  al- 
ready (|uitled  the  si)or,  and  was  busy  with 
the  multifarious  can-s  tlie  near  api)roach  to 
huid  enforces.  My  next  thought  was,  Why 
liad  my  secretary  gone  ashore  witiiout  my 
orders?  AVas  it  a  ])iece  of  zeal  on  liis  part 
to  make  pr('[)arationsfor  our  disembarking, 
or  miglit  it  be  something  worse?  and  if  so, 
■what?  Every  moment  increased  the  trouble 
of  my  thoughts.  Certainly  misfortunes  do 
cast  their  shadows  before  them,  for  I  felt 
that  strange  and  overwhelming  sense  of 
depression  that  never  is  causeless.  I  ran 
over  every  species  of  casualty  that  I  could 
imagine,  but  except  highway  robbery,  ac- 
tual "brigandage,"  I  could  not  fancy  any 
real  positive  danger  to  be  anticipated  from 
the  chevalier. 

llow  different  was  my  mood  from  what  I 
expected  it  would  have  been  on  nearing 
shore  ?  Where  were  all  my  visions  of  pomp 
and  splendor?  Where  the  proud  circum- 
stances of  my  more  than  princely  state? 
Alas,  I  would  have  given  a  full  fourth  of 
my  wealth  to  be  landed  unostentatiously 
and  (luietly,  and  to  have  my  mind  relieved 
from  all  dread  of  the  cursed  Chevaber! 

That  I  did  not  overrate  the  peril  before 
|ne,  events  soon  proved. 


CIlArXER  XXIX. 

THE   "CAECEL  MOREK^  "    AT  MALAOA. 

As  we  sailed  proudly  into  the  harbor  of 
Malaga,  my  attention,  at  first  directed  to 
the  striking  features  of  the  shore,  where 
lay  a  city  actually  embowered  amid  orange 
groves — was  soon  drawn  off  by  the  ap{)ear- 
ance  of  a  boa*",  lOvved  by  twelve  men,  wiiich 
approached  ilie  ship.  The  Uiitional  flag  of 
S[)ain  floated  from  a  standard  in  her  stern, 
and  I  could  mark  the  glitter  of  arms  ainl 
uniforms  on  board  of  her. 

"  The  ofiicers  of  health,  I  supjiose?"  said 
I,  carelessly,  to  the  captain;  "  Xo,  Sefior, 
these  are  soldiers  of  the  garrison." 

"Ah!  I  understand,"  said  I,  "  they  are 
on  the  alert  as  to  wdiom  th.ey  land  in  these 
troublous  times;"  for  it  was  the  period  of 
the  great  Carlist  struggle. 

"'  Possibly,"  was  his  dry  remark;  and  he 
moved  away. 
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A  hoarse  ciialli.nge  from  the  boat  was 
answered  by  someihing  from  tiie  ship;  and 
the  "accommodation-ladder"  was  imme- 
diately lowered,  and  an  oflicer  ascended  to 
the  deck,  followed  by  two  of  his  men,  with 
their  side-arms. 

Some  of  the  ordinary  gieetings  being  in- 
terchanged between  the  ca])taiii  and  the 
oflicer,  the  latter  said,  "My  busine.-s  here 
is  Avith  the  person  styling  hinif^elf  the 
!  Condc  de  Crcgano.     Where  is  he?" 

" 'J'hat  is  my  name,  .Sefior,"  said  I,  with 
.  a  studious  admixture  of  civility  and  conde- 
scension. 

"  Please  to  walk  this  way,  sir,"  said  tht- 
officer,  leading  towards  the  jiooj)  cabin, 
and  preceding  xnc  vith  a  degree  of  assur- 
ance, that  bod'.d  :il  for  his  impression  oi 
my  dignity. 

As  we  enteied  the  cabin,  I  could  hear 
the  two  soldiers  taking  u])  their  places  jis 
sentries  at  tho  door. 

"I  wiih  to  see  your  passport,  Sefior," 
said  he  as  iie  seated  himself  at  the  table. 

"^  My  passport  shall  be  ])r(nluced  at  the 
fitting  time,"  said  I,  ''  when  I  arrive  or. 
shore.     Here  I  have  no  need  of  an}'." 

"  Ton  are  wrong,  sir:  once  within  thtvt 
circle  of  buoys,  at  the  mouth  of  the  port, 
you  are  within  the  limits  of  the  tiiorc 
authorities;  but  were  it  even  otherwise, 
these  are  not  the  times  for  scruples,  and  Ij 
for  one,  would  not  hesitate  to  arrest  you 
on  the  information  I  have  receivod." 

"  Informacion  you  have  rccoivod,  sii!" 
exclaimed  I,  in  terror  and  amazement- 

"  Yes,  sir;  I  may  as  well  tell  you  that 
Malaga  is  not  in  the  possession  of  your 
friends — you  will  not  Pnd  a  Carlist  garrison 
ready  to  give  you  a  salute  of  honor  at  youi 
landing.  Far  less  fcrmal.  but  not  less  ])er- 
cmptory  attentions  await  you;  )jut  produce 
your  papers,  for  I  have  no  tm^iC  to  lose." 

I  saw  at  a  glance  that  my  position  was 
niosD  perilous,  and  as  rapidly  resolved  to 
make  an  cffcn't  for  safety.  "Senor  Capi- 
tana,"  said  I,  placing  an  open  pocket-book 
stuffed  with  bank-note.':  before  him:  "please 
to  accept  my  j)asspori",  and  to  keep  it  in 
y(nu"  ov.n  safe  possession.  I  shall  jmt  to 
I  sea  again,  and  order  the  captain  to  land 
me  at  some  i)ort  iii  Italy." 

"It  is  too  late,"  said  he,  with  a  sigh,  as 
]  he  ])us!ied  tlie  iiocket-l)ook  away:  "  the  in- 
formations a<;ainst  you  are  already  trans- 
mitted to  Madrid."* 

"Great  lieavensi  and  for  whom  do  thej 
take  me?"  cried  I. 

"  I  cannot  tell.  I  never  heard.  I  only 
j  kno'.k'  that  I  have  the  order  for  your  arrest 
as  the  person  assuming  to  be  *  the  Conde 
I  Cre.oano.'" 
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*•■  What  crime  is  laid  to  my  cliarac? — 
liav(^  I  defrauded  anyone?  AVliat  is  alleged 
against  nic?" 

"  Show  me  yoiu'  passport,"  said  lie  again. 

"There  it  is,"  said  1,  |)roducing  the 
document  wliich  by  Don  Estaban's  inter- 
vention I  had  obtained  from  the  authori- 
ties of  Guajuaqualla,  and  wherein  1  was 
called  a  native  of  Grenada,  and  a  noble  of 
Spain. 

"And  all  this  is  true  as  set  forth?"  said 
the  oflRccr. 

"  It  is  a  principle  of  law  in  my  native 
land,  that  no  jirisoner  is  called  upon  to 
criminate  himself,"  said  I. 

"In  that  case  you  are  no  Spaniard," 
said  the  officer,  shrewdly,  "  nor,  indeed, 
does  your  accent  so  bespeak  you.  You  are 
now  under  arrest."  He  opened,  the  door 
as  he  said  this,  and  pointing  me  out  to  the 
two  sentries,  whispered  something  too  low 
for  me  to  overhear.  This  done,  he  left  the 
cabin  and  went  upon  deck. 

I  looked  up  from  the  chair  Avhere  I  sat, 
into  the  faces  of  my  two  guardians,  and  a 
more  ill-favored  pair  of  gentlemen  I  never 
beheld.  Ill-fed  but  dissipated-looking  ras- 
cals, they  seemed  more  like  highwaymen 
than  soldiers.  Still,  even  a  chance  was 
not  to  be  thrown  away,  and  so  I  whispered 
in  a  soft  voice, — "'My  Avorthy  friends,  in 
that  writing-case  yonder  there  are  bank- 
notes to  a  very  largo  amount.  In  a  few 
moments  they  will  be  taken  away  from  me, 
never  to  be  restored.  I  may  as  well  have 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  two  brave, 
but  poor  men,  are  benefited  by  them. 
Bring  me  the  desk,  and  I'll  give  them  to 
you."  They  looked  at  each  other  and  they 
looked  at  me:  they  then  looked  towards 
the  door  and  the  skylight,  and.  although 
without  speaking,  it  was  plain  enough  to 
see  what  was  passing  in  their  minds. 

"  Remember,"  said  I,  "I  ask  nothing  in 
return  from  j^ou.  I  shall  not  attempt  to 
escape;  nor  AVt-re  I  to  do  so,  could  you  aid 
me  in  any  way.  I  merely  Avish  to  assist 
two  worthy  fellows,  Avho  certainly  do  not 
look  like  the  '  spoiled  children  of  for- 
tune.'" 

They  hesitated,  and  seemed  afraid;  and 
at  last  they  whispered  for  a  few  seconds  to- 
gether; and  then  one  of  them  Avent  over, 
and  taking  np  the  desk,  laid  ir,  down  before 
me.  '"'You  can  make  a  fair  division  at  an- 
other time,"  said  I;  "it  is  better  not  to 
Avaste  precious  moments  now,  but  at  once 
conceal  the  money  about  your  persons.  Here 
are  some  eight  or  ten  thousand  piasters, — 
and  here,  fully  as  much  more  for  you.  These 
are  Mexican  notes  for  a  large  sum.  and 
these  are  bills  on  Amsterdam  and  Ilam- 


Inirgh  for  great  amounts.  That's  right,  my 
lads,  make  short  Avork  of  it — in  your  boots, 
in  your  shakos — anyAvhero  for  the  present, 
only  be  quiet!" 

Truly  they  merited  all  my  encomiums  I 
to  "  stoAV  away"  plunder  I'd  back  them 
against  any  pair  who  ever  stopped  a  dili- 
gence on  tfie  high  road;  nor  was  itAvithout 
some  little  difficulty  I  could  persuade  them 
to  leave  any  money  in  the  desk,  as  a  pre- 
caution to  prevent  the  suspicion  of  Avhat 
had  actually  occurred.  As  I  aided  them  in 
the  Avork  of  concealment,  I  artfully  con- 
trived to  possess  myself  of  one  paper — the 
Havannah  banker's  receipt  for  the  large 
deposits  I  had  left  in  his  hands,  and  this  I 
managed  to  slip  Avithin  the  lining  of  my 
traveling  cap.  It  was  a  last  anchor  of  hope, 
if  ever  1  Avere  to  Aveathcr  the  storm  around 
me! 

Our  Avork  had  scarcely  been  completed, 
and  the  desk  replaced  in  its  former  situa- 
tion, Avhcn  the  officer  returned.  He  briefly 
informed  me  that  seals  had  been  placed  on 
all  my  effects,  that  my  household  Avas 
placed  under  an  arrest  similar  to  my  OAvn, 
and  that  Avhen  I  had  i)ointed  out  the  va- 
rious articles  of  my  property  in  the  cabin, 
there  Avas  nothing  more  for  me  to  do,  but 
to  accompany  him  on  shore. 

As  I  Avas  not  suffered  to  take  any  portion 
of  my  baggage  with  me,  CA'en  of  my  clothes, 
I  Avas  soon  in  the  boat  and  pulling  rapidly 
for  the  land.  The  quays  and  the  jetty 
were  crowded  Avith  people  Avhose  curiosity 
I  at  once  perceived  had  no  other  object 
than  myself,  and  although  some  did  not 
scruple  to  exhibit  towards  me  signs  of  dis- 
like and  dissatisfaction,  I  could  remark 
that  others  regarded  mcAvith  a  compassion- 
ate, and  even  a  kindly  look.  All  Avei'e. 
hoAvcver,  scrupulously  silent  and  respect- 
ful, and  touched  their  hats  in  salutation, 
as  I  ascended  the  stairs  of  the  landing- 
place. 

This  feeling,  to  my  considerable  aston- 
ishment, I  perceived  extended  eA'en  to  the 
soldiery,  one  or  two  of  Avhom  saluted  as  I 
passed.  In  any  case,  thought  I,  it  is  for 
no  insignificant  offender  I  am  taken;  and 
even  that  is  some  comfort,  provided  my 
crime  be  not  high  treason. 

I  was  condncred  straight  to  the  "Carcel 
Morena,"  a  large  sombre-looking  building, 
Avhich  Avas  at  once  fortress,  prison,  and  res- 
idence of  the  Governor,  exhibiting  a  cu- 
rious mixture  of  these  incongruous  func- 
tions in  all  its  details. 

The  apartment  into  Avhich  I  was  ushered 
was  a  large  saloon,  dimly  lighted  by  narrow 
Avindows  ]"»iorcing  the  thick  Avails.  The 
furniture   had    once    been    handsome,  but 
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from  tiiiiu  uiul  iieglect  had  become  woiii 
and  disiigiirc'd.  A  small  tublc,  spread  witii 
a  very  tolerable  breakfast,  stood  in  one  of 
the  windows,  at  which  I  was  invited  to  seat 
myself,  and  then  1  was  left  alone  to  my  own 
lucubrations.  Hunger  prevailed  over  grief, 
I  ate  heartily;  and  having  concluded  my 
meal,  atnused  myself  by  studying  the  Tro- 
jan war,  wliieli  was  displayed  uj)on  the 
walls  in  a  very  ancient  tapestry. 

I  had  traced  the  fortunes  of  Greeks  and 
Trojans  on  the  walls  till  I  was  well  nigh 
Avearied.  I  had  even  ga;<cd  upon  the  little 
patches  of  brown  grass  i^encath  the  win- 
dows, till  my  eyes  grew  dim  with  watching, 
but  no  one  came  to  look  after  m3,  and,  in 
the  unbroken  silence  around,  I  half  feared 
that  I  should  be  utterly  forgotten,  and  left, 
like  the  old  tapestry,  to  die  of  moths  and 
years;  but  at  last,  as  day  was  declining,  I 
heard  something  like  the  clank  of  arms  and 
the  tram|)  of  soldiery,  and  soon  the  sounds 
were  more  distinctly  marked,  approaching 
my  do'tr.  Suddenly  the  two  leaves  of  the 
folding  door  were  thrown  wide,  and  an 
elderly  man,  in  a  general's  uniform,  fol- 
lowed by  two  other  officers,  entered. 

Without  taking  any  notice  of  the  salute 
I  made  him,  he  walked  towards  the  fire- 
place, and,  standing  with  his  back  to  it. 
said  to  one  of  his  aide-de-camps,  *  Eead  the 
'process  verbal,'  Jose." 

Jose  bowed,  and  taking  from  his  sabre- 
tache a  very  lengthy  roll  of  paper,  began  to 
read  aloud,  but  with  such  rapidity  and  such 
indistinctness  withal,  that  I  could  only, 
and  with  the  greatest  difficultv,  c;itch  a 
stray  word  here  and  there.  The  titles  of 
her  Majesty  the  Queen  appeared  to  occupy- 
full  ten  minutes,  and  an  equal  time  to  be 
passed  in  setting  forth  the  authority  under 
wlio^e  jurisdiction  I  then  stood.  These 
over,  there  came  something  about  an  indi- 
vidual who,  born  a  Mexican,  or  a  luitive  of 
Texas,  had  assumed  the  style,  title,  and 
dignity  of  a  Count  of  Spain;  such  rank 
being  taken  for  purposes  of  deception,  and 
the  better  to  effect  certain  treasonable  de- 
signs, to  be  set  forth  hereafter.  After  this 
there  came  a  flourish  about  the  duties  of 
loyiilty  and  fidelity  to  the  sovereign,  whose 
private  virtues  came  in  by  parenthesis,  to- 
gether with  a  very  energetic  denunciation 
of  all  base  and  wicked  men,  who  sought  to 
carry  dissension  into  the  bosom  of  their 
country,  and  convulse  with  the  passions  of 
a  civil  war  a  nation  proverbially  tranquil 
and  peace-loving. 

Nothing  could  be  less  interesting  than 
the  st3ie  of  this  paper,  except  the  manner 
of  him  who  recited  it.  Stale  truisms,  in  in- 
flated language,  and  wearisome  platitudes 


about  nothing.  I'cccived  no  additional  grace 
from  a  siiuliling  nasal  intonation  and  a 
short  cough. 

I  listened  at  first  with  the  anxiety  of  a 
man  whose  fortunes  hung  on  the  issue, 
then,  as  the  vhguc  rambling  chaiacter  of 
the  document  diminished  its  interest.  I 
heard  with  more  indifference;  and  husilv, 
completely  wi-aried  by  the  nionotonv  (if  tlic 
voice,  and  the  tiresome  iterations  of  the 
style,  1  could  not  prevent  my  thoughts 
from  wandering  far  from  the  affair  in 
hand. 

What  feaiful  crimes  were  alleged  against 
me — what  dire  offences  I  was  charged  with 
— I  was  not  to  hear,  since,  lost  in  the  plea- 
sant land  of  day-diearas,  I  fancied  nnself 
strolling  in  the  shade  of  a  forest,  with 
Donna  Maria  beside  me,  while  I  pound  out 
a  most  impassioned  narrative  of  my  love 
and  fidelity.  Kor  was  it  till  the  reading 
was  concluded,  and  aloud  HemI  fiom  the 
General  rt.sounded  through  the  chamber, 
that  I  remembered  where  I  was. 

"  Prisonerl  "  said  he,  in  a  stern,  author- 
itative tone,  '"you  have  now  heard  the  na- 
ture of  the  charge  against  you,  and  the 
reasons  of  your  arrest;  you  will  answer  cer- 
tain questions,  the  replies  to  which,  if  not 
in  accordance  with  truth,  constitute  the 
crime  of '  Traicion,'  the  penalty  being  death. 
What  is  your  name?  " 

'*  Con  Cregan."' 

"Native  of  what  country?" 

''Ireland." 

'•'  What  rank  and  position  do  you  hold  in 
society?" 

"A  variable  one — as  luck  favors  me." 

"  What  trade  or  profession  do  von  fol- 
low?" 

"Whatever  seems  most  convenient  at 
the  moment." 

"Have  vou  served?" 

"IhaveV' 

'*'  In  the  laud  or  sea  service?" 

*Mn  both." 

"With  what  grade?" 

"Nothing  very  distinguished." 

"  Have  you  evei*  held  the  command  of  an 
expedition?" 

"  I  have." 

"  With  what  ol)ject,  nnd  where?" 

"in  the  jn-airies  of  South  America,  to 
shoot  red  deer." 

"Remember,  sir,"  said  the  General, 
"this  is  no  occasion  for  untimely  jest; 
these  sallies  may  cost  you  more  dearly  than 
yon  think  for." 

"  If  I  am  to  speak  the  truth,"  said  I, 
boldly,  "I  must  answer  as  I  have  done.  If 
you  want  fiction,  I'm  ready  for  you  at  f 
moment's  notice-" 
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'*  Make  a  note  of  that,  Jose  I — 'says  that 
ho  is  perfectly  indifferent  whether  he  tells 
truth  or  falsehood.'  " 

''And  add,  by  way  of  parenthesis,"  said 
I,  '•'  that  the  General  is  precisely  of  my 
own  way  of  thinking." 

"Write  down,  'insults  the  commis- 
sion,' "  said  the  General,  boiling  with 
rage. 

The  paragraph  seemed  a  full  one,  for 
the  interrogating  was  not  resumed  for  some 
minutes. 

"  Xow,  sir,''  resumed  the  General, 
''state  your  object  in  coming  to  the 
country." 

'•'To'gct  out  of  it  as  fast  I  could." 

"For  whose  use  were  the  arms  provided 
— the  horses,  and  horse  equipage  with 
which  you  embarked?" 

"  My  own." 

"Name  the  agent  or  agents  of  Don  Car- 
los with  whom  you  have  held  correspon- 
dence ?  " 

"None.     I  never  knew  any." 

"  By  whose  hands  were  the  large  sums 
of  money  in  your  possession  entrusted  to 
you?" 

"I  found  them." 

"How,  and  where?" 

"In  a  hole." 

The  General's  face  grew  purple;  and 
more  than  once  I  could  see  the  struggle  it 
cost  him  to  repress  his  bursting  indigna- 
tion. And,  in  the  mutterings  ho  let  fall 
to  his  secretar}',  it  was  easy  to  mark  that 
his  comments  on  the  evidence  were  not  too 
favorable. 

"Were  you  acquainted  with  Brigadier 
Hermose  Gonzillos?" 

"No." 

"  Nor  with  his  brother,  the  Canon  Gon- 
zillos?" 

"  No." 

"When  did  vou  first  meet  Senor  Ruy 
Perez  Y'Hacho>" 

"Never  saw  him  in  my  life." 

"  Nor  held  intercourse  with  him?" 

"  Never." 

"Were. not  much  in  his  company,  nor 
entrusted  to  him  the  secret  details  of  the 
expedition?" 

"I  know  nothing  of  what  you're  talking 
about." 

"Produce  Ruy  Peres,"  said  the  General, 
and  the  door  opened,  and  the  chevalier, 
dressed  in  a  military  uniform,  and  with 
several  decorations  of  foreign  orders,  enter- 
ed. 

"Do  you  know  this  gentleman?  "  said 
the  General,  dryly. 

"  I  know  him  for  a  Pole,  whose  name  is 
Alexis  Radchofody;  at  least,  under  such  a 


name  he  once  lived  in  London,  and  is  well 
known  to  the  police  there." 

"•  Go  on,"  said  the  General  to  the  secre- 
tary. "On  being  confronted  with  the 
Senor  Ruy  Peres,  the  prisoner  became  sud- 
denly abashed,  and  at  once  confessed  that 
he  had  known  him  intimately  several  years 
before  in  London." 

"Is  that  man  a  witness  against  me?" 
asked  I,  eagerly. 

"Attend  to  me,  sir,"  said  the  General, 
while  he  made  a  sign  to  the  chevalier  to 
retire;  "neither  subterfuge  nor  insolence 
will  avail  you  here.  You  are  perfectly  well 
known  to  us;  your  early  history-— your  late 
intrigues — your  present  intentions.' 

"  With  such  intimate  knowledge  of  all 
about  me,  General,"  said  I,  coolly, 
haven't  we  been  wasting  a  great  deal  of 
valuable  time  in  this  interrogatory?" 

"And,  notwithstanding  repeated  admo- 
nitions, jiersisted  in  using  the  most  inde- 
corous language  to  the  commission." 
Those  words  the  General  dictated  in  aloud 
voice,  and  they  were  immediately  taken 
down  by  his  secretary. 

"  Senor  Concregan,"  said  he.  addressing 
me,  '-you  stand  now  committed,  liy  virtue 
of  a  royal  warrant,  a  copy  of  Avhich,  and  of 
the  charges  laid  against  you,  Avill  be  duly 
transmitted  to  you.  Whenever  the  author- 
ities have  decided  Avhether  your  offence 
should  be  submitted  to  a  civil  or  military 
tribunal,  you  will  be  brought  up  for  trial." 

"  I  am  an  English  subject,  sir,"  said  I  ; 
'^  I  belong  to  a  nation  that  never  permits 
its  meanest  member  to  be  ti-amplcd  on  by 
foreign  tyranny,  far  less  Avill  it  suffer  his 
liberty  or  life  to  be  sacrificed  to  a  false  and 
infamous  calumny.  I  claim  the  protection 
of  my  ambassador,  or  at  least  of  such  a 
representative  of  my  country  as  your  petty 

locality  may  possess.      I  desij-e "    What 

I  was  about  to  demand  as  my  birthright 
was  not  destined  to  be  made  puldic  on  this 
occasion,  since  at  a  signal  fi'om  the  Gener- 
al the  door  opened,  and  two  soldiers  ad- 
vancing, adjusted  handcuffs  on  my  wrists, 
and  led  me  away  even  before  I  had  recov- 
ered from  the  surprise  the  whole  proceed- 
ing occasioned  me. 

Whether  it  was  that  I  eujoyed  the  pre- 
rogative of  a  state  prisoner,  or  that  the 
authorities  were  not  quite  clear  that  they 
were  justified  in  Avhat  they  \verc  doing,  I 
cannot  say,  but  my  pi'ison  discipline  was 
of  the  very  mildest  order.  I  had  a  most 
comfortable  room,  with  a  window  looking 
seaward  over  the  beautiful  bay  of  Malaga, 
taking  a  wide  range  along  shore,  where  gar- 
dens, and  villas,  and  orange  groves  extend- 
ed for  miles.     The  furniture  was  neat,  and 
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with  some  pretentions  to  luxury;  aiid  the 
fare,  I  am  bound  to  own,  was  excellenr. 
Books,  and  even  newspapers,  were  freely 
supplied  to  me,  and,  save  that  at  cei'tain 
intei-vals  the  clank  of  a  musket  and  tlie 
shuftling  oC  feet  in  the  corridor  without, 
told  th:Lt  the  sentry  of  my  guard  was  being 
relieved,  I  conhl  have  fancii-d  myself  in 
some  liomely  inn,  without  a  restriction 
upon  my  liberty.  iMy  handcuffs  had  been 
removed  the  moment  I  had  entered  my 
chamber,  and  now  the  iron  stanchions  of 
my  window  were  the  only  reminders  of  a 
jail  around  me. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

CONSOLATIONS   OF   DIPLOMACY. 

The  first  revulsion  of  feeling  over — the 
terrible  shock  of  that  fall  from  the  pin- 
nacle of  wealth  and  greatness  to  the  lowly 
condition  of  a  prisoner,  unfriended  and 
destitute, — I  actually  began  to  enjoy  my 
life,  and  feel  something  wonderfully  like 
happiness.  I  do  not  pretend  to  say  that 
my  disappointment  was  not  most  acnte 
and  painful,  or  that  I  suffered  little  from 
the  contemplation  of  my  ruined  hopes. — 
No!  far  from  it;  but  my  grief,  like  the 
course  of  a  mountain  torrent,  soon  ran  off, 
and  left  the  stream  of  my  life  clear  and 
nntronbled  as  evei'.  It  is  true,  thought  I, 
this  is  a  terrible  contrast  to  what  I  was  a 
week  agol  but  still,  is  it  not  a  long  way  in 
advance  of  what  my  original  condition 
promised?  I  am  a  prisoner  in  a  Spanish 
fortress — is  not  even  that  better  than  a 
peasant  in  an  Irish  hovel?  The  very  cares 
with  which  I  am  surrounded  bespeak  a 
certain  consequence  pertaining  to  me;  I 
am  one  whom  ministers  of  state  think  and 
speak  about — whose  name  is  often  on  their 
lips — whose  memory  haunts  them  in  their 
half-waking  moments.  Is  not  this  some- 
thing ?  Is  it  not  a  great  deal  to  one,  whose 
whole  ideal  was  to  avoid  the  bye-paths  of 
life,  and  take  his  course  in  its  very  widest 
and  busiest  thoroughfares? 

The  occupations  in  which  I  passed  my 
days  greatly  contributed  to  sustain  this 
pleasant  illusion.  I  was  eternally  writing 
letters,  memorials,  statements  of  facts,  and 
what  not,  of  interminable  narratives,  to  all 
our  ministers  and  consuls,  invoking  their 
aid,  and  protesting  in  the  name  of  the 
British  nation  against  the  unwarrantable 
tyranny  of  my  imj)risonment.  It  is  quite 
true  that  these  lengthy  documents  of  mine 
seemed  to  meet  but  sorry  acceptance.  For 
a  lenofth    of  time  no  acknowledsment  of 


their  reception  ever  i-eached  me,  but  at 
hist  the  following  dry  epistle  informed  me 
that  my  memorials  had  readied  their  des- 
tination:— 

"Sir, — I  am  directed  by  the  Secretary 
of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs  to  acknowledge 
the  recei[)t  of  your  memorials,  dated  the 
9th,  12th,  18t,h,  ysrd,  and  'Zb\\\  of  last 
month,  together  wit'h  various  letters  bear- 
ing on  the  same  subjects  since  that  time, 
and  to  state  in  reply,  that  the  matter  of 
your  complaint  is  at  pi-esent  nnder  investi- 
gation Avith  the  authorities  of  the  Spanish 
Government. 

"His  lordship  the  Secretary  of  State  for 
Foreign  Affairs  desires  me  to  add  his  re- 
grets, that  even  in  the  event  of  your  liber- 
ation, he  can  hold  out  no  prospect  what- 
ever that  any  compensation  will  be  made 
to  you  for  the  loss  of  property  you  allege 
to  have  suffered,  and  which,  of  course,  was 
incurred  as  one  of  the  many  risks  natural 
to  the  course  of  such  an  expedition  as  you 
were  engaged  in. 

"I  have  the  honor  to  be,  Sir, 
"Your  most  obedient  Servant, 
*' Joseph  Backslip. 

"F.O.,  London, 
"Oct.  18—. 
"To  Cornelius  Cregan,  Esq." 

This  was  a  sad  damper!  To  think  that  I 
was  to  lose  the  immense  amount  of  prop- 
erty   with  which    I    had  embai'kcd.     The 
gems  and  jewels,  the  rare  objects  of  art; 
the  equipages;  the  beautiful  horses  of  pur- 
est Mexican  blood!  not  to    sjieak  of  that 
far  greater  loss — the  large  sum  in  actual 
money!  but,   then,  what  a  consolation  to 
remember,  that  a  Secretary   of  State  was 
mingling  his  sorrows  with  my  own  on  the 
subject ;  that  he  actually  gave  an   official 
character  to  his  grief,  by  desiring  the  Un- 
der Secretary  to  convey  "  his  regrets  "  in  a 
despatch!  his  i-egrets — to  me.  Con  Cregan! 
I  What    inestimable    words!     That    ever    I 
I  should  live  to  know  that  the  Right  Honor- 
able Lord  Puzzleton,  the  adored  chernb  of 
fashion — the  admired  of  coteries — the  wor- 
j  shipped  of  "the  Commons" — the  favored 
1  guest  of  AVindsor,  should,  under  the  big 
j  seal  of  his  office,  assure  me  of  his  heartfelt 
I  sympathy! 

I  closed  my  eyes  as  I  read  the  paragraph, 
and  imagined  that  we  were  wee|>ing  to- 
gether, like  the  "  Babes  in  the  Wood." 
"How  they  wrong  this  man."  thought  I, 
"in  Fngland — what  calumnies  they  circu- 
late about  his  levity,  his  heartlessness,  and 
so  forth:  and  see!  look  at  him  here,  ming- 


6U 


CHARLES  LEVER'S  WORKS. 


ling  in  tliG  private  sorrows  of  an  individ- 
ual, and  taking  part  in  all  tlie  private  woes 
of  Cou  Cregan."  By  tliis  beautiful  arti- 
fice, I  contrived  to  raise  the  aforesaid  Con 
to  a  very  considerable  elevation  in  liis  own 
esteem;  and  tbns,  worthy  reader,  by  pleas- 
ant fancies  and  ingenious  illusions — wares 
that  every  man  can  fashion  at  will — did  I 
contrive  to  make  my  prison  at  Malaga  a 
most  endurable  rest-ing-place;  and  even 
now  to  make  its  retrospect  full  of  sweet 
memories. 

Xor  were  my  imaginings  limited  to  such 
visions  as  these  ;  for  I  loved  to  compare 
my  condition  with  that  of  other  exalted 
prisoners,  and  fancy  how  my  conduct 
would  read  by  the  side  of  theirs.  If  I  were 
less  piously  resigned — less  submissive  than 
Silvio  Pellico — assuredly  I  showed  more 
dignity  in  my  fall  than  the  Exile  of  St. 
Helena.  I  bore  all  the  little  vexations  of 
my  lot  with  a  haughty  I'eserve  that  entire- 
ly subdued  every  sign  of  a  querulous 
nature,  and  seemed  to  sa}',  "My  time  will 
come  yet  ! " 

At  last  it  appeared,  either  as  if  my 
memorials  were  never  opened,  or  if  opened 
never  read.  No  answer  came  whatever  ! 
and  even  the  Malaga  newspapers,  which,  in 
the  dearth  of  shipping  intelligence,  would 
often  insert  some  little  notice  of  me,  stating 
how  "the  'Conde'  Avalked  yesterday  for 
an  hour  upon  '  the  leads  '  " — "  the  '  Condc' 
partook  with  an  appetite  of  a  partridge, 
and  conversed  freely  with  the  officer  on 
duty,"  and  so  on,  now  they  never  by  any 
chance  alluded  to  me ;  and  1  seemed,  for 
all  the  interest  the  world  manifested  about 
me,  to  have  suffered  a  species  of  moral 
disease.  It  was  the  unhealthy  season  of 
the  year,  and  the  Consul  had  absented 
himself,leavinghis  functions  to  his  '•'  Vice," 
who  having  also  a  "constitution,"  had 
departed  likewise,  bequeathing  the  tra- 
ditions and  cares  of  office  to  his  Dutch 
colleague,  who  neither  spoke  nor  read  any 
other  tongue  than  that  muddy  language 
begotten  oi  dykes  and  fogs.  AYearied 
possibly  by  the  daily  arrival  of  half  a  quire 
of  my  remonstrances,  or  curious  to  see  the 
machine  by  which  these  broad  sheets  were 
struck  off  Avith  such  unfailing  celerity, 
this  official  arrived  one  day  at  the  prison 
Avith  an  order  from  the  Governor,  permit- 
ting him  to  see  the  '•  Conde." 

1  was  as  usual  writing  away,  when  the 
turnkey  announced  his  Excellency  (every 
official  is  Excellency  if  too  low  for  High- 
ness), Mynheer  van  Hoagindrius,  and  a 
very  short  and  immensely  fat  personage, 
dressed  in  a  kind  of  black-and-white  plaid 
jacket  and  trousers,  entered.     He  looked 


like  a  huge  chess-board  set  on  legs.  A 
grunt,  a  snort,  a  thick  sound  like  astrug- 
gle  between  choking  and  gurgling  ensued, 
which  I  concluded  to  be  something  in 
Dutch,  and  he  seated  himself  opposite  me. 

I  made  my  com])liments  to  him,  poly- 
glot-wise, in  French,  English,  8])aniRh,  and 
at  last  German, — the  last  evidently  striking 
a  spark  out  of  the  embers  of  his  cold  in- 
telligence, for  he  fixed  his  dull  eyes  upon 
me,  and  seemed  as  though  he  would  soon 
wake  up.  Animated  by  this  hope,  I  pro- 
ceeded in  my  very  best  "Deutsch"  to 
expound  my  sorrows  to  him.  Fortunately 
for  me,  my  German  had  been  acquii'ed  in 
the  low  companionshij)  of  "  skippers"  and 
sailors,  and  consequently  bore  a  nenrcr 
resemblance  to  its  half-brother  of  Holland 
than  the  more  cultivated  tongues  of  pro- 
fessors and  philosophers. 

I  cannot  to  this  hour,  say  whether  it 
arose  from  any  interest  in  the  narrative, 
or  whether  proceeding  from  the  laudable 
desire  to  come  at  the  truth  in  a  question 
of  much  difficulty;  but  the  Mynheer  now 
came  to  me  each  morning,  and  usually 
stayed  two  hours,  during  which  I  talked 
and  he  smoked  incessantly.  Often,  when 
he  left  me,  have  I  asked  myself  "what 
])rogres3  I  had  made  in  his  good  opinion  ? 
how  far  had  I  made  him  master  of  my 
case  ?  "  but  the  question  remained  without 
an  answer  ;  for  if  occasionally  a  stray  flash 
of  intelligence  would  light  up  his  dull 
features,  on  following  the  direction  of  his 
eyes  I  could  perceive  that  the  animation 
arose  from  the  sight  of  some  fishing-boat 
returning  loaded  with  turbot,  or  that  the 
savory  odor  of  salt  cod  had  saluted  him 
from  the  shore.  I  felt  at  length  as  thougii 
I  were  sailing  without  a  log-line.  Nothiiig 
to  mark  my  progress  or  say  in  what  lati- 
tude I  cruised. 

]\Iy  Dutch  friend  had  now  been  visiting 
me  for  above  six  weeks;  during  which,  if 
he  had  not  supplied  himself  with  every 
detail  of  my  calamity,  he  had  at  least 
smoked  all  the  choice  tobacco  Avhich,  as  a 
favor  from  the  governor,  I  was  permitted 
to  land  for  my  own  use,  and  as  yet  he  had 
given  no  signs  of  life  other  than  the  act  of 
fumigation  aforesaid.  I  was  lialf  angry, 
half  amused,  at  the  little  act  of  dexterity 
with  which  he  emptied  the  hist  remnant  of 
my  pure  Havannah  into  his  i)ipe,  and 
heard,  with  a  kind  of  malicious  satisfac- 
tion, the  little  sigh  with  which  he  pushed 
the  empty  canister  from  him. 

He  seemi-d  lost  for  some  time  in  the 
slough  of  his  Dutch  reflections,  but  at 
length  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  me,  and  in  a 
low,  suffocating;  tone  said,   *'  Hast  a  file  ?" 
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"No,"  said  I. 

"There  then,"  said  lie,  giving  me  a 
small  parcel  tightly  tied  uj)  in  }>aper. 
*' Farewell  !"  and  lie  moved  towards  the 
door  before  I  eould  recover  from  my  sur- 
prise (o  tliank  him.  As  he  reached  it,  he 
turned  al)out,  and  in  a  very  significant 
voice  said,  '•  Der  hood  est  hardt" — a  species 
of  Plat-Deutsch  I  might  not  have  under- 
stood if  unacconijianied  by  a  gesture, 
which  implied  that  the  ground  was  hard 
benealli  my  window,  as  a  caution  to  mo  in 
the  event  of  a  leap. 

No  sooner  was  I  alone  than  I  opened  my 
precious  packet,  which,  beside  two  files, 
contained  a  small  phial  of  acpuifortis  and 
another  of  oil, — the  latter  a  useful  adjunct 
to  prevent  the  grating  noise  being  heard. 
Having  concealed  the  implements  in  a  rat- 
hole,  I  proceeded  to  exainino  the  iron  bars 
of  the  window,  Avhich,  although  seemingly 
of  great  size  and  strength,  were  in  reality 
coated  with  a  rust  of  more  than  half  their 
actual  thickness.  This  was  a  most  inspirit- 
ing discovery,  and  at  once  animated  me 
with  glowing  hopes  of  success. 

As  1  could  only  work  during  the  night, 
I  affected  illness  as  a  reason  for  keeping, 
my  bed  during  the  day.  when  I  slept  pro- 
foundly and  refreshingly. 

The  non-success  of  all  my  efforts  to  in- 
terest di[)lomacy  in  my  cause,  was  just  be- 
ginning to  impress  me  with  a  sense  of 
gloom  and  despondency,  when  this  new  in- 
cident occnri-ed  to  rally  my  di'ooj)ing  cour- 
age. Life  had  now  an  object,  and  that,  if 
not  always  enough  for  happiness,  is  suffi- 
cient at  feast  to  rouse  those  energies,  which, 
when  stagnant,  produce  despair.  How  I 
longed  for  night  to  come  that  I  might  re- 
sume my  labor!  with  what  resolute  indus- 
try I  worked  on  during  the  dark  houi-s, 
only  ceasing  when  the  change  of  sentries 
brought  the  guard  close  beneath  my  win- 
dow, and  even  grudging  the  few  seconds 
thus  wasted.  With  what  delight  I  used  to 
measure  tlie  fissure  which,  at  first  only  deep 
enough  for  my  nail,  was  now  sufficient  to 
cover  the  file!  This  I  used  to  conceal  every 
morning  with  bread  colored  by  the  rusty 
powder  that  fell  from  the  filing,  so  that,  to 
all  seeming,  everything  was  in  its  usual 
order. 

This  was  almost  the  only  period  of  my 
life  in  which  I  remembered  my  father: 
from  some  siinihirit}'  in  our  condition,  per- 
haps, he  was  now  seldom  out  of  my 
thoughts.  I  used  to  wonder  if  he  were  still 
alive,  and  how  situated :  whether  he  was  yet 
a  convict  going  fofth  in  chains  to  daily 
toil,  or  a  ''  tickct-of-leave"  man,  working 
at  some  settlement  in  the  "Bush."     Did 


he  ever  think  of  me?  Did  he  ever  dream 
of  his  native  land,  or  wish  to  return  to  it, 
and  what  ])rospect  of  escape  did  fortune 
hold  out  to  him?  That,  after  all,  was  the 
great  link  whicii  bound  him  to  my  thoughts! 
was  there  any  silent  and  sympathizing 
Dutchman  to  take  pitv  on  his  ca[)tivity? 

At  the  close  of  tlie  fifth  week,  I  had  the 
inestimable  ])leasui-e  of  "reporting  the 
breach  practicable,"  or,  in  less  sounding 
phrase,  of  assuring  myself  that  the  miildle 
bar  of  the  window  was  removable  at  will, 
and  thus  a  free  egress  was  permitted  me  to 
an  extensive  terrace,  which,  with  a  low 
parapet,  overlooked  the  bay  for  miles.  This 
was  about  five-and-twenty  feet  fi-om  the 
ground,  and  was  guarded  beneath  by  a  sen- 
try, one  of  a  chain  of  sentinels,  whose 
"  watch  "  extended  round  the  entire  for- 
tress. The  descent  and  the  guard  were 
then  the  only  difficulties  which  now  re- 
mained to  be  overcome,  so  far,  at  least,  as 
mere  liberation  from  the  prison  walls  ex- 
tended. I  am  sure  1  invented  at  least  fifty 
clioice  stratagems,  which  afterthought  al- 
ways showed  me  were  perfectly  worthless.  I 
bethought  me  of  bribing  the  sentry  with 
the  few  gold  pieces  which  I  still  possessed; 
but  what  security  had  I  that  he  might  not 
resist  the  seduction,  or  betray  me  even  after 
receiving  the  money? 

The  fall,  too,  was  considerable:  iior  was 
there  anything  to  which  I  could  attach  my 
bedcdothes  to  lower  myself  to  the  ground. 
It  must  be  "a  drop,"  and  what  a  situation 
should  I  be  in  were  I  to  break  a  bojie,  or 
even  to  sprain  my  ankle  in  the  effort? 
Alas!  I  now  perceived  that  although  the 
most  laborious  portion  of  my  woi-k  was  ac- 
complished, the  most  difficult  still  remain- 
ed to  be  done. 

The  obstacles  to  mere  escape  were  suffi- 
ciently gi-eat  to  prevent  me  even  thinking 
of  the  course  to  be  pursued  after  1  reached 
the  ground  in  safety,  for  I  was  without 
friend,  shelter,  passport,  or  any  means  of 
disguise  or  concealment  whatever. 

I  jjondered  long  and  cai-efully  over  the 
question,  and  already  had  two  dreary  weeks 
passed  over  since  I  had  cut  thrt)ugh  the 
bar,  and  yet,  so  far  as  I  could  see.  no  nearer 
to  liberation  than  when  the  soliil  iron  en- 
closed me.  My  mind  began  to  sink  under 
the  fatigue  of  unceasing  contrivance,  and  a 
dreamy,  dreary  sense  of  hopelessness  seemed 
gaining  on  me.  It  had  been  a  dark,  cloudy 
day,  with  gusts  of  wind,  followed  by  inter- 
vals of  calm.  The  air  was  moist  and  heavy, 
and  charged  with  the  depressing  influences 
wliich  the  "mestrale,"  that  sickliest  of  all 
winds,  ever  brings.  Masses  of  leaden-col- 
ored clouds  floated  low  over  the  sea,  which 
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was  broken  into  a  short,  angry  ''  jobbe,'"  as 
if  after  a  storm. 

All  betokened  the  a})proach  of  a  gale  of 
wind,  and,  as  night  set  in,  the  signs  of  bad 
■  weather  tiiickened.  Scarcely  had  the  sun 
set,  when  it  became  dark  as  pitch;  the 
wind,  which  had  lulled  for  a  brief  space 
previous,  now  sprung  up,  and  the  sea  fretted 
and  chafed  against  the  rocks  with  that  pe- 
culiar sharp,  chirping  sound  that  presages 
*'wind."  The  clank  of  chain  cables — the 
plashing  noise  of  falling  anchors — the  loud 
shouts  of  the  sailors  as  they  prepared  to 
meet  the  gathering  storm,  even  now  heard 
— while,  in  the  changing  position  of  the 
different  lights  in  the  bay,  I  could  discern 
the  movements  of  the  various  vessels  as 
they  sought  shelter  or  made  ready  for  sea, 
in  expectation  of  the  "gale."  The  im- 
penetrable darkness,  the  roaring  wind,  the 
flashing  of  the  lights,  the  cries  of  the  sea- 
men, the  hurrying  of  feet  along  the  quays, 
and  the  sounds  of  different  boats'  crews 
departing  in  haste — all  gave  a  charm  to  a 
scene  of  which  the  obscurity  increased  the 
interest.  A  large  French  steamer  was  to 
have  sailed  that  night  for  Marseilles,  but  I 
overheard  a  voice  from  the  street  foretelling 
that  the  Gazonne  miglit  leave  without  her 
passengers,  "  as  no  one  would  go  on  board 
of  her  on  such  a  night."  A  red  lantern  at 
the  peak  indicated  the  vessel,  and  I  could 
see  that  she  had  changed  her  position  and 
"taken  up  a  berth  "farther  out  in  the  bay, 

I  cannot  tell  b}'-  what  instinct  I  selected 
her  as  a  peculiar  object  of  my  interest,  but 
so  it  was.  I  watched  her  unceasingly,  and 
rarely  took  my  eyes  from  the  quarter 
where  she  lay,  and  when  the  heaving 
motion  of  the  ''  red  light "  showed  that  she 
was  tossing  in  a  heavy  sea,  I  listened  too 
with  eagerness  to  catch  anything  from 
those  that  passed  beneath  that  might  con- 
cern this  vessel,  which  now  engrossed  all 
my  sympathy.  "  Were  1  once  but  on  board 
of  her,"  thought  I,  "  the  wildest  hurricane 
that  ever  blew  would  be  sweeter  to  me  than 
all  the  balmy  airs  that  ever  bore  the  odor 
of  orange  blossom  through  my  barred  win- 
dowl"  I  would  have  braved  the  stormiest 
seas,  the  maddest  gale,  shipwreck  itself, 
rather  than  longer  remain  the  helpless, 
hopeless  thing,  a  life  of  imprisonment 
was  making  of  me.  '■'  Would  that  the 
alternative  Avere  given  me,"  said  1  to 
myself;  "  the  free  choice  to  change  these 
four  walls  for  the  deck  over  which  the 
waves  are  dancing  in  foamy  sheets!  with 
what  a  thankful  heart  would  1  take  the 
offer." 

The  last  visit  of  the  turnkey,  who  came 
to  see  all  safe,  broke  in  for  a  moment  upon 


these  musings;  and  now  the  double-locked 
door,  and  his  retiring  footsteps,  told  me 
that  no  further  molestation  was  to  be  fear- 
ed; and  that  I  was,  at  least  till  daybreak, 
the  undisturbed  master  of  my  own  reveries. 
I  opened  the  window,  pushed  back  the  iron 
stancheon,  and  Avalked  out  npon  the  ter- 
race. It  was  a  night  of  storm  and  wild 
hurricane.  The  rain  swept  by  in  great 
plashes,  increasing  the  darkness,  and  min- 
gling its  hissing  noise  Avith  the  breaking 
crash  of  the  sea,  as  it  beat  furiously  against 
the  rocks.  The  dancing,  bobbing  motion 
of  the  lights  on  board  the  different  craft, 
showed  what  "a  sea"Avas  raging  in  the 
bay:  while,  even  in  the  city  itself,  the 
clatter  of  falling  tiles  and  chimneys,  told 
the  violence  of  the  gale.  I  stood  npon  the 
terrace;  and  as  the  rain  penetrated  my 
frail  garment,  and  the  wind  wafted  my  wet 
hair  across  my  cheeks,  I  felt  a  sense  of 
ecstacy  that  nothing  in  all  my  previous  life 
had  ever  equaled.  It  was  tlie  sensation  of 
freedom;  it  was  the  burst  of  delight  Avitli 
which  the  captive  welcomes  the  long-lost 
liberty.  ''Better  this,"  thought  I,  ''than 
the  snuggest  chamber  that  ever  called  itself 
a  prison." 

It  was  ])ast  the  hour  Avhen  any  further 
visit  from  the  turnkey  might  be  expected. 
Already  the  outer  door  of  my  chamber  had 
been  locked  and  barred  with  all  that  scru- 
pulous attention  to  noise  and  clank  that 
are  supposed  only  essential  in  a  melodrama. 
The  sentry  had  just  been  relieved  on  the 
esplanade  beneath  the  terrace,  so  that  I 
might  consider  myself  disencumbered  from 
all  fear  of  interruption  in  any  quarter.  I 
sat  down  upon  the  parapet,  and  peered  into 
the  dark  depth  below  me,  where  the  hazy 
glimmer  of  the  sentry's  lamp  served  to 
niai'k  the  height.  At  first  it  seemed  a  ter- 
rific drop;  but  after  a  while  I  began  to  sat- 
isfy myself  that  the  darkness  contributed 
to  this  effect:  and  as  my  sight  grew  more 
accustomed  to  the  gloom,  I  was  able  to 
trace  different  objects;  among  others,  the 
conical  roof  of  the  sentry-box,  at  a  distance 
of  scarcely  more  than  fifteen  feet  beneath 
me. 

Thus  far  I  could  reach  by  making  a  rope 
of  my  bed-clothes,  and  attach  one  end  to  a 
portion  of  the  battlement  of  the  parapet; 
but  how  should  I  venture  on  a  descent  in 
such  a  place?  how  risk  the  almost  certain- 
ty of  reca])ture  by  tlie  sentry  himself  ?  This 
Avas  a  formidable  difficulty,  and  demanded 
much  consideration;  and  yet  Avere  I  to  se- 
lect any  other  spot,  I  might  chance  to  be 
disabled  by  the  fall,  and  then  all  my  efforts 
were  fruitless,  since  a  broken  bone,  or  even 
a  sprained  ankle,  Avould  be  certain  ruin. 
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Never  was  a  knotty  point  more  canvass- 
ed, nor  the  clue  to  a  difficulty  more  zeal- 
ously searched  for!  As  generally  liap[)ens 
in  such  cases,  first  thoughts  are  best,  and 
the  bold  course  the  safest.  By  descending 
on  the  s.ntry-box,  I  should  at  least  reach 
the  ground  without  injury;  and  if  1  were 
to  have  a  "tussle  "  for  it  with  the  guard, 
it  would  be  without  the  disadvantage  of  a 
])revious  damage.  Besides  this,  the  inces- 
sant noise  of  the  tempest,  the  crashing  of 
the  sea,  and  tl;e  deep  booming  of  the  thun- 
der, gave  hopes  that  my  descent  might  be 
unheard.  Nay,  more — the  sound  of  my 
heavy  body  over  his  head,  would  be  rather 
an  admonition  to  stay  quietly  within  than 
risk  himself  outside,  to  the  danger  of  tum- 
bling tiles,  or  masses  of  masonry  from  the 
parapet.  The  more  I  reflected  n])on  this, 
the  clearer  I  saw  that  the  storm  was  a 
heaven-sent  accident  forme;  that  the  dark- 
ness, tlte  tumult,  and  the  deserted  streets, 
were  all  accessories  the  most  favorable;  and 
that  to  neglect  such  an  occasion  of  escape 
would  be  downright  madness.  If  I  took 
some  time  to  arrive  at  this  conclusion,  I 
made  up  for  the  delay  by  the  rapidity  of 
my  subsequent  movements.  I  hastily  re- 
turned to  my  room;  and  had  I  been  bred  a 
roiicniaker  my  two  slieets  and  counterpane 
could  not  have  been  fashioned  intoathree- 
sti'anded  lope  more  handily;  and  my  sailor's 
experience  favoring,  I  adjusted  the  cord  in 
a  "timber  hitch"  round  one  of  the  battle- 
ments, and  well  satisfied  myself  that  I 
might  trust  to  the  other  extremity — *'Con 
Cregan  and  his  fortunes." 

I  then  took  a  hurried  survey  of  my  room, 
— trimmed  my  lamp  that  it  might  burn  till 
morning,  secured  the  three  or  four  papers 
of  value  which  still  remained  to  me,  and 
then  issued  forth  to  my  enterprise. 

A  cannon-shot  from  the  bay  rung  out  as 
I  again  stepped  upon  the  terrace,  and  I  ac- 
cepted the  augury  as  an  omen  ol'  welcome. 
I  will  not  deny  that  my  hands  trembled  as 
I  examined,  for  the  last  time,  the  fasten- 
ing of  the  cord;  nor  do  I  seek  to  conceal, 
that  as  I  buttoned  my  coat,  the  beating  of 
my  heart  smote  heavily  against  my  fingers. 
I  even  hesitated  for  an  instant, — and  dur- 
ing that  instant,  brief  as  it  was,  I  could 
have  faced  death  itself  rather  than  the  un- 
certainty before  me.  The  weakness  passed 
quickly  away,  and  with  a  short  but  fervent 
lirayer,  1  graspi-d  the  I'opc  and  slipped 
noiselessly  over  the  carpet. 

A  sudden  gust  of  wind  swept  past  at  the 
moment,  and  swung  me  out  from  the  wall, 
as  though  I  had  been  a  thing  of  no  weight; 
calling  lor  all  my  strength  to  prevent  me 
from  being  blown  away  I  and  now,  I  was 


buffeted  about — tossed  here  and  thrown 
there,  with  a  violence  that  almost  dislo- 
cated every  joint  in  my  body.  The  jcik- 
ing  motion,  and  the  chafing  of  my  roj)e  on 
the  parapet,  made  me  tremble  for  mv  se- 
curity, and  not  without  cause;  for  in' one 
great  swing,  in  which  I  described  an  arc  no 
other  pendulum,  living  or  dead,  ever  com- 
l)assed  before,  I  came  back  with  such  force 
against  the  roof  of  the  sentry-box,  striking 
it  with  both  my  feet  together  at  the  same 
instant,  that  my  cord  sna])i)ed  short  in  the 
very  center. 

The  force  of  my  fall,  added  to  the  pre- 
vious blow,  capsized  the  sentry-box,  and  I 
came  to  the  ground  along  with  it,  in  a 
state  of  fright,  that  even  to  this  very  hour 
I  cannot  recall  without  shuddering.  Half- 
stunned  by  the  fall — bruised  and  almost 
lifeless  froui  terror,  I  sat  there  waiting  for 
the  moment  when  tlie  sentry  would  issue 
forth  and  seize  me;  nor  was  it  till  after  the 
lapse  of  several  minutes  that  I  perceived 
that  the  soldier  was  in  a  trap,  the  weighty 
sentry-box  had  fallen  over  on  the  front, 
and  effectually  debarred  him  from  any 
chance  of  self-extrication. 

I  stooped  over  to  listen,  but  all  was  still; 
he  never  sjioke  a  word — iirobably  stunned 
by  the  shock,  or  he  might  have  fainted 
from  terror.  Whatever  the  cause,  neither 
my  humanity  nor  my  curiosity  cared  to  ex- 
plore further;  but  rising  to  my  feet,  and 
ascertaining  to  my  inexpressible  delight 
that  I  was  uninjured,  I  set  off  at  full  speed 
toward  the  shore.  The  sea  suggested  es- 
cape, and  thither  I  bent  my  way  without 
thinking  more  on  the  matter. 

I  could  see  from  the  hurried  movement 
of  lights  along  the  l)ier,  that  boats  were 
rajjidly  leaving  for  the  various  shijis  in  the 
harbor.  To  get  on  board  any  of  these,  no 
matter  what,  or  whither  bound,  was  all  my 
object, — a  Tunis  pirate,  or  a  Malay  i)row, 
would  have  been  a  happy  exchange  for  the 
black  i)rison  at  .Malaga. 

I  had  almost  run  myself  out  of  breath, 

v.dien  I  came  u])  with  a  knot  of  some  dozen 

peojile  who  were  hastening  onward  as  fast 

as  they  could.     Two  heavily  laden  barrows 

with   luggage,  and  a  multitude  of  cloaks, 

shawls,  and  mantles,  pronounced  tliem  to 

be  travelei's:  and  I  soon  collected  from  the 

expressions  dropped  by  the  boatmen,  that 

they  were  about  to  embark  in  the  French 

[Steamer  for  Leghorn.     Mingling  with  the 

!  grou]i,  which  the  darkness  freely  ])erniitted, 

i  heai'd  a  voice  say  in  English,  something 

I  about  the  weather;  and  now  listening  more 

attentively,  I  picked  up  that  they  were  an 

I  English  family  hurrying  to  Pisa,  to  see  a 

'son,  whose    failing   health   gave   them   no 
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time  for  tlcla}-.  I  oathcred  too,  tliat  tlic 
packet,  wliicli  should  not  Iiave  started  till 
the  next  day,  was  now  leaving  suddenly: 
the  capLaiu  having  sent  a  message  to  say 
that  he  had  iletermined  to  put  to  sea 
rather  than  ride  out  the  gale  so  near  shore. 

The  travelers  were  mingling  their  com- 
plaints at  this  peremptory  summons,  with 
others  over  the  absence  of  their  courier, 
who  had  got  leave  to  see  some  of  his 
friends  about  a  league  away,  and  must  now 
inevitably  be  left  behind.  In  the  course 
of  their  lamen tings,  I  could  learn  tluit  they 
had  only  engaged  the  man  the  evening  be- 
fore at  the  recommendation  of  the  land- 
lord, and  had  scarcely  seen  him  above  a 
couple  of  times. 

In  fact,  except  that  he  was  an  Italian, 
and  his  name  lialfaelo,  they  knew  nothing 
about  him.  At  last  they  reached  the  jetty 
where  the  boat  lay,  and  now  I  could  hear 
their  discussion,  whether  it  were  better  to 
leave  the  courier's  effects  behind  or  take 
them  ou,  in  the  hope  that  he  might  yet 
come  up. 

"  He's  a  smart  fellow,  ar/d  depend  upon  it 
he'll  be  here  before  we  sail,"  said  a  young 
man  of  the  party. 

*' Xo,  no,"  cried  another,  'Mie'U  never 
hear  a  word  of  the  packet  till  she's  half 
way  to  Leghorn." 

"  What  did  you  tell  him,  William?"  ask- 
ed an  elderly  lad}^ 

"  To  be  back  by  six  o'clock  to-morrow 
morning,"  said  the  first  speaker. 

"Ay.  but  in  what  language  did  you 
speak?" 

"I  spoke  Italian,  and  afterwards  I  said 
it  in  French,  for  he  doesn't  know  one  word 
of  English." 

This  was  all  I  wanted;  I  slipped  noise- 
lessly away,  and  retiring  to  some  distance 
behind  the  party,  waited  till  I  saw  them 
descend  the  stairs  to  the  boat.  This  occu- 
pied some  time,  for  the  party  were  nume- 
rous, and  their  trunks  and  portmanteaus 
were  without  end.  At  last,  just  as  the  word 
to  shove  off  was  given,  I  dashed  forward  at 
the  top  of  my  speed,  crying  out  in  Spanish, 
^'  Hold  fast  thei'c!  wait  for  the  courier." 

"  What's  the  matter?  "  asked  one  of  the 
Englishmen. 

"  A  courier,  Scfior,"  said  a  sailor,  "  wants 
to  come  with  us. 

"Oh,  liaffaello,  by  Georgel "  exclaimed 
the  other;  '•'  I  knew  he'd  be  up:  put  back, 
men.  he  belongs  to  us." 

'*  Pardon,  signori,"  said  I,  stepjjing  light- 
ly over  the  gunwale,  "I  have  had  a  sharp 
run  for  it;  "  and  away  we  went!  Seated  on  a 
greatcoat  of  black  sheepskin,  which  from  its 
style  and  cut  I  knew  must  liave  belonged  to 


my  })redeccssor,  Raffaello,  I  could  see  the 
rapid  passage  of  lights  on  the  shore  in  the  di  - 
rection  of  my  late  prison,  and  at  last  could 
detect  one  glimmering  from  a  part  of  the 
building  where  my  cell  stood.  The  roll  of 
drums  beating  to  arms  was  soon  heard, 
and  it  was  evident  to  me  that  my  escape 
had  become  known — that  the  garrison  of 
the  fortress  was  on  the  alert  to  recajjlure 
me.  Although  fully  a  mile  from  land,  and 
rowing  with  all  the  vigor  of  twelve  stout 
sailors  towards  a  vessel  whose  steam  was  al- 
ready whizzing  through  the  escape  funnel, 
my  heart  almost  sank  within  me  from  very 
fear;  and  rather  than  be  retaken,  I  woukl 
have  jumped  into  the  boiling  tide  that 
swelled  and  broke  around  me. 

The  sailors  more  tlum  once  relaxed  their 
efforts  to  watch  what  was  going  forward  on 
shore;  and  how  fervently  did  1,  in  silence, 
curse  their  curiosit}'.  Externally,  how- 
ever, I  maintained  my  calm  demeanor,  and 
even  ventured  to  conjecture  that  a  fire  must 
have  broken  out  in  the  fortress,  such  was 
the  commotion  and  excitement  discernible 
in  that  quarter. 

Another  suggested  the  possibility  of  its 
being  some  prisoner  that  had  made  his  es- 
cape,— a  notion  which  I  took  occasion  to 
ridicule,  by  averring  that  the  Carccl  was 
reputed  to  be  the  strongest  prison  in  Spain, 
and  an  instance  of  evasion  altogether  nn- 
know.n. 

Thus  chatting  w'e  reached  the  steamer. 
To  my  intense  delight  the  anchor  was  al- 
ready weighed;  and  scarcely  had  we  mount- 
ed the  ladder,  than  she  broached  round, 
head  to  sea,  and  clove  through  the  water 
like  a  fish. 

Every  plunge  of  the  great  ship  shook  the 
strong  timbers,  and  made  her  huge  frame- 
work tremble,  sending  a  thrill  of  pleasui'e 
through  me.  With  each  mountain  wave 
that  rolled  past,  I  saw  my  chance  of  safety 
increase,  and  knew  that  no  boat — manned 
by  Spaniards  at  least,  Avould  dare  pursuit 
in  such  a  storm.  I  had  abundant  leisure 
for  these  reflections,  since  my  "masters" 
had  only  time  to  get  on  board  when  they 
retired  to  their  berths  overcome  by  sea- 
sickness, so  that  I  Avas  at  full  liberty  to  in- 
dulge my  own  thoughts,  and  dispose  of  my- 
self without  the  slightest  interruption. 
From  a  smart  little  French  maid  I  learned 
that  the  family  was  called  Grimes, — tliat 
they  had  recently  come  from  England,  by 
way  of  Gibraltar,  where  one  of  the  sons, 
now  with  them,  was  quartered  with  his 
regiment.  That  the  party  consisted  of  a 
w^dow  lady,  with  three  daughters,  and  two 
sons. — a  third  being  the  invalid  at  Pisa. 
They  were  rich,  good  sort  of  folks,  very  ig- 
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nonint  of  tlie  Continent,  very  credulous, 
and  altogether  a  satisfuctory  kind  of  con- 
nection lor  a  cunning  French  femme-de- 
dtatnhre  and  a  roguish  courier  to  fall  in 
with.  'Phis  latter  fact  MadcnioisellL'  Vir- 
ginio  insisted  u])on  with  no  small  degree  of 
Hi'lf-gratulation,  giving  me  to  understand 
that  we  might  have  a  very  thriving  career 
as  fellow-laborers  in  the  same  vineyard. 

Iler  sketches  of  English  life,  manners, 
and  prejudices  were  not  a  little  amusing; 
while  the  rules  she  laid  down  for  the  due 
management  and  control  of  her  masters, 
were  a  perfect  chapter  in  domestic  Machia- 
velism.  There  had  once  been  a  time  when 
I  would  have  enlisted  willingly  under  such 
a  banner — glad  to  reach  the  upper  story  of 
life,  even  by  such  a  back  stair;  but  now 
that  I  had  tasted  the  glorious  supremacy  of 
command  myself, — that  I  had  reveled  in 
the  m.istery  of  a  great  household, — that  I 
had  rolled  along  in  my  own  chariot,  clothed 
ill  line  linen  and  faring  sumptuously  every 
day,  I  felt  my  return  to  a  menial  situation 
a  degradation  unendurable.  1  determined 
that,  once  in  Italy,  I  would  escape  from 
tile  thraldom  of  such  servitude,  come  what 
might  of  it. 

By  long  dwelling  on  the  theme,  I  had 
contrived  to  impress  myself  with  the  most 
pi-ofound  conviction  that  I  was  a  much  in- 
jured individual — that  my  case,  if  not  suf- 
ficient for  a  war  with  Spain,  was  a  fair 
ground  for  a  parliamentaiy  "  flare-up," 
angry  diplomatic  notes,  and  Heaven  knows 
wiiat  threats  of  cur  outraged  Foreign 
Office,  Tiiat  a  man  with  such  a  glorious 
grievance  should  sink  down  into  a  courier 
— to  wrangle  with  landlords,  bully  waiters, 
and  flirt  with  the  "maid  in  the  rumble," 
was  not  to  be  thought  of.  I  felt  that  I  was 
sworn  at  Ilighgate,  and  destined  for  the  in- 
side of  the  traveling-carriage,  and  not  the 
"out." 

Scai'cely  were  we  arrived  at  Lcglioni,  and 
instalkni  at  the  San  Marco,  than  I  began  to 
}>repare  for  my  emancipation; — a  bold  stej), 
considei'ing  that  all  the  available  resources 
I  ])ossessed  was  a  ruby  ring  set  round  with 
brilliants,   which   I   had  concealed  in   my 
ca[)    along    with    my    jiapers.     I    was    ad- 
monished to  lose  no  time  in  my  departure, 
by   remarking   that   another   packet  from 
Malaga  was  expected  within  a  week,  which  | 
])robably  would  convey  the  rightful  courier  I 
in  search  of  his  missing  baggage,  and  I  was  | 
by  no  means  desirous  of  being  confronted  j 
with  the  real  Simon  Pure. 

I  am  not  sure  that  this  latter  considera-l 
tion  did  not   weigh   most  with   me  in   the 
matter — since  the  novelty  of  my  situation 
and    the    sense    of    its    creature-comforts 


!  might  have  induced  me  to  linger  a  little 
I  longer  in  a  capacity  even  as  humble.  With 
sucfi  j)eople  as  the  Grimes's  the  courier  was 
supreme,  and  his  rule  despotic.  From  the 
hour  at  wlrich  they  weie  to  dine,  to  wjiat 
I  they  weie  to  eat — how  they  wei'e  to  spend 
the  day — what  to  see,  and  what  to  avoid, 
were  all  at  liis  dictation;  while  from  the 
'landlord  came  a  perfect  volley  of  civilities 
that  plainly  showed  who  was  the  real  per- 
sonage to  whom  adulation  was  due.  If 
my  masters  dined  on  a  chicken,  1  fed  upon 
ortolans;  while  they  made  wry  faces  over 
their  "Chiante,"  I  luxuriated  on  Chateau 
La  Rose  or  Chambertin.  For  my  table 
were  reserved  the  oysters  of  Venice,  the 
fresh  "sardines"  of  Gorgona — the  delicate 
mutton  of  Pistoja — the  delicious  Becafica  of 
the  Val  d'Arno,  while  Piscia  was  ransacked 
for  my  dessert,  till  I  saw  myself  suirounded 
with  rarities,  that  even  in  my  great  days  I 
scarcely  dreamed  of. 

!  There  was  a  kind  of  "abandon"  too  in 
this  mode  of  life  that  pleased  me  well, — a 
deligtitful  sense  of  irresponsibility  ])ervaded 
every  thing  I  did,  or  imagined. 
}  The  courier  knows  nothing  of  that  hesi- 
tation which  besets  his  master  at  the 
thought  of  some  costly  indulgence.  He 
neither  doubts  nor  denies  himself.  The 
Emperor  of  Russia  may  have  bespoke  the 
post-horses,  but  he  knows  how  to  bribe 
even  against  the  Czar  himself,  and  would 
intrigue  for  the  fish  intended  for  a  canli- 
nai's  Friday  dinner.  He  is  perhaps  the 
only  traveler  who  is  indifferent  to  the  bill: 
nay,  he  even  glories  in  its  extravagance,  as 
increasing  his  own  percentage.  1  was  be- 
ginning to  see  and  appreciate  all  these  ad- 
vantages when  caution  admonished  me  to 
escape.  The  real  Raffaello  was  doubtless 
alreadv  at  sea,  and  might  arrive  ere  I  had 
evacuated  the  territory. 

I  only  waited  to  see  "  my  family  ''  snug- 
ly housed  at  Pisa,  when  I  iiroceeded  to 
tender  my  resignation.  It  was  very  flatter- 
ing to  my  vanity  to  see  the  distress  my 
announcement  created.  They  evidently 
felt  like  a  ciew  about  to  be  deserted  by  the 
pilot  in  a  difliciilt  navigation.  They  were 
but  inditfereiit  linguists,  and  worse  travel- 
ers; and  I  almost  repenteil  of  my  resolve 
as  I  perceived  the  dismay  "it  occasioned, — 
the  full  measure  of  which  I  was  admitted 
to  witness,  since — from  my  supposed  igno- 
rance of  English — they  discussed  the  ques- 
tion very  freely  in  my  jn-esence. 

"  Docs  he  say  he's  dissatisfied  with  his 
situation?"  asked  the  old  lady. 

•'It  is  ditlicult  to  make  out  what  he 
means,  mamma."  rejilied  a  daughter. 

"These    fellows   are  always   intriguing 
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for    liiglier    wages,"    observed     the    sub- 
altern. 

"  Or  to  engage  with  ]K'oi)1c  of  greater 
con.-!ef|nence,"  remarked  the  second  son. 

'*  We  had  better  send  for  'the  tutor, 
mamma ;  he  speaks  French  better  than  we 
do.'- 

This  ])r()])ositi()n — albeit  not  accepted  as 
a  compliment  to  themselves  by  the  two 
brothers — was  at  last  acceded  to,  and,  after 
a  l)rief  delay,  the  individual  in  question 
made  his  a[)pearance.  To  avoid  any  sem- 
blance of  understanding  what  went  forward, 
I  stood  in  patient  silence,  not  even  turning 
my  head  in  the  direction  where  the  family 
were  now  grouped  around  the  "Drago- 
man." 

"You  are  to  find  out  what  he  wants," 
said  the  old  lady,  eagerly.  "  Say  that  we 
are  perfectly  satisfied  with  him;  and  if  it 
be  an  increase " 

"That  he'll  not  get  a  sous  more  with  my 
consent,"  broke  in  the  sub.  "'  He  receives 
already  more  than  a  captain  in  the  line." 

"I  only  know  that  1  never  had  as  much 
to  spend  at  Cambridge,"  echoed  the  other. 

"  They  are  always  extravagantly  paid," 
said  the  elder  daugliter. 

"  The  creatures  give  themselves  such 
airs,"  observed  number  two. 

"And  when  they  are  at  all  well-looking 
they're  intolerable,"  broke  in  number 
three,  who  had  been  coolly  scanning  me 
through  her  eye-glass. 

The  tutor  by  this  time  had  evidently 
received  his  instructions  in  full,  and 
beckoned  me  to  follow  bim  into  a  small 
room  adjoining  the  saloon.  I  obeyed  ; 
and  scarcely  had  the  door  closed  upon  us 
than  I  started,  and  broke  out  into  an 
involuntary  exclamation  of  surprise.  The 
individual  before  me  was  no  other  than  my 
first  friend — the  kind  youth  who  had 
taken  me  by  the  hand  at  the  very  outset  of 
my  career — the  student  of  Trinity,  Dublin, 
named  Lyndsay. 

As  I  perceived  that  he  did  not  recognize 
me,  I  had  time  enough  to  observe  him 
well,  and  mark  the  change  which  more 
than  twelve  years  had  wrought  upon  him. 
Tiiough  still  young,  anxiety  and  mental 
exertion  had  worn  him  into  premature  age. 
His  eye  was  dulled,  his  cheeks  pale  and 
sunken,  and  in  his  manner  there  was  that 
timid  hesitation  that  stood  abnshed  in  the 
presence  of  my  own  cool  effrontery.  I 
could  see  easily  that  the  man  of  thought 
and  reflection  was  succumbing  before  the 
man  of  action  and  of  the  world,  and  I  was 
selfish  enough  to  revel  in  the  triumph. 

In  a  low  diffident  voice  he  ]n-oceeded  to 
ask  me  if  there  was  anything  in  the  nature 


of  my  situation  that  induced  me  to  quit  a 
service  where  I  had  given  the  fullest  satis- 
faction. 

I  replied  by  an  easy  caress  of  my  long 
black  moustache,  and  a  certain  expressive 
gesture  of  the  shoulders,  meant  to  convey 
that  my  objections  were  of  a  nature  that 
did  not  admit  exactly  of  discussion — rather 
questions  of  delicate  personal  feeling  than 
of  actual  difficulty.  Hinted  that  I  had 
rarely  served  anything  less  than  a  royal 
highness,  and  feared  that  I  should  be  likely 
to  injure  myself — of  degenerating  into  an 
easy  and  familiar  manner,  by  associating 
with  those  so  nearly  of  my  own  level. 

I  saw  the  blood  mantle  in  the  pale  cheek 
of  the  student  as  he  listened  to  this  im- 
pertinence, and  thought  that  I  could  mark 
the  struggle  that  was  passing  within  him, 
while  in  a  calm  collected  tone  he  said  "that 
those  were  questions  on  which  he  could  not 
give  any  opinion;  and  that,  if  I  desired  to 
leave,  of  course  no  further  objections  would 
be  offered.  Might  I  ask,"  added  he,  with 
a  manner  where  a  most  courteous  polite- 
ness prevailed, — "might  I  ask  what  are 
the  qualifications  of  a  person  in  your  con- 
dition of  life  ?" 

"I  think,"  replied  I,  "that  I  appreciate 
the  meaning  of  your  question.  You  would 
ask  by  what  right  a  man  humbly  born,  edu- 
cated to  mere  menial  duties,  can  aspire  to 
the  position  and  the  pay  a  courier  claims. 
I  am  willing  to  tell  you.  To  begin  then  : — 
He  must  be  familiar  with  the  geography  of 
Europe — I  speak  here  of  the  merely  Conti- 
nental courier — he  must  know  the  bound- 
aries, the  high  roads,  the  coinage,  the 
customs,  the  privileges  of  every  petty  state, 
from  the  smallest  principality  of  Germany 
to  the  greatest  sovereignty  of  a  czar.  He 
must  know  the  languages,  not  as  scholars 
and  grammarians  know  them,  but  in  all 
their  dialects  and  'patois.'  It  is  not 
enough  that  he  has  learned  the  tongue  in 
which  Dante  wrote,  or  Metastasio  sung  ; 
he  must  speak  Venetian  and  Milanese, 
Neapolitan  and  Piedmontese.  He  should 
know  the  low  German  of  the  Black  Forest, 
the  Wiener  dialect  of  the  Austrian,  and 
talk  every  gradation  of  French,  from  the 
frontiers  of  Flanders  to  the  wine-groves  of 
Provence  and  Auvergne.  He  must  be  as 
familiar  with  every  city  of  Europe  as 
thougii  it  were  his  birthplace  ;  with  the 
churches,  the  galleries,  their  monuments, 
and  their  history.  He  must  know  the 
delicacies  of  each  land,  and  every  rarity  it 
can  produce  for  the  palate  of  the  epicure. 
He  must  be  a  connoisseur  in  wine,  pic- 
tures, china,  cuisine,  statuary,  engravings, 
armor,     ancient    furniture,    manuscripts, 
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horseflesh,  the  di'ama,  and  iJolieiniaii  gla^s; 
able  to  pack  a,  trunk,  or  expatiate  uj)on  a 
Titian ;  to  illustrate  a  fresco,  to  cheat  a 
custom-house,  to  bully  a  prefect,  make  an 
omelette,  ride  postilion.  These,  with  a 
running  knowledge  of  international  law, 
and  the  Code  Xapoleon,  and  some  skill  in 
all  the  minor  operations  of  surgery  — these 
are  a  brief  summary  of  a  courier's  quali- 
lications." 

''And  do  you  tell  me,  friend,"  said  he 
earnestly,  "  that  you  can  do  all  this  ?" 

"  Indilferently  well,"  said  I,  carelessl3\ 
"There  ai-e,  doubtless,  others  who  have 
gained  a  higher  proficiency  in  the  craft  ; 
but  as  I  am  still  young,  I'll  not  despair  of 
future  eminence." 

He  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  leaned  his 
head  upon  his  hand. 

I  fancied  I  could  read  what  was  passing 
in  his  mind,  and  at  a  hajjliazard,  said, 
"  You  ai"c  contrasting  the  catalogue  with 
that  of  your  own  requirements,  and  per- 
hai)S  asking  yourself  to  what  end  all  the 
midnight  toil  of  scholarship?  Avhy  have  I 
labored  hard  with  aching  brow  arid  fevered 
heart,  when  one  with  vulgar  attainments 
like  these — the  scattered  fragments — the 
crumbs  that  fall  from  the  table  of  real 
knowledge,  can  secure  a  better  livelihood 
and  more  real  independence  than  myself  ; 
and  the  reason  is,  mine  are  marketable 
wares  that  find  purchasers  in  every  class, 
and  among  every  gradation  of  society. 
'My  lord 'must  have  his  courier;  so  must 
the  rich  cotton-spinner  or  the  barrister  on 
his  wedding-tour.  The  wealthy  dowager, 
the  blooming  widow,  the  ex-minister  trav- 
eling for  'distraction,'  the  yourig  heir 
journeying  for  dissipation.  The  prelate, 
the  banker,  the  ruined  duke,  the  newly- 
enriched  mill-owner — all,  however  differ- 
ing in  other  points,  agree  in  this  one  want, 
and  must  have  one  wiio  will  think  for  them 
and  speak  for  them,  bargain  and  bully  for 
them,  assert  their  rank  and  imporUmce 
wherever  thev  appear;  so  that  of  the  ob- 
stacles of  travel,  its  difficulties  and  contra- 
rieties, they  shoidd  know  as  little  as 
though  their  road  lay  between  London  and 
Croydon."' 

"  Still  it  is  a  puzzle  to  me,"  sighed  the 
young  man,  "how  these  people  achieve 
the  attainments  you  speak  of.  Even  a 
smattering  of  such  knowledge  would  seem 
to  require  both  time  and  study." 

"They  have  but  a  smattering,"  said  1; 
"yet  it  is  gained  exactly  in  the  very  school 
where  such  small  proficiency  goes  farthest 
— 'the  world' — and  which  you  will  one 
day  discover  has  its  sources  of  knowledge, 
its  tests  of  ability,  ay,  and  its  degrees  of 


I  honoi-,  marked  out  as  palpably  as  Oxford 
and  Cambridge.  Tlicre  is  this  advantage, 
too,  sir,  over  the  university — the  track  in 
which  you  are  to  travel  is  marked  out  for 
you — you  must  not  stray  to  the  right  or  to 
the  left;  while  in  'the  world'  the  field  of 
direction  is  wide,  open,  and  expatided; 
there's  a  ])ath  for  every  one,  if  they'll  only 
look  for  it." 

lie  started  as  I  said  these  words;  and  as 
his  cheeks  flushed  up,  he  said,  "I  remem- 
ber once  upon  a  time  hearing  those  very 
words  from  a  ])oor  friendless  boy  in  my 
own  country,  lie  was  setting  out,  as  he 
said,  to  seek  his  fortune,  and  his  whole 
stock  in  life  was  the  hope  insjiired  by  that 
sentiment." 

"  And  what  became  of  him?" 

"  I  never  could  learn, — he  disappeared 
suddenly, — and  whether  he  enlisted  into 
some  regiment  abroad,  or  died  at  home,  I 
never  ascertained." 

"  Then  I  can  tell  you,  sir, — he  now 
stands  before  you,  the  same  whom  once 
yon  so  kindly  succored!  the  houseless, 
friendless  child,  whom  you  ]irotected  and 
sheltei'ed — I  am  Con  Cregan." 

It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  the  be- 
wilderment of  poor  Lyndsay,  as  I  said  this; 
he  sat  down,  closed  his  eyes,  opened  them 
again,  rubbed  them,  stared  at  me,  tried  to 
speak,  and  at  last,  rising  up,  grasped  my 
hand  warmly,  and  cried,  "  Then  of  course 
you  remember  my  name?" 

"  I  could  waw-'V  forget  it,  !Mr.  Lyndsay," 
said  I,  affectionately. 

This  was  enough,  and  he  now  shook  me 
by  both  hands  with  all  the  Avarmth  of  old 
friendship. 

As  he  was  madly  eager  to  learn  the  story 
of  my  life,  an-d  as  I  was  bent  on  my  de- 
parture by  the  morning  mail  for  Genoa, 
we  agreed  to  meet  at  an  hour  when  the 
household  had  retired  to  bed;  meanwhile 
he  was  to  charge  himself  with  the  office  of 
making  an  explanation  to  the  family,  and 
informing  them  that  matters  of  nrgency 
required  my  jiresence  at  Paris  without  de- 
lay.    Til  is  iigreed  n]ion,  we  separated. 

The  entire  night  we  passeil  in  talking, 
for  he  insisted  ujion  hearing  my  adventures 
from  the  very  hour  we  had  ]iarted  com- 
pany in  Dublin,  down  to  the  momeilt  we 
were  tben  seated  together.  It  was  evi- 
dent, at  times,  from  the  tone  of  question- 
ing, that  he  accepted  several  of  my  state- 
ments at  least  as  doubtful,  but  gradually, 
as  he  discovered  my  acquaintance  with  va- 
rious languages,  the  knowledge  I  possessed 
of  different  j-emote  countries,  their  habits 
and  natural  jjroductions,  this  incredulity 
gave  way,  and  when  finally  I  produced  the 
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letters  of  tlic  H;iV!inn;ih  bunker,  with  the 
receipts  for  my  instalments,  he  showed 
that  every  shade  of  hesitation  had  vanished, 
and  tiiat  he  no  longer  entertained  a  doubt 
of  my  veracity. 

As  the  hour  of  separating  drew  nigh,  he 
turned  tiie  subject  to  my  own  immediate 
requirements,  and  although  I  assured  him 
that  my  ring,  which  I  had  already  disposed 
of,  was  sufficient  for  all  immediate  Avants, 
lie  insisted  upon  my  accepting  a  loan  of 
one  hundred  dollars,  to  bo  repaid,  as  he 
himself  said,  "wlien  I  resumed  my  count- 
ship."  These  were  his  parting  words  as  I 
ascended  to  the  roof  of  the  diligence. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

••  A  NEW   WALK    IN    PKOGKESSFVE   LIFE." 

I  WILL  not  trespass  on  my  reader's  pa- 
tience with  the  details  of  my  journey,  nor 
ask  him  to  form  acquaintance  with  any  of 
those  pleasant  traveling  companions  whose 
whims,  caprices,  and  merry  fancies  light- 
ened the  road.  The  company  of  a  diligence 
is  a  little  Avorld  in  all  its  features  of  selfish- 
ness, apathy,  trustfulness,  credulity,  and 
unbelief.  It  has  its  mock  humilities  and 
absui'd  pretensions  even  more  glaringly  dis- 
played than  every-day  life  exhibits  them. 
Enough,  then,  if  I  say  that  ours  were  fair 
specimens  of  the  class,  and  when,  on  arriv- 
ing at  the  Messageries  Itoyales,  the  heavy 
"conveniency '' deposited  ns  in  the  court, 
we  shook  hands  all  round  ere  separating, 
like  people  who  were  well  pleased  when  to- 
gether, but  yet  not  broken-hearted  at  the 
thought  of  parting. 

And  now  I  found  myself  at  Paris,  that 
glorious  capital  whose  very  air  is  the  cham- 
]>agne  of  atmospheres,  and  where,  amid  the 
brilliant  objects  so  lavishly  thrown  on  every 
side,  even  the  poor  man  forgets  his  poverty, 
and  actually  thinks  he  has  some  share  in 
the  gorgeous  scene  around  him.  I  heaved 
one  heavy  sigh,  from  the  very  bottom  of  my 
heart,  as  I  tliought  what  might  have  been 
the  condition  in  which  I  could  once  have 
rolled  along  these  same  streets,  and  with 
this  brief  tribute  to  the  ])ast  I  trudged  along 
towards  the  embassy.  All  my  hope  lay  in 
tlie  pros})ect  of  an  interference  on  the  part 
of  tlie  English  Government,  and  the  de- 
mand of  an  indemnification  for  my  loss. 

After  some  little  delay,  and  a  slight  cate- 
chizing on  the  part  of  a  bulky  porter  in 
scarlet  livery,  I  was  admitted  to  a  room 
where  a  number  of  people,  chiefly  couriers 
and  "Laquais  de  Place/'  were  assembled, 


to  obtain  signatures  or  passports,  and  who 
were  summoned  from  time  to  time  to  enter 
an  inner  chamber  where  the  official  sat. 
My  turn  came  at  length,  and  with  a  heart 
almost  swelling  to  suffocation,  I  entered. 

"For  England,  I  suppose,"  said  a  pale, 
young  gentleman,  with  black  moustaches, 
not  looking  up  from  the  table,  Avherehesat 
reading  his  Galignani. 

"  Xo,  sir,  mine  is  not  a  passport  case.  I 
am  here  to  make  a  charge  against  the 
Spanish  Government  for  false  imprison- 
ment and  spoliation." 

The  young  gentleman  raised  his  head, 
and  stared  at  me  fixedly  for  a  couple  of 
seconds,  and  then,  in  the  most  silvery  of  ac- 
cents, said,  "Be  good  enough  to  repeat 
what  you  have  said." 

I  did  so:  adding,  "as  my  case  has  occu- 
pied the  attention  of  the  Foreign  Office  for 
some  time  back,  you  may  possibly  have 
heard  of  my  name — Count  Cregan." 

The  youth  sprang  up  from  his  chair,  and 
hastened  into  another  room,  whence  I 
could  hoar  loud  shouts  of  laughter  imme- 
diately proceeding. 

"No,  no,  Barrington,"  said  a  deeper  and 
an  older  voice.  "I  don't  want  to  see  the 
fellow,  and  I  advise  you  to  get  rid  of  him 
at  once.  He'll  be  a  bore  to  us  every  day  of 
the  week,  if  you  give  him  the  slightest  en- 
couragement." 

"But  is  there  really  nothing  in  his 
case?" 

"Nothing  whatever;  he  is  a  downright 
impostor." 

"  But  Puzzleton  certainly  corresponded 
with  him." 

"  Of  course  he  did,  to  prevent  the  oppo- 
sition making  a  handle  of  his  case  in  'the 
House; '  but  he  soon  saw  that  the  whole 
thing  was  a  trum])ed-up  charge;  and  as  we 
want  to  go  on  smoothly  with  the  JNIadrid 
Government,  it  would  be  absurd  to  disturb 
our  relations  for  the  sake  of  a  fellow  like 
this." 

"  Oh,  that's  it,"  said  the  attache,  catch- 
ing a  faint  glimmering  of  the  secret  ma- 
chinery of  diplomacy. 

"  To  be  sure,"  added  the  other;  "  if  we 
wanted  a  grievance,  that  man's  would  do 
as  well  as  another;  i)ut  there  is  no  need  to 
hold  him  over,  we  can  always  catch  the 
Spaniards  tripping  when  we  want  it.  My 
advice  is,  therefore,  get  rid  of  him.  Say 
that  he  must  embody  his  statement  in  the 
form  of  a  memorial,  supported  by  whatever 
he  can  adduce  in  the  way  of  evidence;  that 
a  personal  interview  can  lead  to  nothing; 
and,  in  fact,  dismiss  him  in  the  usual 
way. " 

And  with  these  lucid  instructions — given 
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in  a  tojio  f;ir  too  loud  to  be  dii)loiii;itic — 
tlio  attache  ix-tunied  to  the  room  wlieio  1 
waited. 

"  You'll  have  to  reduce  this  to  writing, 
Count  Cregati,"  said  he,  standing  with  his 
back  to  the  fire,  and  assuming  an  air  that 
he  fancied  was  quite  that  of  a  'J'alleyrand, 
''something  in  the  form  of  a  memorial, 
you  understand." 

"  I  have  already  done  so,  unsuccess- 
fully," said  I,  shortly. 

"  Ahl — wasn't  aware,"  siglied  the  young 
gentleman,  stroking  his  moustache. 

"  The  Secretary  of  Foreign  Atfairs  ac- 
knowledged the  receipt  of  my  statement, 
and  at  one  time  held  out  some  hoi)e  of 
redress." 

"  Ah,  indeed!  "  echoed  the  other. 

"The  state  of  our  relations  with  Spain, 
however,"  added  I,  *'  Viot  requiring  a  griev- 
ance just  then,  my  case  was  naturally 
shelved." 

lie  started,  bit  his  li[),  and  evinced  un- 
mistakable signs  of  being  ill  at  ease.  "In 
fact,"  resumed  I,  growing  warmer  as  I 
proceeded,  "  no  further  notice  was  taken 
of  me  than  what  bai'cly  sutliced  to  take  my 
case  out  of  the  liands  of  Opposition  mem- 
bers. I  was  assuuied  to  be  an  impostor, 
because  the  moment  was  not  favorable  to 
believe  me  honest.  Good  diplomacy,  per- 
haps, but  rather  lax  morality.  Now.  sii", 
I  have  lost  my  cause — that  is  quite  evident: 
let  us  see  if  yon,  have  gained  yours.  The 
])ress  is  the  great  vindicator  of  individual 
wrongs,  and  I'll  make  its  columns  the 
arena  in  which  this  struggle  shall  be  de- 
cided." 

"Be  good  enough  to  wait  one  instant, — 
take  a  seat,  Count,"  observed  the  young 
gentleman,  in  his  very  ])olitest  of  tones, 
while  he  hastily  retired  into  the  inner  room 
once  more.  IMiis  time  the  conversation 
was  so  low,  that  not  a  whisper  reached  me. 
After  a  few  seconds  he  re-entered. 

"  Your  case  will  be  inquired  into,  Count, 
and  representation  made  to  the  Spanish 
minister  at  this  court.  ^lay  I  ask  where 
you  are  staying  here  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  yet  taken  np  my  residence 
at  Paris." 

"  Your  passport  is  of  course  with  the 
police?" 

I  bowed  an  assent,  while  a  sudden 
thought  Hashed  across  me.  "They  mean 
to  send  me  out  of  the  country!"  The 
attache  \\\\.'\  twice  said  "Good  morning," 
ere  I  remarked  it,  and  with  a  huiried 
leave-taking  I  quitted  the  room,  well  aware 
of  the  folly  into  which  a  momentary  fit  of 
passion  had  betrayed  me. 

It   was    palpable   enough — my   passport 


would  at  once  offer  a  ground  fur  my  ex- 
j)ulsiou— I  was  an  English  subjcctj  travel- 
ing on  a  Spanish  ])asspoit.  I  must  of 
course  expect  to  be  disowncnl  by  the  Sj>an- 
ish  minister,  ancl  not  acknowledged  by  my 
own. 

This  was  a  sori-y  beginning,  and  I  suuii' 
tered  out  into  the  streets  in  a  very  de- 
pres.sed  state  of  mind.  What  was  I  to  do? 
my  funds  were  at  a  low  ebb, — I  had  not 
above  four  hundred  francs  in  the  world. 
Into  what  career  could  I  throw  myself,  and 
while  obtaining  a  livelihood  avoid  discov- 
ery. I  knew  various  things,  in  that  smat- 
tei'ing  sort  of  way  which,  by  the  aid  of  i)uf- 
(ing  and  not<jriety,  often  succee<l  with  the 
world;  but  yet  notoriety  was  the  very 
thing  I  most  dreaded!  There  was  nothing 
for  it — but  to  change  my  name.  ^Many 
would  doubtless  say,  that  this  was  not  any 
great  sacrifice, — need  not  have  cost  me 
any  very  i)oignant  sufferings;  but  they 
would  be  wrong.  I  had  clung  to  my  name 
through  all  the  changes  and  vicissitudes  of 
my  fortune,  as  though  it  embodied  my 
vei-y  identity.  It  was  to  make  that  hum- 
ble name  a  great  one,  that  I  had  toiled  and 
struggled  through  my  whole  life.  In  that 
obscure  name  lay  the  whole  impulse  of  n)y 
darings.  Take  that  from  me,  and  you 
took  away  the  energy  that  sustained  me, 
and  I  sunk  down  into  the  mere  adventurer, 
living  on  from  day  to  da}',  and  hour  to 
hour,  without  purpose  or  ambition.  I  had 
borne  my  name  in  the  very  lowest  passages 
of  my  fortune,  hoi)ing,  one  day  or  other, 
to  contrast  these  dark  ])eriods  with  the 
brilliant  hours  of  my  destiny.  And  now  I 
must  abandon  it!  "  Well,  be  it  so,"  thought 
I,  ''  and  by  Avay  of  compiomise,  I'll  keej) 
half  of  it,  and  call  myself  Monsieur  Cor- 
neille  ;  and  as  to  nationality,  there  need  be 
little  difiicnlty.  AVhenever  a  man  talks  in- 
different Spanish,  he  says  he  is  from  the 
Bas(|ue.  If  he  speaks  bad  German,  he 
calls  himself  an  Austrian;  so,  I,  if  there 
be  any  irregularities  in  my  regular  verbs, 
will  coolly  assert  that  I  am  a  brave  Beige, 
and  a  subject  of  King  Leopold  ;  aiul  if  hu- 
mility be  a  virtue,  this  choice  of  a  native 
land  ought  to  do  me  credit." 

I  raised  my  head  from  my  musings  at 
this  moment,  and  found  myself  at  the 
corner  or  the  Rue  Goguenarde,  exactly  op- 
posite a  house  covoi-ed  with  ])lacards  and 
announcements  from  the  street  to  the  third 
story.  A  great  board  with  gilt  letters  over 
the  entrance,  proclaiming  it  to  be  t  he  "  Bu- 
reau des  Afiiches  "  lor  all  nations.  Nor 
was  the  universality  a  mere  in-etence,  as  a 
single  glance  could  show  the  range  of  adver- 
tisements, taking  in  everything,  from  an 
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estate  ir.  Gnadalonpe,  to  a  neat  chamber  in 
the  Marais;  IVom  ;i  foundry  at  Lyons  to 
the  s\vce])ing  of  a  i)assage  in  the  Rne 
Kivoli.  All  the  nostrums  of  medicine, — 
all  the  cheap  ai)])liaiice3  of  the  toilet,  rem- 
edies against  corpulence,  preventives  to  ex- 
treme emaciation,  how  to  grow  hair,  how 
to  get  rid  of  it,  governesses,  ballet-dancers, 
even  ladies  "  with  suitable  portions  and 
great  personal  attractions,"  were  all  at  the 
command  of  him  rich  enough  to  indulge 
his  indolence.  "  There  must  surely  be 
something  applicable  to  me  in  all  these 
varied  wants."  thought  I;  and  I  entered  a 
groat  room  where  several  knots  of  men  and 
women,  of  different  ranks  and  conditions, 
were  gathered  around  large  tablets  of  ad- 
vertisements. 

Some  were  in  search  of  lost  articles  of 
dress,  or  jewelry,  a  runaway  child,  or  a 
missing  spaniel ;  some  inquiring  for  cheap 
apartments,  or  economical  modes  of  travel 
with  others  going  the  same  road  ;  but  the 
greater  number  were  in  pursuit  of  some 
means  of  livelihood, — and  what  a  host 
they  were !  Professors  of  every  art,  science, 
and  language ;  journalists,  poets,  tenors, 
gardeners,  governesses,  missionaries,  rope- 
dancers,  frail  little  damsels  who  performed 
as  goddesses  in  pantomime,  and  powerful 
fellows  who  performed  the  "life-models" 
of  academies,  together  with  a  number  of 
well-dressed  gentlemen  of  a  certain  age, 
who  announced  themselves  as  "discreet 
friends  to  any  party  engaged  in  a  delicate 
and  difficult  transaction." 

My  heart  sunk  within  me  as  I  saw  the 
mass  of  capability  by  which  I  was  sur- 
rounded. "What  could  the  world  want 
with  me,"  thought  I,  "in  such  a  glut  of 
acquirements  as  I  see  here  ?''  And  I  was 
about  to  turn  away  when  my  attention  was 
drawn  to  a  very  little  elderly  man,  who  was 
most  impoi-tunately  entreating  one  of  the 
clerks  to  do  him  some  service  or  other. 
The  old  man's  eagerness  was  actually  pain- 
ful to  witness.  "I  will  sell  it  for  a  mere 
nothing,"  said  he,  -'although  it  cost  me 
five  liundred  francs  !  " 

"  You'll  be  fortunate  if  you  get  one 
hundred  for  it,"  said  the  clerk. 

"  I  would  accept  of  even  one  hundred, 
nay!  I'd  take  eighty,"  sighed  the  old 
man. 

"  So  yon  ought_,"  said  the  other.  "  These 
things  are  all  at  a  discount  now ;  men  like 
more  active  and  energetic  situations. 
Ketirement  is  not  the  taste  of  our  day." 

"  lletirement,"  thought  I,  "  that  may  be 
exactly  what  would  suit  me  at  this  mo- 
ment," and  I  drew  near  to  listen. 

"  Find    me   a   purchaser   with    seventy 


francs,"  ejaculated  the  old  man,  "  and  I'll 
close  with  him." 

"  What  is  it.  Monsieur  ?"  said  1,  bowing 
civilly  to  both. 

"  A  *  quatorzieme,' sir,"  said  the  clerk, 
interposing,  that  he  might  earn  his  com- 
mission in  the  event  of  a  deal.  "A  qua- 
torzieme,  and  I  am  bound  to  say  one  of 
the  best  in  this  quarter  of  Paris.  It  takes 
in  the  Rue  de  la  Chuine,  the  Place  de  la 
Boucherie,  with  a  very  large  sweep  of  the 
Boulevard  Mont  Parnasse." 

"A  quatorzieme  !"  cried  I,  in  amaze- 
ment, "I  never  heard  of  any  one  living  so 
high  up.  Are  there  really  houses  in  Paris 
fourteen  stories  high  !" 

They  both  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter  as 
I  said  this,  and  it  was  some  time  ere  the 
clerk  could  recover  his  gravity  sufficiently 
to  reply  ;  at  last  he  said,  "  I  ]ierceive  that 
Monsieur  is  a  stranger  to  Paris  and  its 
wa3fs,  or  he  would  know  thataquatorzieme 
is  not  an  apartment  fourteen  stories  high, 
but  an  individual  who  holds  himself  always 
in  readiness  at  the  dining-hours  of  his 
neighborhood,  to  make  the  fourteenth  at 
any  table,  where  by  accident  the  unlucky 
number  of  thirteen  should  be  assembled  ; 
— a  party  which  every  well-informed  per- 
son would  otherwise  scruple  to  sit  down 
with.  This,  sir,  is  a  quatorzieme  ;  and 
hero  is  a  gentleman  desirous  of  disposing 
of  his  interest  in  such  an  enviable  pro- 
perty." 

To  my  question  as  to  what  were  the 
necessary  qualifications,  they  both  answered 
in  a  kind  of  duet,  by  volubly  recapitulating 
that  nothing  was  needed  but  a  suit  of  black 
and  clean  gloves  ;  unobtrusive  demeanor, 
and  a  moderate  appetite,  being  the  certain 
recommendations  to  a  high  professional 
success.  I  saw  the  chief  requirement  well 
— to  eat  little  and  to  talk  less — to  come  in 
with  the  soup  and  go  out  with  the  salad — 
never  to'  partake  of  an  entree,  nor  drink 
save  tlie  "ordinaire:"  these  were  the 
duties;  the  reward  Avas  ten  francs.  "It 
used  to  be  a  Napoleon,  Monsieur,"  said 
the  old  man,  Aviping  his  eyes.  "  In  the 
time  of  Charles  the  Tenth  it  was  always  a 
Napoleon,  but  these  'canailles' now-a-days 
have  no  reverence  for  anything ;  I  have 
known  even  the  ministry  dine  thirteen  on  a 
Friday ; — to  be  sure,  the  king  was  fired  at 
two  days  afterwards  for  it — but  nothing 
can  teach  them." 

The  old  gentlemen  grew  most  communi- 
cative on  the  subject  of  his  "walk,"  which 
he  was  only  abandoning  in  consequence  of 
the  rheumatism, and  the  difficulty  of  ascend- 
ing to  dinner-parties  on  a  high  elevation. 
He  depicted   to  me  with  enthusiasm  the 
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enjoyments  of  ii  profession  that  denuiiuled, 
as  ho  observed,  so  little  previous  study, 
was  removed  from  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
commerce,  pleasant  in  practice,  and  remu- 
nerative in  pay.  He  also  insinuated  the 
l)()ssil)le  advantages  to  a  young  and  hand- 
some man,  who  could  scarcely  fail  to  se- 
cure a  good  marriage,  by  observing  a  dis- 
creet and  decorous  demeanor  ;  and,  in  fact, 
lie  rci>resenled  his  calling  in  such  a  light, 
as  at  least  to  give  me  the  liveliest  curiosity 
to  eater  upon  it  for  a  brief  space,  and 
while  meditating  what  future  steps  I 
should  take  in  life. 

That  same  afternoon  I  saw  myself  an- 
nounced at  the  porters  window  ot  a  very 
shabby-looking  house  in  the  Rue  do  la 
Forge,  as  Monsieur  de  Corneille — the  "do" 
being  advised  by  my  predecessor.  "Qua- 
torzieme  pret  a  toute  hcure,"'  and  thus 
opened  my  professional  career.  I  was  told 
tiiat  it  was  all-im])ortant  in  my  vocation, 
that  I  should  not  be  seen  much  abroad  in 
the  world.  'J'here  should  be  a  certain 
mysteriousness  about  me,  Avhcn  I  api)eared 
at  a  dinner-table,  that  might  permit  the 
host  to  speak  of  me — to  strangers — as  his 
old  friend  the  Baron  -de  So  and-so,  who 
rarely  ventured  out  even  to  di;ie  with  him. 
In  fact,  I  should  be  as  guarded  against 
pul)licity  as  though  I  were  a  royal  per- 
sonage. This  was  not  a  hard  condition 
at  the  time  since  I  was  desirous  of  escaping 
notice,  f  jnissed  all  my  mornings,  thci-e- 
fore,  in  writing — sometimes  memorials  to 
a  minister — sometimes  statements  for  the 
press  :  now,  they  were  letters  to  the  banker 
at  Guajuaqualla,  or  to  Don  Estaban,  or  to 
the  great  hrm  at  the  Ilavannah.  The  cost 
of  postage  deterred  ok;  from  despatching 
most  of  them,  but  I  continued  to  write 
them  as  though  to  feed  the  cravings  of  my 
hope.  When  evening  drew  nigh  I  aban- 
doned the  desk  for  tlie  toilet;  and  having 
ai'raycd  myself  in  the  most  austere  black, 
waited  for  the  summons  which  should  in- 
vite me  to  somj  unknown  feast.  I  have 
often  peru^i'd  records  of  the  early  struggles 
of  a  professional  life — the  nervous  vacilla- 
tions between  hope  and  fear,  which  haunt 
him  who  watches  day  after  day,  for  some 
time,  that  he  is  not  forgotten  of  the  world. 
The  fretful  jealousies  of  the  fortunate 
rival— the  sad  depressiori  over  his  own 
failures — the  eager  watching  lest  the  foot- 
fall on  the  stairs  stop  not  not  at  his  door, 
and  the  wearisome  sinking  of  the  heart  as 
the  sounds  die  away  in  the  distance,  and 
leave  him  to  the  silence  of  his  own  despair. 
If  I  had  not  to  feel  the  corroding  regrets 
of  him  who  has  toiled  long  and  ardently, 
for  the  attainment  of  a  knowledge  that 
VOL.  IV. — 35 


now  lies  "  a  rust,"  unused,  unasked  for, 
unwanted — I  had  to  learn  what  are  his 
tortures  who  waits  till  the  world  call  him. 

There  I  sat  in  all  my  *'  bravery."  What 
a  contrast  between  my  sleek  exterior  and 
the  half- famished  creatuie  within  I  Some- 
times my  imj)atience  would  break  out  into 
a  fit  of  passion,  in  which  I  lailed  attlieold 
knave  who  had  entrapped  me — at  foitune 
that  deserted  me — at  myself,  who  had 
grown  indolent,  and  void  of  cntei'prise. 
Sometimes  I  became  almost  stui)id  by  long 
reflection,  and  would  sit  to  a  late  hour  of 
the  night,  unconscious  of  everything;  and 
sometimes  I  would  actually  laugh  outright, 
at  the  absni-dity  of  my  assumed  calling, 
wondering  how  I  ever  could  have  been  fool 
enough  to  embrace  it. 

The  world  had  evidently  grown  out  of 
its  suiierstitions:  republicanism  and  social- 
ism, and  all  the  other  free  and  easy  notions 
by  which  men  persuaded  themselves  that 
the  rich  are  thieves,  and  the  ])oor  the  just 
inheritors  of  the  gains,  had  knocked  down 
many  a  mock  idol  besides  monai'chy.  Men 
no  longer  threw  a  pinch  of  salt  over  their 
left  shoulder,  when  Ihey  upset  the  saltcel- 
lar— didn't  pierce  their  egg-shell,  lest  the 
fairies  might  make  a  boat  of  it;  and  so, 
among  many  other  remains  of  the  custom 
of  oui'  ancestors  abandoned,  they  sat  down 
to  dinner,  careless  whether  the  party  were 
thirteen  or  thirty. 

"I  might  as  well  try  and  revive  asti'olo- 
gy,"  thought  I,  ''as  seek  to  trade  upon 
superstition  in  this  unbelieving  age!  I 
doubt  if  all  Paris  contains  another  quator- 
zicme  than  myself;  the  old  villain  knew  the 
trade  was  ruined,  when  he  sold  me  his 
'goodwill '  of  the  business." 

I  was  in  the  very  deepest  and  darkest  abys.s 
of  these  gloomy  thoughts  one  evening,  when 
a  heavy  down-i)our  of  rain,  and  the  soi-row- 
ful  moanings  of  a  December  wind,  added 
melancholy  to  my  wearied  spirit.  It  was 
such  a  night  that  none  W(»uUl  have  ventur- 
ed out,  who  could  have  claimed  the  hum- 
blest roof  to  shelter  him.  The  streets  were 
perfectly  deserted,  and  early  ;is  it  was  the 
shops  were  already  closed  for  the  night. 
The  very  lamps  that  swung  to  and  fi-o  with 
the  wind,  looked  hazy  and  dim,  amid  the 
sweei)ing  rain,  and  the  chains  clanked  with 
the  dreary  cadence  of  a  gibbet. 

I  knew  it  was  needless  to  go  through  the 
ceremony  of  dressing  on  such  a  night. 
•'  Hetter'face  all  the  imaginary  terrors  of  a 
thirteen  party  than  brave  the  real  danger 
of  a  storm  like  this,"  so  I  reasoned;  and, 
in  all  the  freedom  of  my  tattered  dressing- 
ofown,  I  ]iaced  my  room  in  afrnme  of  yiind 
very    little   above    despair.     "And   this  is 
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Paris,"  cried  I;  "'this  the  city,  wlierc  in 
some  huiidrt'd  gilded  saloons — at  this  very 
moment — arc  met  men,  brilliant  in  all  the 
gifts  of  genius,  and  women  more  beanti- 
and  more  fascinating  than  the  houris  of 
Paradise.  Wit  and  ])oIished  raillery — 
bright  glances  and  soft  smiles,  are  now 
mingling  amid  the  glitter  of  stai-s,  and 
crosses,  and  diamonds;  while  some  thou- 
sands like  me  arc  actually  famishing  with 
hunger — too  ])oor,  even,  to  have  a  firo  to 
thaw  the  icicles  of  d(\spair  that  are  gather- 
ing around  the  heart! 

Had  it  not  been  better  for  me,  if  I  had 
lived  on  in  the  same  humble  condition  to 
which  I  was  born,  than  have  tasted  the 
fascinations  of  riches,  to  love  and  pine  after 
them  for  ever!  No!  this  I  could  agree  to. 
There  were  s'ome  moments  of  my  glorious 
prosperity  that  well  repaid  me  for  all  I  liad, 
or  all  I  could  suffer  for  them;  and  to  what- 
ever depth  of  evil  destiny  I  might  yet  be 
reserved,  I  should  carry  with  mo  the  deli- 
cious memory  of  my  once  happiness.  Con 
Cregan — the  light-hearted — was  himself 
again!  Con — tiie  vagrant — the  passionate 
lover  of  whatever  life  offered  of  pleasure, 
of  beauty,  and  of  splendor — who  only  need- 
ed a  good  cash  ;icconnt  with  Coutts  to 
make  his  existence  a  "fairy  tale."  I  for- 
got for  a  moment  that  I  lived  in  a  mean 
chamber,  with  a  broken  window,  a  firelcss 
grate,  a  table  that  never  was  graced  with  u 
Hieal!  a  bed  that  resembled  a  "board "  and 
a  chair,  to  sit  upon  Avhich  Avithout  smash- 
ing, required  the  dexterity  of  a  juggler. 

A  sharp  knocking  at  my  door  cut  short 
these  meditations,  and  a  voice  at  the  same 
time  cried  out  my  name.  "Come  in,"  said 
I,  authoritatively.  I  fancied  it  might  be 
tlie  landlord,  and  was  not  sorry  to  brave 
him — by  the  darkness.  The  door  opened, 
and  a  figure,  Avhich  CA'en  in  the  gloom  I 
could  perceive  was  that  of  a  stranger,  en- 
tered. "  Monsieur  de  Corneille  lives  here?  " 
said  he. 

"  I  have  the  humble  honor  to  be  that  in- 
dividual," responded  I. 

'•  Have  you  got  no  light?  I  have  smashed 
my  shins  across  a  confounded  chair,"  said 
he,  (|uerulously. 

"You're  all  safe  now."  said  I;  "keep 
round  by  the  Avail,  but  take  care  of  the  rat- 
trap  near  the  coriier." 

"Let's  have  ?.  light,  mon  chei-,"'  said  the 
other,  half  coaxingly. 

"I  never  have  a  light,"  said  I;  "I  de- 
test glare — hate  snuffing  a  candle,  and  can't 
endure  the  thought  of  j)atronizing  Russia 
and  her  tallow." 

"  Couldn't  Ave  have  a  bit  of  fire,  then?  " 
asked  he. 


"Fire  before  Christmas!"  exclaimed  I; 
"arc  we  in  Tobolsk?  What  Sybarite  talks 
of  lire  in  Paris  at  this  season  ?  " 

"1  really  am  ambiiious  of  seeing  you, 
Monsieur,"  said  the  other:  "can  Ave  not 
compass  tills  object  Avithout  any  violence 
to  your  feelings  ?" 

"  Have  you  a  cigar-ease  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Yos." 

"  Welk  strike  a  light;  and  here's  a  letter 
which  you  may  set  fire  to:  you  can  thus 
make  an  inspection  of  me  by  '  inch  of 
pajier.'  " 

Ho  laughed  pleasantly  at  the  conceit, 
and  lighted  the  letter,  by  the  aid  of  Avhich, 
as  he  held  it  above  his  head,  he  took  a  rapid 
survey  of  the  chamber  and  its  contents, 
myself  being  the  chief  movable  it  boasted. 

'■  Of  a  truth,  my  friend,"  said  he,  "  this 
apartment  has  nothing  superfluous  about 
it." 

"Cool  and  airy,"  said  I,  calmly,  "Avith 
a  magnificent  view  of  red-tiled  roofs  and 
chimney-pots." 

"And  you — would  it  be  an  impertinence 
to  ask — if  you  ever  condescend  to  the  re- 
striction of  anything  more  limited  than 
that  very  graceful  dressing-room  ?" 

"Oh,  certainly!  "exclaimed  T;  "  only  be 
good  enough  to  say  Avhy  you  ask  the  ques- 
tion." By  this  time  the  stranger's  torch 
had  bnrned  doAvn  so  close  to  his  fingers  as 
to  cause  an  exclamation  of  pain  as  he  threw 
it  on  the  ground,  and  thus  Avere  Ave  once 
more  in  the  dark. 

"Not  from  mere  motives  of  idle  curios- 
ity, j\Ionsienr,"  said  he,  "did  I  ask;  but 
simph^,  having  come  here,  to  request  the 
pleasure  of  your  company  at  dinner  to-day. 
I  made  the  in(}uiry  with  a  direct  object. 
My  name  is  Paul  de  Minerale." 

"  Not  the  distinguished  writer — the  in- 
imitable novelist — tiio  delightful  composer 
of  rhc  '  Curate's  Niece,'  '  The  Path  through 
the  Vineyard,'  'The  Rose  of  Autenil  ?" 

"1  am  much  flattered,"  said  he,  cutting 
short  my  enumeration,  "'  to  discover  so  ar- 
dent an  admirer  of  my  poor  prodnctions; 
but,  as  time  presses,  Avill  you  be  good 
enough  to  hasten  your  toilet,  for  my  '  cot- 
tage' is  near  Belleville,  and  will  take  us 
nigh  an  hour  to  reach." 

I  proceeded  accordingly  to  ari'ay  my- 
self in  cleaner  costume,  while  my  visitoi 
kept  up  an  agreeable  conversation,  chiefly 
bearing  upon  my  line  of  life,  the  changeful 
passages  of  Avhich,  he  seemed  to  think, 
ought  to  offer  much  amusement ;  norcould 
he  conceal  his  astonishment  on  learning 
that  he  himself  Avas  my  first  and  only 
client.     "  What  an  age  we  live   in  !  "  cried 


he; 


where  is  that  'ancient  faith'  depart- 
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ed?     Can    men    so    o]»eiily    di.si)iini;,a'  the 
gods?*' 

"  Tliongh  my  theology  lius  been  cliang- 
ed,"  said  J,  "  that's  all.  The  IJoiirse  and 
the  Ballet  are  the  modern  deities,  and  he 
must  he  a  I'are  scejjtic  who  refuses  to  believe 
in  them." 

"  You  are  a  jihilosoijher,  I  })ereeive," 
said  he. 

"Only  bofore  dinner,"  replied  I.  ''1 
am  speculative  with  sou}),  and  grave 
wiih  my  '  jjctit  pate;'  reserved  with  the 
first  entree;  blandly  communicative  after 
the  'piece  de  resistance;'  playful  over  the 
asjjaragus  or  the  peas;  soothing  with  the 
rote;  and  so  descend  into  a  soft  and  gentle 
sadness  as  the  dessert  appears.  I  leave  di- 
gestion to  take  its  course,  waiting  for  my 
mocha  and  maraschino.  In  the  drawing- 
room  I  bl;ize  forth  in  all  the  vividness  of 
Hgreeabiliiy." 

'*  What  could  have  induced  one  so  evi- 
dently intended  for  a  foreground  figure  to 
prefer  the  humble  and  shadowy  part  of  a 
'  Quatorzieme?'  "  said  he,  in  suri)rise. 

''The  'Res  Dura'  that  crosses  every 
man's  destiny,  and  a  spice  of  ti)at  spirit  of 
investigation  which  teaches  one  to  explore 
very  unwholesome  depths,  and  very  unre- 
warding regions;  a  blending  of  that  which 
made  tlie  Czar  a  cai'penter,  and  Louis 
Philippe  a  teacher  of  mathematics." 

"Ahl  that  reminds  me,"  interposed  he, 
"that  I  ouglit  to  put  you  on  your  guard. 
To-day  a  Royal  Prince  will  honor  us  with 
his  company.  There  are  a  couple  of  min- 
isters and  a  general.  The  rest  of  the  party 
are  of  the  artiste  class,  whose  susceptibili- 
ties you  cannot  wound — authors,  actresses, 
journalists,  and  danseuses,  however  touchy 
in  the  great  world,  are  angels  of  good  tem- 
per in  small  societies."  With  this  he  pro- 
ceeded to  give  me  a  nearer  insight  into  the 
kind  of  comi)any  into  which  I  was  to  be  in- 
troduced— a  society,  so  far  as  I  could  learn, 
that  a  rigid  moralist  might  have  deemed 
'•'  more  fair  than  honest."  I  learned,  too, 
that  I  owed  the  distinction  of  my  invitation 
to  a  wagcn'  between  his  Royal  Highness  the 
Diic  de  St.  Cloud,  and  my  host.  The  bet 
being  that  De  Minerale  was  to  find  out  a 
"  Quatorzieine,"  and  bring  him  to  dinner, 
his  search  for  one  not  to  begin  till  after; 
five  o'clock,  P.M.;  the  Prince  being  fully 
convinced  that  no  regular  pnictitioner  in 
that  walk  any  longer  existed.  "Your' 
presence,  my  dear  sir,"  continued  he,  "is 
worth,  independent  of  the  chanu  of  your 
conversation,  fifty  Xapoleons;  one-half  of 
which  I  must  beg  of  you  to  accept:  "  saying 
which,  he  gracefivlly  presented  me  with  a 
purse,  whose  pleasant  weight  descended  in- 


to my  i)alm  with  a  sensation  indescribabiy 
soft  and  soothing. 

All  tills  time  we  were  rattling  along  to- 
wards JJelleville  at  a  rapid  i)ace ;  and  al- 
though the  rain  swept  j)ast  in  torrents,  the 
lightning  flashed,  and  the  wind  tore  the 
strong  tiers  from  their  roots,  and  strewed 
the  ground  with  their  gigantic  limb-;,  1  sat 
in  a  reverie  of  sweet  and  delightful  fancies 
— the  only  alloy  to  my  ecslacy  being  a  pass- 
ing fear  that  at  each  moment  shot  thnuiuji 
me — Can  this  be  real — am  I  awake?  or  has 
long  fastij)g  so  weakened  my  faculties  that 
this  is  but  a  delusion;  and  instead  of  lias- 
tening  to  a  dinner-party  with  a  royal  guest, 
I  am  speeding  onwards  to  a  jtrison,  or, 
mayhap,  a  madhouse.  These  fancies,  at 
first  but  fitful  and  at  intervals,  Lccame  at 
length  so  distressing,  that  I  was  on  the  very 
l)oint  of  communicating  them  to  my  cotn- 
panion,  and  asking  for  his  counsel  and  com- 
iort,  when  we  drove  into  a  small  avenue, 
and  then  almost  immediately  drew  up  in 
front  of  a  i)Ofcli,  where,  amid  a  blaze  of 
light,  stood  three  or  four  servants  in  gaudy 
liveries,  awaiting  our  ai'iival. 

'■'Well,  Paul  I"  cried  a  young,  fashion- 
able-looking fellow,  with  a  veiy  imposing 
black  beard — "  What  success?" 

"  I've  won — here  ho  is!  "  cried  my  com- 
panion.    "Have  I  much  time  to  spare?  " 

•'.Something  less  than  two  minutes," 
said  the  other,  as  he  coolly  surveyed  me 
through  his  glass.     ''  Present  me,  Paul." 

"Mons.  Alphonse  de  Langeron — Mons. 
de  Coincille." 

"  The  author  of  the  '  Fancies  by  Star 
Light,' "said  I,  bowing  with  a  most  re- 
spectful devotion. 

"  Guilty,  sirl  and  of  fifty  other  indiscre- 
tions— to  the  full  as  great,"  said  he,  laugh- 
ing. 

"  Ah,  sir,  I  know  it  by  heart;  that  stanza 
on  the  'Waled  Letty  '  haunts  me  like  a 
dream.' 

"  Shar])  fellow,  our  friend  the  *  Quator- 
ziemel'"  whispered  Aljdionse  Lo  Paul,  as 
we  walked  along  towards  tin,  drawing- 
room. 

IIow  I  should  like  to  dwell  u,,on  the  de- 
tails of  that  dinner,  the  most  .ielightful 
entertainment  of  my  whole  lifel  It  needed 
not  the  sudden  transition  from  the  dark 
and  dreary  chamber  I  inhaoited  to  the  gild- 
ed saloon,  all  in  a  blaze  wich  wax-lights,  to 
nnike  me  leel  it  such.  'I'he  "service  "was 
sjilendid — the  cookery  jierfection — the 
wines  the  rarest  of  every  vintage — tiie 
apartment  itself  had  all  the  chastened 
grandeur  of  a  mediaeval  chamber,  with  the 
gorgeous  splendor  contributed  by  a  magni- 
ficent bouufet  of   silver; — and  the  guests! 
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wiiut  beauty  unci  fiisciiiation  of  femiilo  love- 
liness— wliat  cliarm  of  wit  and  agreeability 
:imong  the  men!  Tlic  great  damper  upon 
my  enjoyment  was  my  actual  doubt  of  the 
reality  of  the  whole  scene.  It  was  not, 
alone,  Lhat  all  the  splendor  appeared  so 
woiulerfnl — that  the  glitter  of  gold  and  tlie 
beauty  of  porcelain  dazzled  the  eye;  but  the 
verv  names  of  the  illustrious  guests  them- 
selves suggested  incredulity.  What  wondei' 
if  I  could  not  credit  my  senses,  as  I  heard 
the  first  names  in  all  the  genius  of  France  on 
every  side  of  me.  Here  the  great  historian, 
and  philosopher,  and  statesman;  there,  the 
delightful  lyric  poet;  yonder,  the  first  nov- 
elist of  Europe;  and  next  to  him  the  dis- 
tinguished painter,  Avhose  great  battle-piece 
was  in  commemoration  of  the  young  Prince 
beside  him.  a  hero  of  *•'  two  aud-twenty." 

Nothing  could  be  more  easy  or  familiar 
than  the  tone  of  conversation — that  happy 
pleasantry,  that  tickles  but  never  wounds, 
so  unlike  the  English  propensity  for  ''quiz- 
zing"— that  vulgar  version  of  Gallic  ''  bad- 
inage;" and  then  how  eloqu(;ut,  without 
pedantry — how  sparkling  and  how  sugges- 
tive! Ah,  my  kind  reader,  I  see  the  rip- 
pling smile  over  the  broad  Atlantic  of  your 
countenance.  You  have  guessed  all  the 
secret  of  my  enthusiasm,  and  you  know  the 
mystery  of  my  admiration.  Be  it  so:  I  am 
ready  to  confess  all.  It  was  my  own  suc- 
cess that  made  the  chief  enchantment  of 
the  scene.  I  was  the  lion  of  the  evening. 
Not  a  theme  on  which  1  did  not  hold  forth, 
not  a  subject  I  did  not  discuss — politics, 
bull-fighting,  cookery,  dress,  literature, 
duelling,  the  ballet,  horseracing,  ])lay, 
scandal,  naval  tactics,  colonization,  cotton- 
spinning,  music,  railroads,  and  the  '•dry- 
rot."  1  was  profound,  playful,  serious, 
jocose,  instructive  and  amusing  by  turns. 
Madmlle.  de  la  Bourdonaye,  the  first  act- 
ress of  the  "Frangais,"  was  charmed  Avith 
my  dramatic  criticism;  the  poet — enthusi- 
astic at  my  recital  of  a  stanza  of  his  own; 
the  general  pronounced  me  the  very  best 
judge  of  cavalry  evolutions  he  had  ever 
met;  the  great  painter  begged  the  favor  of 
a  visit  from  me  at  his  studio;  and  the 
Prince's  aide-de-camp — himself  a  distin- 
guished soldier— told  me,  in  a  Avliisper,  to 
hold  myself  disengaged  for  the  following 
Wednesday. 

These  were,  after  all,  but  the  precursors 
of  greater  triumphs  in  the  di'awing-room, 
where  I  ])layed  and  sang  sevei"al  Mexican 
ballads;  danced  the  Bollero  with  Madmlle. 
Rose  Jiismin,  of  the  Graiul  Opern:  and 
lassoed  a  Mount  Saint  Bernard  mastiff  with 
the  i)ell-rope.  After  this,  beat  the  states- 
man at  chess;  rolled  up  Indian  cigarettes 


for  the  ladies,  whom  I  taught  to  sit  squaw 
fashion;  told  various  anecdotes  of  my 
prairie  adventures;  and  wound  u})  all  by 
concocting  a  bowl  of  "pouch  a  I'Ameri- 
caine,"  at  once  the  astonishment  and  the 
deliglit  of  all.  1  must  not  suffer  myself 
to  dwell  longeron  this  theme,  noi-  speak 
of  that  supper,  with  its  champagne  and 
culembourgs,  its  lyrics  and  its  lobster  sal- 
ads, with  ortolans,  epigrams,  seductive 
smiles,  <ind  maraschino  jelly.  Enough. — 
The  orgies — foi"  it  was  no  less — lasted  till 
nigh  morning,  and  when  we  arose  from 
table  a  pale  streak  of  coming  day  was 
struggling  between  the  margins  of  the  cur- 
tains. 

"  His  Royal  Highness  will  set  you  down, 
Mons.  de  Corneille,"  said  the  aide-de-camp, 
advancing  to  me. 

Blushing  with  pleasure  and  shame  to- 
gether, J  accepted  what  could  not  be  de- 
clined, and  proceeded  to  take  leave  of  my 
kind  host  and  his  friends.  Cordial  greet- 
ings, and  flattering  wishes  soon  to  meet 
again  met  me  on  every  sidi',  and  I  retired 
actually  overwhelmed  with  civil  attentions. 

"Do  we  pass  by  your  quarter,  Mon- 
sieur?" said  his  Royal  Highness,  as  I  took 
my  seat  in  the  caiTiage. 

I  would  have  given  all  my  worldly 
wealth,  and  expectations  to  boot,  to  be 
able  to  say  that  1  lived  in  the  Place  Yen- 
dome  or  the  Rue  Royale;  but  there  was  no 
help  for  it;  the  murder  would  out  one  day, 
since  my  host  knew  my  address;  and  \w\i\\ 
an  easy,  unabashed  air,  I  said  that  I  lodged 
in  the  Rue  de  la  Forge,  near  the  Mont  St. 
Parnasse. 

The  Prince  bowed,  and  took  no  notice 
of  the  announcement;  but  I  thought  that 
I  could  read  a  very  peculiar  twinkle  in  the 
eye  of  the  aide-de-camp.  I  might  have 
easily  been  mistaken,  however,  for  I  felt 
myself  on  my  trial,  and  thought  everything 
an  accusation.  How  gratuitously  I  tor- 
tured myself,  subsequent  knowledge  of  life 
has  repeatedly  convinced  me;  for  while  to 
some  upstart  rich  man,  the  acknowledg- 
ment of  my  humble  abode  would  have  been 
a  shock  sufficient  to  sever  us  for  ever,  to 
the  Prince  the  matter  had  no  other  signi- 
ficance than  that  it  suited  my  means,  Avith 
which,  whether  ample  or  the  ivverse,  he 
had  no  right  to  meddle.  Indeed,  I  was 
not  sorry  to  remain  in  doubt  u|)on  the 
fact,  since,  in  the  difficult  negotiation  be- 
tween the  aide-de-camp  and  the  coachman, 
wdio  had  never  so  much  as  heard  of  my  un- 
happy street,  his  Royal  Highness  never 
evinced  any  surprise  whatever,  but  sat  pa- 
tiently to  the  end  of  the  discussion,  without 
vouchsafing  even  a  word  upon  the  subject. 
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*'Tlii.smnst  bu  tlic  liousf,  miiiiljer  21,- 
748,"  s:iid  the  chasseur,  at  lei);,'tli;  and  wo 
tlicw  lip  at  tlie  well-known  door,  where  the 
old  porter  sat  reading  on  one  side,  while 
his  wife  was  i)celin.i^  carrots  ut  the  other. 

It  was  the  lirst  moment  of  confusion  I 
snifercd,  since  I  had  Kd't  the  same  spot; 
hut  my  cheek  was  in  a  flame,  as  the  lac- 
»)iiey  let  down  the  steps,  and  offered  me 
his  arm  to  descend.  The  hnvly  veneration 
of  the  old  porter,  as  he  slare(l  at  the  royal 
liveries  and  the  emblazoned  panels  of  the 
carriau^e,  was  l)ut  a  sorry  compensation  for 
the  mock  servility  of  the  clnisseur,  whose 
eyes  seemed  to  look  throufrh  into  my  very 
lieurt,  so  that  I  actually  did  not  hear  the 
partini^  words  of  the  Prince,  as  the  equi- 
page drove  away. 

Curious  anomaly !  the  half-insolent 
jjlanccs  of  the  lactpicys  sank  deeper  into 
my  spirit  than  the  flattering  smile  of  the 
Prince's  adieu.  How  much  more  alive  is 
our  nature  to  the  ])ang  of  scorn  than  to 
the  balm  of  kindness.  Tiiesc  were  my 
-reflections  as  1  entered  my  humble  cham- 
ber, every  portion  of  which  seemed  doubly 
miserable  to  me  now.  **Is  it  possible," 
thought  I,  *''that  I  have  endured  this 
iiitherto?  have  I  really  sat  in  that  crazy 
old  chair,  and  stretclied  my  limbs  upcni 
that  wretched  pallet?  Can  it  be  real  ?  or 
which  is  the  delusion — my  recent  sidcndor 
or  my  present  S([ualor?"  Although  up  all 
night,  1  was  far  too  much  excited  for  sleep. 
even  could  I  have  persuaded  myself  to  seek 
it  on  so  humble  a  couch.  I  therefore  set 
myself  to  think  over  tlie  future,  and  won- 
der whether  the  brilliant  scene  in  which  I 
had  so  lately  mixed  would  remain  in  its 
isolated  brightness  amid  the  desolation  of 
my  life,  or  be  the  guide-star  to  future 
greatness  and  distinction.  My  lute  success 
emboldened  me  to  think  that  Fortune  had 
not  yet  deserted  me.  *'  Who  knows," 
thougiitl,  "but  the  Spaniards  may  behave 
handsomely  yet,  and  make  restitution  of 
my  projierty;  or  what  if  the  Mexican 
banker  should  be  a  true  man.  and  acknowl- 
edge my  claim  u[)on  him?"  "If  I  could 
but  enlist  the  Prince  in  my  cause,"  thought 
I  again,  'Miow  cei'taiu  siiould  I  be  of  the 
issue!  French  influence  always  was  power- 
ful in  Spain.  Najjoleon  used  to  say, 
'There  were  no  Pyrenees.'  I  should  be 
content  if  there  were  only  a  good  road  over 
them  to  convey  the  dispatches  that  might 
assert  my  just  right." 

A  quick  step  upon  the  stairs  at  that  in- 
stant caught  my  ear;  few  ever  ascended  so 
higii  up  as  my  story,  so  I  listened,  and 
almost  at  once  my  door  was  thrown  o|K'n. 
and   my   host   of   the    preceding  evening 


rushed  into  the  room.  Having  shaken 
hands  with  me  cordially,  ho  said,  **  Cor- 
neille,  mon  ami!  I  have  miulc  another  wager 
about  you;  and  although  the  sum  is  a 
trifling  one,  I  am  curious  to  ascertain  if  I 
am  the  winner.  Jules  de  -Montserrat,  and 
Emile  de  (ienyy,  and  myself,  had  a  dispute 
last  night  about  your  nationality,  wliicli 
ended  in  a  bet,  I  am  bound  in  honor  not 
to  tell  you  what  our  several  opinions  and 
guesses  were;  Ijut  still  at  liberty  to  ask  yon, 
what  is  your  native  countiT?" 

*'  I  am  an  Irishnnin,  ar.<l  derive  my  name, 
from  the  ancient  family  of  Cregan.  Cor- 
nelius is  but  my  Christian  name,  which  I 
assumed  to  cover  the  disgrace  of  my  alter- 
ed fortune-" 

**  As  to  our  wager,  then,  we  were  all  in 
error, — none  of  us  guessed  In.land.  As  to 
your  being  a  man  of  birth  and  station,  I 
nee<l  scarcely  say,  wc  were  all  agreed.'' 

'•Would  it  were  otherwise,"  stiid  I,  with 
a  deep  sigh;  '-a  humble  position  might  be 
endured  well  enough,  if  unalloyed  by  the 
regrets  of  a  condition  forfeited  forever.  If 
3'ou  arc  curious  to  hear  a  very  unhappy 
story,  I  am  willing  to  relate  it." 

'•  You  couldn't  do  me  a  greater  favor," 
said  he,  seating  himself  like  one  eager  to 
listen." 

"First,  then,  we'll  have  some  breakfast," 
said  I;  "and  then,  with  a  good  Arc  and 
no  fear  of  interruption, — for  I  have  not  one 
acquaintance  in  Paris, — ytni  shall  hear  my 
history  from  beginning  to  end." 

Chocolate  and  cutlets,  champagriC  and 
deviled  kidneys,  brioches,  sardines,  and 
collee,  made  their  appearance  as  rapidly  as 
though  such  delicac'es  were  in  the  habit  of 
daily  mounting  these  steej)  stairs;  and  a 
cheerful  blaze  glowed  once  more  in  a  grate 
where  the  oldest  inhabitant  had  never  be- 
held a  fire. 

These  [)reparatioTis  being  made,  avc  began 
our  meal,  and  I  opene«l  my  narrative.  Tl:e 
reader  must  not  feel  offended  with  me,  if 
[  venture  to  draw  upon  my  imagination 
for  the  earlier  facts  of  my  history.  Nature 
iiad  not  been  generous  to  me  in  the  article 
of  a  fatiier;  what  gnat  harm  if  I  invented 
one  for  myself?  Fortune  hail  ]»laeed  my 
birth  beneath  the  thatched  I'oof  of  an  Irish 
cabin;  was  it  not  generous  of  me  to  call  it 
the  ancient  baronial  seat  of  the  Cregans? 
Sh«^  started  me  poor  and  in  rags;  I  was 
above  repining,  and  cnHed  myself  rich  and 
well-nurtured;  but  why  weary  my  reader 
with  such  a  recital?  If  it  wji5  necessary  to 
raise  the  foundation  on  fiction:  the  after 
events  of  my  career  I  was  satisfit-d  to  state 
{>retty  nearly  as  they  happened;  merely  al- 
tering the  rcaiions  i'or  my  journey  to  the 
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New  World,  wliicli  I  ascribed  to  my  searcli 
after  a  great  inheritance  belonging  to  my 
family,  who  were  originally  from  Andalusia, 
and  grandees  of  Si)ain. 

'•'And  this  of  course  yon  failed  in,"  said 
my  friend,  who  rather  felt  this  portion  of 
my  story  less  interesting  than  certain  other 
and  more  stirring  passages. 

"  On  the  contr.iry,"  said  I,  "I  succeed- 
ed perfectly.  .1  not  only  discovered  the 
banker  in  Avhose  liands  my  family  wealtli 
was  depo-^ited,  but  established  my  claim 
most  satisfactorily,  and  received  a  very 
large  sum  in  gold,  with  bills  of  a  high 
amount  on  various  mercantile  houses,  be- 
sides leaving  in  his  hands  an  important 
balance,  for  which  I  had  no  immediate 
necessity."  After  a  slight  sketch  of  my 
]\lexican  progress — very  little  embellished 
or  exaggerated — I  narrated  my  voyage  to 
Eurojjo  and  my  capture  at  Malaga  exactly 
as  they  occured,  circumstantially  recording 
every  detail  of  name  and  date  I  could  re- 
member down  to  the  very  moment  of  my 
reaching  Paris. 

*'  One  question  more,  my  dear  friend," 
said  M.  Paul,  after  some  fiifty  very  search- 
ing interrogatories  as  closely  argued  as 
the  cross-examination  of  a  counsel  at  law. 
*•  One  question  more,  and  I  have  done  ;  I 
know  you'll  not  be  offended  at  the  liberty 
I  am  about  to  take — nay,  I  feel  you'll  be 
even  gratified  with  my  candor.  Tell  me 
frankly,  as  between  man  and  man,  is  there 
one  word  of  truth  in  all  this,  or  is  it  not 
downi-ight  moonshine  —  sheer  invention 
from  beginninor  to  end?" 

I  started  to  my  legs,  my  face  crimson 
with  anger,  but  as  suddenly  recovering  my- 
self, said,  '"You  were  right,  sir,  to  bespeak 
a  degree  of  command  over  my  feelings  be- 
fore you  ventured  upon  this  freedom,  which 
if  1  cannot  altogether  pardon,  yet  I  will 
not  resent." 

"So  it  is  true,  then,"  said  he,  with  a  de- 
gree of  melancholy  in  his  voice  I  could 
not  fathom. 

*'0f  course  it  is,"  rejoined  I. 

"Sorry  to  hear  it;  deeply,  sincerely  sor- 
ry, that's  all,"  replied  he  in  the  self-same 
manner; —"I  cannot  express  to  you  one- 
half  of  my  disappointment." 

"Sorrow!  disappoit)tmentI  "  exclaimed 
I.  "May  I  ask  what  jmssible  interest  you 
could  have  in  supposing  me  to  be  an  im- 
postor and  a  cheat." 

"  Hard  names  these,"  said  he,  laughing; 
"but  I  will  explain  myself:  if  the  story 
you  have  just  told  me  were  fiction,  I  could 
give  you  three  hundred  francs  a  day  to 
write  feuilletons  for  the  Debate.  If  one- 
lialf  of  it  were  even  invention,  you'd  be 


I  Avorth  two  hundred  on  the  Siecle  or  the 
:  Pre^sse;  say  you  stole  the  material  and 
I  you'd  still  do  admirably  for  the  Mode.'^ 

"  Are  you — so  con  vei'sant  with  a  hundi'ed 
thousand  things — ignorant  that  the  grand 
])rinci))le  of  division  of  labor  has  extended 
itself  from  the  common  arts  of  manufac- 
ture, to  the  oi)erations  of  genius;  and  that, 
now-a-days,  no  man  would  think  of  com- 
])Osing  an  entire  work  himself,  any  moi-e 
than  he  would  of  turning  mason.  oai-j)en- 
ter,  slater,  locksmith,  and  glazier,  wei'e  he 
about  to  build  a  house.  On  the  contrary, 
having  fixed  upon  the  site,  and  determined 
the  pi'oportions  of  his  future  edifice,  he 
surrounds  himself  with  competent  and  skil- 
ful hands  in  all  the  several  walks  of  con- 
structiveness;  reserving  to  himself  that 
supervision  and  direction,  which  could 
not  be  practieable  were  he  engaged  in 
actual  labor;  this  is  a  master-builder  in 
fiction — selecting  his  artifices — storing 
his  materials — apportioning  the  quantity 
— keenly  watching  the  variations  in  pub- 
lic taste — and  producing  at  last  a  m-ass  and 
vai'iety  that  no  one  brain — however-  fer- 
tile and  assiduous — could  be  capable 
of.  This,"  said  he,  drawing  himself  up 
proudly,  "  this  is  my  walk.  By  tiie  aid  of 
this  discovery — for  it  is  mine,  and  mine 
only — I  am  enabled  to  draw  tears  in  the 
Di'bat.s  nY\(\  convulse  with  laughter  in  the 
Constiiutionnel;  and  while  writing  of  tlie 
torrid  zone  m  one  journal,  I  have  an  Ice- 
lander as  my  hero  in  another.  Men  stare 
at  the  range  of  my  knowledge  of  life  under 
aspects  so  various  and  discordant;  and  well 
may  they  wonder,  were  I  to  draw  upon  my 
own  unassisted  faculties.  But  it  is  men 
like  you,  Cregan,  I  want:  shrewd,  siiarp, 
ready-witted  dogs;  quick  to  remark,  and 
quicker  to  report.  What  say  you,  then, 
will  you  join  my  corps  in  the  fiction-foun- 
dry over  which  I  pieside?" 

"  Were  I  but  capable " 

"  You  are  eminently  so.  We  need  no 
literary  ability — no  craft  of  authorshi]) — 
no  more  than  the  child  who  picks  the  wool 
in  the  factory  is  called  on  to  direct  the 
loom  that  weaves  it  into  cloth.  Let  nut 
finish  the  article;  I'll  give  it  the  gloss  for 
sale  !  What  say  you?  five  thousand  francs 
a  year — free  admission  to  every  theatre  in 
Paris,  and  a  dinner  at  *  La  Trou  aux  Bois  ' 
— where  you  dined  yesterday — i^very  Sun- 
day?" 

"  A  bargain,"  cried  I,  in  ecstacy. 

"Concluded  by  both  parties,  who  thus 
acknowledge  their  hand  and  seal,"  cried 
he.  tossing  off  a  glass  oi  champagne,  and 
then  rising  from  the  table  he  pre})ared  to 
take    his    leave.     "  I    conclude,"  said    he 
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"that  you'll  not  continue  your  rcsideiioe 
liore  mueli  longor.  Sock  out  some  quarter 
less  ncur  to  lieavon,  and  more  accessible  to 
poor  hutnan  nature." 

I  promised  to  follow  the  advice,  and  we 
separated.  lie  to  repair  to  liis  liaunts — 
the  cafes,  the  editorial  snu<r<>erics,  and 
other  gossip  shops  of  Paris;  and  I  to  seek 
out  a  more  congenial  alxxie,  and  one  more 
belilting  the  favorable  turn  which  Fate  had 
now  imparted  to  my  fortune. 

The  afternoon  of  that  same  day  saw  me 
installed  in  a  pleasant  little  apartment  over- 
looking the  garden  of  Luxembourg,  and 
where,  from  a  little  terrace,  I  could  inliale 
the  odor  of  the  orange  blossoms,  and  see 
the  children  at  play  amid  the  plashing  of 
fountains  and  the  waving  of  the  tall  grass. 
It  was,  as  I  discovered,  tlie  cpuirter  of  the 
whole  artiste  class, — poets,  painters,  actors, 
sculptors,  feuilletonists,  and  caricaturists; 
nor  was  it  diHicult  to  ascertain  the  fact,  as 
:i  certain  extravagance  of  beard,  various 
modilications  of  hat,  and  peculiarly-cut 
coats  and  trousers,  in-esented  themselves  at 
every  moment.  Resolving  to  don  "the 
livery  of  my  race,"  1  made  my  appearance 
in  a  suit  of  coffee-brown,  hat  and  russet 
boots  to  match;  as  for  a  beard,  a  life  of  se- 
clusion for  several  weeks  Inid  only  left  me 
the  task  of  retrenchment;  ;ind  the  barber, 
whose  services  I  invoked,  h:id  but  to  ask 
niy  career  to  impress  me  with  that  artiste 
stamp,  tliat  makes  every  full-facetl  man  a 
mock  "  I£oU)ein,"and  every  thin  one  a  bad 
Vandyke. 

**  The  novelists  wear  it  straight  across, 
and  Sfjuare  below  the  chin,  sir,''  said  lie. 
**This  is  a  i)late  of  Monsieur  Eugene  Sue; 
but  there  is  a  certain  dash  of  energy  about 
Monsieur's  eyes — a  kind  of  'beaute  inso- 
lente,'if  I  may  be  pardoned  the  phrase,  that 
would  warrant  the  beard  to  be  pointed.  May! 
venture  to  trim  MonsieurasSalvatoi'Iiusa? "' 

*'Usc  your  own  discretion,  Monsieur 
Palmyrc,"  said  I;  ''the  res[)onsibility  is 
great,  and  I  will  not  clog  it  by  even  a  sug- 
gestion." 

'I'o  say  that  I  could  not  have  known  my- 
self on  arising  from  his  hands  is  no  exag- 
geration, so  })erfectly  changed  had  my  fea- 
tures become  in  their  cxjnvssion.  As  a 
disguise  it  was  perfect;  and  this  alone  was 
no  small  recommendation. 

As  I  walked  the  alleys  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg, where  at  every  instant  men  travestied 
like  myself,  came  and  went,  I  could  not  help 
recalling  the  classical  assertion,  that  "  no 
two  augurs  could  meet  face  to  face  without 
laughing,"  ami  1  wondered  excessively  how 
we  artistes  surveyeil  each  oth'M",  and  pre- 
served even  a  decent  gravity. 


My  career  as  a  litterateur  began  the  next 
day,  and  1  received  a  short  editorial  sum- 
mons from  the  office  of  La  TempCte  to  fur- 
nish a  feuilleton  of  a  hundred  and  twenty- 
four  lines:  the  postscript  adding,  that  as 
Admiral  Du  Guesi.-lin  had  just  arrived  from 
Macao,  some  "escpiisses  des  moniis  Chi- 
noises  "  would  be  well  timed.  Of  Chimi  I 
only  knew  what  a  laccpiercd  tea-tray  and 
the  willow  i)attern  could  teach  me;  Init  I 
set  to  work  at  once,  and  by  assuming  my 
sketches  to  be  pei'sonal  adventures  and  ex- 
periences, made  up  a  most  im[)osing  ac- 
count of  Chinese  domesticity. 

The  article  had  an  immense  success:  the 
air  of  veracity  was  perfect;  and  the  vejy 
officers  of  the  fleet  were  so  deluded  by  the 
imposition,  as  to  believe  they  must  have 
frequently  met  me  at  Shang-kee-shing  or 
Fong-wong-loo. 

Thus  was  I  launched  into  a  career,  of  all 
others  tlie  most  amusing,  the  most  excit- 
ing, and  I  must  also  add,  the  most  dissi- 
pated. Living  apart  from  all  mankind  in 
a  little  circle  of  our  own,  where  wc  only  i-ec- 
ognized  the  woild  as  we  ourselves  were 
pleased  to  paint  it,  our  whole  lives  were  one 
long  scoff  and  sneerateverybody  and  every- 
thing. Friendship  meant  the  habit  of 
meeting  at  dinner;  the  highest  nobility  of 
soul  was  his  who  paid  the  reckoning. 

If  there  was  little  actual  happiness 
among  us,  there  was  certainly  no  care  nor 
any  touch  of  sorrow.  A  great  i)icture  con- 
demned, a  poem  cut  to  pieces,  a  play  hissed 
olf,  only  suggested  a  "  soui»er  de  consola- 
tion." when  the  unlucky  author  would  be 
the  first  to  cut  jokes  n[)on  his  own  failure, 
and  ridicule  the  olfspring  of  his  own  brains. 
Who  could  look  for  sympathy  where  men 
had  no  feeling  for  themselves?  Even 
thieves,  the  proverb  tells  us,  observe  '-hon- 
or" with  each  other;  but  we  were  worse 
than  thieves,  since  we  actually  lived  and 
grew  fat  upon  each  other's  mishaps.  If  one 
exhibited  a  statue  at  the  Louvre,  anoiiier 
was  sure  lo  caricature  it  for  the  Passage  de 
rOpera.  If  one  brought  out  a  grand  tlrama 
at  the  Fran(;ais,  a  burlcsipie  was  certain  to 
follow  it  at  the  Palais  Ixoyale.  Every  little 
trait  that  near  intercourse  and  familiarity 
discloses,  every  weakness  that  is  laid  bare  ::i 
the  freedom  of  friendly  association,  were 
'made  venal,  and  worth  so  mueh  a  line  for 
\Le  Voleur  or  L'Espion. 

As  to  any  sulking,  or  dreaming  of  rescnt- 
'ing  these  infractions,  he  might  as  well  try 
'<  to  rei)ress  the  free-and-eiusy  habits  of  a  mid- 
'[  shipman's  berth.  They  were  the  "  masonry 
of  the  craft,"  which  each  tacitly  subscribed 
to  when  he  entered  it. 
I      All  intercourse  was  completely  gladia- 
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toi'i;iJ,  not  for  display,  but  for  defence- 
Everlasting'  badinjige  on  every  snbjeet  Jiud 
on  everybody  was  tiie  order  of  each  day; 
and  as  success  was  to  the  full  as  much 
quizzed  as  failure,  any  exhibition  of  vanity 
or  solf-gratulalion  met  a  heavy  retribution. 
Woe  unto  him  wliose  romance  went  through 
three  editions  in  a  fortnight,  or  whom  the 
audience  called  for  at  the  conclusion  of  his 
drama! 

As  for  the  fairer  portion  of  our  guild, 
being  for  the  most  part  ostracised  in  general 
society,  they  bore  a  grudge  against  their 
sex,  and  affected  a  thousand  airs  of  man- 
iiishness.  Some  always  dressed  in  male  at- 
tire; many  sported  little  moustaches  and 
chin-tufts,  rode  man-fashion  in  theBoisde 
Boulogne,  fought  duels,  and  all  smoked. 
Ijike  other  converts,  they  went  farther  in 
their  faith  than  the  old  believers,  and  talk- 
ed Communism,  Socialism,  and  Saint  Si- 
monianism,  with  a  freedom  that  rose  high 
above  all  the  little  prejudices  ordinary  life 
fosters. 

If  great  crimes,  such  as  shock  the  world 
by  their  enormity,  were  quite  unknown 
among  us,  all  the  vices,  practicable  within 
the  Law  and  the  Code  Napoleon,  were 
widely  popular;  and  the  worst  of  it  all  was, 
none  seemed  to  have  the  remotest  concep- 
tion that  he  was  not  the  beau  ideal  of  mo- 
rality. The  simple  fact  Avas,  we  assumed  a 
very  low  standard  of  rigid,  and  chose  to 
Avalk  even  under  that. 

With  Paris,  and  all  its  varied  forms  of 
life,  I  soon  became  perfectly  familiar  ;  not 
merely  that  city  which  occupies  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Honore,  or  St.  Germain — not  the 
Paris  of  the  Boulevards  or  the  Palais 
Royale  only  ;  but  with  Quartier  St.  Denis, 
the  Batignolles,  the  Cite,  and  the  Pays 
Latin.  I  knew  every  dialect,  from  the 
slang  of  fashion  to  the  conventional  lan- 
guage of  its  lowest  populace.  I  heard 
every  rumor,  from  the  cabinet  of  the 
i\Iinistors  down  to  the  latest  gossip  of  the 
"Coulisses;"  what  the  world  said  and 
thought,  in  each  of  its  varying  and  dis- 
similar sections  ;  how  each  political  move 
was  judged  ;  what  was  the  public  feeling 
for  this  or  that  measure  ;  how  the  •'many- 
headed"  Avere  satisfied  or  dissatisfied, 
whetlier  with  the  measures  of  the  .Ministry, 
or  the  legs  of  the  new  dansense  ;  and  thus 
I  became  the  very  perfection  of  a  feuille- 
toniste.  Tiiere  is  but  one  secret  in  this 
species  of  literature — the  ever  watchful 
observation  of  the  public — and  when  it  is 
considered  that  this  is  a  Parisian  public, 
the  task  is  not  quite  so  easy  as  some  would 
deem  it.  Tiiis  watchfulness,  and  a  certain 
hardihood    that    never   shrinks   from   any 


themes,  howeversacred  to  the  conventional 
reserves  of  the  general  world,  are  all  the 
requisites. 

1  qave  said  it  was  a  njost  amusing  life  ; 
and  if  eternal  excitement — if  tlio  onward 
rush  of  new  emotions,  the  never-ceasing 
flow  of  stimulating  thoughts,  could  have 
sufficed  for  hapi)iness,  1  might  have  been, 
and  ought  to  have  been,  contented.  Still 
tlie  whole  was  unkkal.  Not  only  was  the 
world  we  had  made  for  ourselves  unreal, 
but  all  our  judgments,  all  our  speculations, 
our  hopes,  fears,  antici})ations,  our  very 
likings  and  dislikings!  our  antipathies  were 
mock  ;  and  what  we  denounced  Avith  all 
the  pretended  seriousness  of  heartfelt  con- 
viction in  one  journal,  we  not  unfrequently 
pronounced  to  be  a  heaven-sent  blessing  in 
anothei".  Bravos  of  the  pen — we  had  no 
other  principle  than  our  pay,  and  were 
utterly  indifferent  at  whom  we  struck, 
even  though  the  blow  should  prove  fatal. 
That  Ave  should  become  sceptical  on  every 
subject ;  that  Ave  should  cease  to  bestoAV- 
credence  on  anythiiig;  believing  that  all 
around  Avas  false,  hy])ocritical,  and  unreal 
as  ourselves,  Avas  natural  enough  ;  but  this 
frame  of  mind  bears  its  own  Avoighty  retri- 
bution, and  not  even  the  miserable  victim 
of  superstitious  fears,  dreads  solitude  like 
him  Avhose  mind  demands  the  constant 
stimulant  of  intercourse,  the  torrent  of 
new  ideas,  that  Avhirls  him  along,  unre- 
flecting and  unthinking. 

It  will  be  easily  seen  that  all  my  narra- 
tive of  myself  met  but  little  faith  in  such 
company.  They  unhesitatingly  rejected 
the  whole  story  of  my  Avealth  ;  and  my 
future  restoration  to  rank  and  riches  used 
to  be  employed  as  a  kind  of  synonym  for 
the  Greek  calends.  The  Avorst  of  all  this 
was,  their  disbelief  infected  even  me,  and 
I  gradually  began  to  look  upon  myself  as 
an  impostor.  My  hope — tlie  guide-star 
that  cheered  me  in  many  a  dark  and  gloomy 
period — began  to  wane,  and  I  felt  that  ere 
longall  those  aspirations  which  had  spirited 
me  on  in  life  Avould  lie  cold  and  dead 
Avithinme,  and  that  my  horizon  would  ex- 
tend no  further  than  where  each  daily  sun 
sunk  forest.  To  shoAV  any  discontent  with 
my  Avalk  ;  to  evince,  in  the  slightest  degree, 
any  misgivings  that  Ave  of  "La  Petite 
Presse  "  did  not  give  laws  to  taste,  morals, 
juris]>rudence,  and  legislation,  would  have 
been  high  treason.  To  imply  a  doubt  that 
we  held  in  our  liands,  not  alone  the  desti- 
nies of  Pai-is,  but  of  Europe — of  all  civili- 
zation— Avould  have  been  a  rank  and 
outrageous  heresy.  Like  the  priest,  the 
journalist  can  never  unfrock  himself.  The 
mark  of   the  ink,  more  tenacious  than  the 
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blood  on  Lady  Macbctli's-  finajers,  will 
** never  out."  What  tlien,  could  I  do? 
for,  wearied  of  my  calliu^,  I  yearned  for  a 
little  truth, — for  a  new  glimpse  of  reality, 
however  short  and  fleetiiijf. 

Full  of  those    thoughts,  I  repaired  one 
morning  to  the  'J'rou-aux-Boi.s,  whore   for- 
tunately I    found    my  friend    Paul  alono  ; 
at  least,  except  three  secretaries,  to  whom  I 
he  was  dictating    by  turns,  he   had  no  one  | 
Avlth  him  !     "  Wait  till  I  have  finished  this  i 
'Attack   of   Wolves   on    a  ('aravan,'"  said  I 
he,  "and  the  '  Death  of  Jules  de  Tavanne 
by  Poison,' and  I'm  your  man  ;  meanwhile 
step  into  my  study — there   afe   masses  of 
newspapers  and  letters,  which  you  can  read 
freely." 

He  did  not  detain  me  long  ;  apparently 
the  wolves  were  weak,  and  soon  beaten  off. 
and  the  poison  was  strong,  and  soon  did 
its  work  :  for  he  joined  me  in  less  thitn 
half  an  hour. 

^ly  explanation  Avas  listened  to  patiently, 
and,  what  surpiiscdme  more,  without  as- 
tonishment. He  saw  nothing  exaggerated 
or  high-flown  in  the  dilhculties  I  started  ; 
and  even  went  the  lonsrth  of  confessing, 
that  many  of  my  objections  had  occurred 
to  his  own  mind.  '*  But  then,"  said  he, 
"what  is  to  be  done  ?  If  you  turn  soldier, 
are  you  always  certain  that  you  wmII  concur 
in  the  justice  of  the  cause  for  which  you 
fight  ?  Become  a  lavvyer,  and  is  not  half 
your  life  ]>assed  in  arraigning  the  right, 
and  defending  the  wrong?  Try  medicine; 
and  where  will  be  your  '])ractice'  if  you 
only  prescribe  for  the  really  atflicted,  and 
do  not  indulge  the  caprices,  and  foster  the 
complainings  of  the  '  malade  imaginaire  ?' 
As  an  apothecary,  you  would  vend  poisons; 
as  an  architect,  you  would  devise  jails  and 
penitentiaries  ;  and  so  to  the  end  of  the 
chapter.  Optimism  is  just  as  impracticable 
as  it  is  dangerous.  Accept  the  w-orld  as 
you  find  it,  not  because  it  is  the  best,  but 
because  it  is  the  only  policy  ;  and  above 
Jill,  be  slow  in  changing  acaroer  where  you 
liave  met  with  success.  The  best  ]iroor 
that  it  suits  vou  is,  that  the  public  tJiInk 
so." 

Being  determined  on  my  course,  I  now 
affected  a  desire  to  see  life  in  some  other 
form,  and  observe  mankind  under  some 
other  asi)ect.  To  this  he  assented  freely; 
and  after  a  few  moments'  discussion,  sud- 
deidy  bethought  him  of  a  letter  he  had  re- 
ceived thnt  very  moining.  "  You  remem- 
ber the  Due  de  St.  CJloud;  whom  you  met 
at  dinner  the  first  day  vou  s[»ont  bore?" 
"Perfectly." 

"  Well,   he   was.  as  you  are  aware,  or- 
dered off  to  Africa,  to  take  a  high  military 


command  a  few  days  after,  and  has  not 
since  returned  to  France.  This  day  I  have 
received  a  letter  from  him,  asking  me  to 
recommend  some  one  among  my  literary 
acquaintances  to  fill  the  ofiice  of  his  pri- 
vate secretary.  You  arc  exactly  the  man 
for  the  appointment.  Thedutiosare  light, 
the  pay  liberal,  the  jjosition  agreeable  in 
every  way;  and  in  fact,  for  ono  who  de- 
sires to  sec  something  of  the  world,  wdiich 
the  Boulevard  du  Gent  and  the  Cafe  de 
Paris  cannot  show  him,  the  opportunities 
are  first-rate." 

The  proposal  overjoyed  mo  I  had  I  been 
called  on  to  invent  a  post  for  myself,  this 
was  exactly  the  thing  I  shoidd  have  fan- 
cied. A  campaign  agtdnst  the  Arabs — the 
novelty  of  country,  people,  and  events — a 
life  of  adventure,  with  a  prince  for  my 
companion — these  were  the  very  crowning 
desires  of  my  ambition. 

"  ril  write  about  it  this  very  day:  there 
will  be  a  mail  for  Algiers  made  \\\)  this  ev- 
ening, and  not  a  moment  shall  be  lost  in 
making  the  api)lication." 

I  could  not  express  one-half  my  grati- 
tude for  this  opportune  kindness;  and  when 
I  again  turned  my  steps  toward  Paris,  my 
heart  had  regained  the  buoyant  elasticity 
which  had  so  often  lifted  me  above  all  the 
troubled  waves  of  life. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

"MOI    ET   MOX    PRIXCE." 

— .Tales  .Janin. 
Tn^  less  than  a  fortnight  after  the  inter- 
view I  have  just  recorded,  I  received  a  let- 
ter from  De  Minerale,  inclosing  another 
addressed  to  himself,  and  whose  royal  seal 
at  once  ])roclaimed  the  writer.  De  Mine- 
rale's  was  only  a  few  lines,  thus: 

"  Dear  C— I  forward  you  the  'Duke's' 
reply  to  my  note,  by  which  you  will  see 
that  we  have  been  in  time,  and  fortunate 
eiHUjgh  to  secure  youi- appointment.  Lose 
not  a  moment  in  fulfilling  the  instructions 
contained  in  it,  and  dine  with  me  to-day 
at  the  *  Frere.s,'  at  seven. 

*•  Yours, 

P.  de  M." 

The  Duke's  epistle,  almost  e([ually  brief, 
was  to  the  effect; 

•  Head  Quarters,  Oran. 

"  ]\[v  dear  De  Miiu'rale, — Of  course  I 
remember  jicrtectly  our  friend  the  '  Qua- 
torzieme,'  whose  lucubrations  in  the  jour- 
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iials  I  have  since  been  nuicli  unuused  witli. 
In  some  i-espects  lie  would  suit  nic  well, 
being  a  follow  of  liigh  animal  spirits — 
great  readiness — and,  if  I  mistake  not, 
well  fitted  for  the  rough  usage  of  a  cam- 
paign. 13ut,  it  strikes  me,  that  if  his  po- 
sition be  such  as  you  represent  it,  the  ex- 
change would  be  anything  but  profitable. 
This  is  a  land  of  few  ])leasure3  and  no  lux- 
uries. Tell  him  that  we  never  see  truffles 
— that  chamiiagno  is  only  a  tradition;  and, 
except  Moorish  damsels,  who  never  show 
us  more  of  their  faces  than  a  pair  of  eyes 
— darting  fire  and  anger — we  liave  no  beau- 
ties. Yet,  if,  despite  all  these  drawbacks, 
he  be  still  willing  to  tempt  his  fortune,  and 
trust  to  'a  razzia'  for  the  rest,  let  him  call 
on  Count  du  Vergnoble,  at  the  'Ministcre 
de  la  Guerre,'  where  ho  will  find  every- 
thing in  readiness  for  his  appointment. 

"(Should  he  desire  it",  he  can  also  receive 
liis  commission  in  my  own  regiment,  the 
13tli  Chasseurs-a-cheval;  and  as  he  will 
not  be  called  on  for  duty,  he  raight  as  well 
accept  an  appointment  that  will  at  least 
give  him  forage  for  his  horses  and  some 
other  advantages. 

''Send  me  all  the  new  things  that  are 
out,  and  tell  me  what  you  and  Aljihonse 
are  doing.  '  Mes  amitcs '  to  our  fair  friend 
in  the  Rue  Ponchaulo, and  i;he  like — indis- 
criminately— to  all  the  others. 
"  Yours  affectionately, 

II.  de  St.  C. 

*' You  call  him  '  Le  Comte  de  Creganne,' 
and  so  I  have  written  it  for  the  Ministei- — 
is  this  right?  " 

I  read  and  re-read  the  letter  till  I  knew 
every  sentence  of  it  by  heart;  and  then, 
dressing  myself  Avith  a  degree  of  care  the 
importance  of  the  occasion  suggested,  I 
drove  for  the  Minister's  ofiicc.  It  was 
not  the  hour  of  his  usual  reception;  but  on 
sending  in  my  name,  which  I  did  as  Le 
Comte  de  Creganne,  I  was  at  once  admitted. 

His  Excellency  was  all  smiles  an  1  affa- 
bility, praised  his  lioyal  Ilighness's  selec- 
tion of  a  name  so  greatly  honored  in  litera- 
ture, and  paid  me  many  flattering  compli- 
ments on  my  writings,  whicli,  by  the  way, 
he  confounded  with  those  of  half  a  dozen 
others;  and  then,  after  a  variety  of  civil 
speeches,  gently  diverged  into  a  modest  in- 
quiry as  to  my  native  country,  rank,  and 
fortune.  "  We  live  in  days,  mon  cher 
Comte,  said  he,  laughing,  ."in  which  high 
capacityand  talent  hap[)ily  take  precedence 
of  mere  lineage;  but  still,  an  illustrious  per- 
sonage has  always  insisted  upon  liie  neces- 
sity of  those  immediately  about  the  person 


of  the  princes  being  of  noble  families.  1 
am  (juite  aware  that  you  can  fulfill  evcJ'y 
condition  of  the  kind,  and  only  desire siieii 
infoi-mation  as  may  satisfy  his  Majesty." 

I  re])lied  by  relating  the  captui-e  of  my 
property  at  Malaga,  which,  among  other 
things,  contained  all  the  title-deeds  of  my 
estates,  and  the  patent  of  my  nobility. 
"These  alone,"  said  I,  producing  the 
banker's  letters  addressed  to  me  as  Condu 
de  Cregano,  "are  all  that  remain  to  me 
now  to  remind  me  of  my  former  standing; 
and  although,  as  born  a  British  subject,  1 
might  at  once  apply  to  my  minister  to  sub- 
stantiate my  claims,  the  unhappy  events  of 
Ireland  which  enlisted  my  family  in  the 
ranks  of  her  patriots,  have  made  us  exiles, 
— proscribed  exiles  for  evei'." 

This  explanation  went  further  than  my 
previous  one.  The  old  French  antipathy 
to  England  found  sympathy  for  Irish  i-e- 
bellion  at  once;  and,  alter  a  very  brief  dis- 
cussion, my  appointment  was  filled  U]i,  and 
I  was  named  Private  Secretary  to  the  Due 
de  St.  Cloud,  and  Lieutenant  in  the  1-^th 
Kegiment  of  Chasseurs-a-cheval. 

A  new  career  had  now  opened  before  me, 
and  it  was  one  of  all  others  the  most  to  my 
choice.  The  war  in  Africa  had  become  by 
that  time  a  kind  of  crusade  ;  it  was  the  only 
field  where  Frenchmen  could  win  fame  and 
honor  in  arms,  and  the  military  fcvcrof  the 
nation  was  at  its  height.  Into  this  enthu- 
siasm I  threw  myself  ardently;  nor  did  it 
need  the  stimulation  derived  from  a  new 
and  most  becoming  uniform,  1o  make  me 
fancy  myself  a  very  Bayard  in  chivali-y. 

A  truly  busy  week  was  spent  by  me  in 
preparations  for  departure  ;  as  I  liad  to  be 
presented  at  a  ])rivate  audience  of  the 
Coui-t,  to  wait  upon  various  high  official 
personages,  to  receive  instructions  on  many 
points,  and  lastly,  to  preside  at  a  paiting 
dinner,  which  I  was  to  give  to  my  literary 
brethren,  before  retiring  from  the  guild  for 
ever. 

Last  dinners  and  leave-takings  ai'e  gen- 
erally sad  affairs;  this  of  mine  was,  how- 
ever>  an  exception.  It  was  a  perfect  orgio 
of  wild  and  enthusiastic  gaiety.  All  the 
beauty  which  the  theaters  and  the  "ar- 
tiste" class  generally  could  boast,  was 
united  with  the  brilliancy  and  convivial 
excellence  of  the  cleverest  men  in  Paris — 
the  ])roressional  sayers  of  smart  things — 
the  ready-witted  ones,  whose  epigrams  were 
sufficient  to  snuish  a  cabinet,  or  laugh  down 
a  new  treaty;  and  all  in  high  spirits,  since 
wliat  promoted  me,  also  left  a  vacancy  in 
the  corps,  that  gave  many  others  a  step  in 
the  ranks  of  letters. 

What  speeches  were  made  in  my  honor — 
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what  toiists,  prcfiicotl  by  all  the  cxaggora- 
tiou  of  praise  iluit  would  have  b<'0!i  ful- 
some, save  for  the  lurkiug  diablerie  of  fuu, 
tljat  every  now  and  then  burst  forth  in  the 
midst  of  them!  And  then  there  were  odes, 
and  sonnets,  and  songs,  in  which  my  future 
aoliievetncnts  were  jjietured  in  a  vein  balf- 
llattcring,  half  satirieal — that  peculiar  ean 
suere,  with  a  s(|ueeze  of  k'Uion,  that  only  a 
Fi'enchman  knows  how  to  concoct  I 

Uurint;  one  of  my  most  triumphant  mo- 
ments, when  two  of  the  very  i)rettiest  of 
actresses  of  the  "  Odeon  "  were  jilacing  a 
laurel  crown  uj)on  my  brow,  acabiuet-me.s- 
scnger  was  announced,  and  presented  me 
with  an  order  to  repair  at  once  to  thcTuil- 
erics  with  my  oIRciallettcr  of  appointment, 
as  his  Majesty,  by  some  accident,  had  foi-- 
gotten  to  a[)pend  to  it  his  signatui-e.  Apol- 
ogizing to  my  worthy  IViends  for  a  briel' 
absence,  which  they  assured  me  should  be 
devoted  to  expatiating  on  those  virtues  of 
my  ciiaiMcter  wliich  my  jiresence  interdicted 
them  fi'om  enlarging  u[)on,  I  arose  and  left 
the  I'oom.  It  was  necessary  lo  ari'angethe 
di.'^onler  of  my  dress  and  appearance,  and  I 
made  a  hurried  dressing,  bathing  my  tem- 
ples in  cold  water,  and  comjiosing  myself,  so 
far  as  might  be,  into  a  condition  fit  to  meet 
the  eyes  of  royalty — two  of  my  friends  ac- 
companying me  the  while,  and  lending  their 
assistance  to  my  toilet.  They  at  length 
pronounced  me  perfect,  and  I  drove  off. 

Although  already  ]>ast  midnight,  the 
King,  with  several  members  of  tlie  royal 
family,  were  seated  at  tea — two  of  the  min- 
isters, a  few  general  otiicers,  and  a  foreign 
ambassador,  being  of  the  ])arty. 

Into  this  circle,  in  which  there  was 
nothing  to  inspire  awe,  save  the  actual 
rank  of  the  illusti-ious  personages  them- 
selves, I  was  now  introduced  by  the  Min- 
ister of  War.  "IjC  Comte  de  Creganne, 
please  your  Majesty,"  said  he,  twice,  ere 
the  King  heard  liim. 

"Ah!  very  triu',"  said  the  King,  turn- 
ing round,  and  with  a  smile  of  most  cor- 
dial expression,  adding,  "  My  dear  Count, 
it  seems  I  had  forgotten  to  sign  yt)ur  aj)- 
j»ointment — a  mistake  that  might  have 
caused  you  sojne  inconvenience  and  delay 
at  Algiers.  Pray  let  me  amend  this  i)iece 
of  forgetfulness.'' 

I  bowed  res[)ectfully,  and  deposited  be- 
fore Www  the  great  s<pnn-e  envelope,  with 
the  huge  official  seal  annexed,  that  con- 
tained my  nomination. 

"  The  Princess  de  Verneiiil  will  be  happy 
to  give  you  some  tea.  Count.''  said  the 
King,  motioning  me  to  sit  down,  and  I 
obeyed,  while  my  heart,  beating  violently 
at  my  side    almost   ovcpowered  me  with 


emotion.  Only  to  think  of  iti — the  son  of 
an  Irish  peasant  seated  at  the  family  tea- 
table  of  a  great  sovereign,  and  the  princcH.s 
herself,  the  danghter  of  a  king,  pouring 
out  his  tea! 

If  nothing  short  of  the  mo>t  coiL'^nm- 
matc  effrontery  can  maintain  a  cool,  unaf- 
fected indifference  in  presence  of  royalty, 
there  is  another  frame  of  mind  indicative 
of  case  and  self-possession,  perfectly  com- 
patible with  a  kingly  ]>resence;  and  this  is 
altogether  dependent  on  the  manner  and 
tone  of  the  sovereign  himself.  I'he  King 
— I  have  heard  it  Avas  his  usual  manner — 
was  as  free  from  any  assumption  of  sui)c- 
rioiity  as  would  be  any' private  gentleman 
under  his  own  roof;  his  conversation  was 
maintained  in  a  tone  of  perfect  familiarity 
with  all  around  him. and  even  when  differ- 
ing in  opinion  with  any  one,  there  was  a 
degree  of  almost  deference  in  the  way  he 
insinuated  his  own  views. 

On  this  occasion  he  directed  nearly  all 
bis  attention  to  myself,  and  made  Ireland 
the  subject,  asking  a  vast  variety  of  ques- 
tions, chiefly  regarding  the  condition  of 
the  peasanti-y,  their  modes  of  life,  habits 
of  thinking,  education,  and  future  pros- 
pects. I  saw  that  my  statements  were  all 
new  to  him,  that  he  was  not  preijared  for 
much  that  I  told  him,  and  he  very  soon 
avowed  it  by  saying,  ''These,  I  must  own, 
are  not  the  opinions  I  have  usually  heard 
from  your  countrymen.  Count;  but  I  con- 
clude that  the  oi>})oitunities  of  ti'avel,  and 
the  liberalism  of  thoufj^ht  which  intercourse 
with  foreign  countries  beget.-,  may  lead 
you  to  take  views  not  quite  in  accordance 
wirh  mere  stay-at-home  i»cliticians.''  I 
could  have  given  him  another  and  more 
accurate  explanation  of  the  difference.  It 
was  the  first  and  only  time  tliat  his  Majesty 
had  conversed  with  the  son  of  a  ])easant — 
one,  himself  born  and  bred  beneath  the 
thatch  of  a  cabin,  and  who  h;id  felt  the 
very  emotions  which  others  nuMcly  draw 
from  their  imagimitions.  As  it  giew  la'e, 
his  Majesty  arose,  and  the  Ministers  one 
by  one  retired,  leaving  nu^  the  only  stran- 
ger ju'e.sent.  "Now,  Count,  I  must  not 
detain  you  longei*;  you  leave  Paris  early 
to-morrow  morning,  and  I  should  have  re- 
membered  bow  large  a  ])oriion  of  your 
night  I  have  monojiolized.  This  paper — 
where  is  it?" 

I  at  once  iooV  up  the  envelojie,  and  drew 
forth  a  docunuMit. — but  conceive  my  hor- 
ror when  I  discerned  (hat  it  was  a  jiiece  of 
verse — a  droll  song  upon  my  new  ilignity, 
that  one  of  my  villainous  companions  had 
stuffed  into  the  envelope  in  ])lace  of  my 
official  letter  of  ap]iointinent.      Crushing 
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it  in  my  hand,  I  pulled  out  another — worse 
ai^nin!  It  was  the  bill  of  fare  of  our  dinner 
at  Very 's,  Avhere  "entrees"  and  "liors- 
d'cBuvres,  salmis,  and  ma(3edoines,'''  figured 
in  imposing  ari-ay.  One  document  still 
remained,  and  I  drew  it  out;  but,  as  his 
Majesty's  eyes  were  this  tinie  bent  upon 
mo,  I  had  not  a  moment  to  see  what  might 
be  its  contents;  indeed  I  lialf  suspected 
the  King  saw  my  indecision,  and,  deter- 
mining to  put  a  bold  face  on  the  matter,  I 
doubled  down  a  blank  ])iece  of  the  ])aper, 
and  ])laced  it  for  liis  Majesty.  A])parently 
liis  tiionghts  were  wandering  in  some  other 
direction,  for  he  took  u]i  the  pen  aljstract- 
ediy,  and  Avrote  the  words,  ''Approved  by 
lis,"  with  his  name  in  a  routine  sort  of  Avay, 
that  showed  he  gave  no  attention  to  the  act 
whatever. 

It  was  all  I  could  do!  To  avoid  any  in- 
decent show  of  haste  in  enclosing  the 
paper  within  the  envelope,  my  hand  trem- 
bled so  that  I  could  scarcely  accomplish  it. 
When  I  had.  replaced  it  in  my  j^ocket,  I 
felt  like  a  drowning  man  at  the  moment 
he  touches  land. 

The  King  dismissed  me  with  many  flat- 
tering speeches,  and  I  returned  to  Very's 
where  my  friends  were  still  at  table.  Re- 
solved not  to  gi'atify  the  trium])li  of  their 
malice,  I  affected,  to  have  discovered  the 
trick  in  time  to  remedy  it,  and  to  replace 
my  appointment  in  its  inclosure.  Of  course 
thepossibility  of  what  might  have  occurred, 
gave  rise  to  many  a  droll  fancy  and  absurd 
conceit,  and.  I  plainly  saw  how  very  little 
compunction  there  would  have  been  for 
my  disaster  if  a  ludicrous  scene  had  ensued 
between  the  king  and.  myself. 

We  separated  now  with  all  the  testimo- 
nies of  sincere  affection:  some  of  my  fair 
friends  even  wept,  and  our  parting  had  all 
the  parade,  and  about  the  same  amount  of 
sincerity — as  a  scene  in  a  drama.  Paul 
alone  showed  any  real  feeling;  he  liked  me 
probably  because  he  had  served  me — a 
stronger  bond  of  affection  than  many  people 
;■. re  aware  of.  **'Tell  mo  one  thing,  Cre- 
ganne,"  cried  he,  as  ho  shook  my  hand  for 
the  last  time,  "we  arc,  perhaps,  never  to 
meet  again — life  has  so  many  vicissitudes — 
tell  me  frankly,  then,  if  your  Mexican  his- 
tory, your  riches,  and  gems,  and  gold,  your 
diamonds,  your  rul)ies,  your  doubloons,"  and 
your  moidores,  are  not  all  a  humbug,  to- 
gether with  your  imprisonment  in  Malaga, 
and  all  its  consef|uences?  " 

"True,  every  W(jrd  of  it,"  said  I,  impres- 
sively. 

"Come,  come,  now,  your  secret  is  safe 
with  me.  Be  open  and  above  board  ;  say 
honestly  that  the  whole  was  a  '  get  up.'     I 


j)romise  you  fairly  that,  if  yon  do,  I'll  have 
a  higher  value  for  your  talents  at  an  epi- 
sode, than  I  now  ])lace  upon  your  lost 
wealth  and  your  countship  to  boot." 

"  I'm  sorry  for  it,"  replied  I.  "There 
are  few  men  whose  esteem  I  set  more  store 
by.  If  I  could  oblige  you  by  becoming  a 
cheat,  my  regard  for  you  might  possibly 
overmaster  my  better  judgment;  but  un- 
ha])pily,  I  am  what  I  rej)resent  myself,  and 
wluit  I  trust  one  day  yet  to  convince  you." 
AVith  this  we  parted.  As  the  diligence 
drove  away,  I  could  see  Paul  still  standing 
in  the  same  place,  evidently  unable  to  re- 
solve the  difficult  problem  of  my  voracious- 
ness. 

And  now  I  am  approaching  a  chapter  of 
my  history  Avhose  adventures  and  chances 
are  alone  a  story  in  themselves.  The 
varied  fortunes  of  a  campaign  in  a  strange 
land,  with  strange  enemies,  new  scenes  and 
climates,  of  course  were  not  without  inci- 
dents to  diversify  and  interest  them;  and 
although  I  could  probably  select  more  pas- 
sages of  curious  adventure  from  this  than 
from  any  other  ])ortion  of  my  life,  I  am 
forced  to  pass  by  all  in  silence;  and  for  these 
reasons:  first,  the  narrative  would  lead 
me  to  a  greater  length  than  I  have  any 
right  to  presume  upon  in  thishistory,  or  to 
behove  that  my  reader  would  be  a  willing 
party  to;  and,  secondly,  the  recital  would 
entail  the  acquaintance  with  a  vast  variety 
of  characters,  not  one  of  whom  ever  again 
occurred  to  me  in  life,  and  of  whom,  wlien 
I  quitted  Africa,  their  very  names  never 
were  heard  by  mo  more.  And  here  I  may 
bo  i)ardoned  for  saying,  tliat  I  have  been 
sadly  constrained  in  these  my  Confessions, 
to  avoid,  npon  the  one  hand,  any  mention 
of  those  persons  who  merely  exercised  a 
passing  influence  on  my  fortunes,  and  yet 
to  show  by  what  agencies  of  personal 
acquaintanceship  my  character  became 
formed  and  molded.  In  a  novel,  the 
world  would  seem  to  consist  of  only  the 
very  characters  introduced,  or  i-athoi',  the 
characters  serve  as  absti'actions  to  repre- 
sent certain  qualities  and  passions  of  man- 
kind; l)ut  in  real  life  is  this  the  case?  Nay, 
is  it  not  precisely  the  reverse?  Do  not  the 
chance  intimacies  we  form  in  the  steam- 
boat, or  the  diligence,  very  frequently  leave 
deej)  and  lasting  impressions  behind  them? 
Are  not  phrases  remembered,  and  words 
treasured  up  as  axioms,  that  we  have  heard 
passingly  from  tliose  we  are  never  to  see 
again  ?  Of  how  many  of  our  strongest  con- 
victions the  origin  was  mere  accident, — 
ideas  droi)ped,  like  those  seeds  of  distant 
plants  that  are  born  for  thousands  of  miles 
upon   the  wind,  and   let  fall   in   some  far 
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away  ];uul  to  take  rooh  and  fructify?  And 
arc  these  tlic  agencies  to  be  omitted  wlicn 
a  man  wonld  give  a  "confession"  to  the 
world?  Why  are  tlio  letters  of  an  individ- 
ual liis  brst  biography,  save  as  recording 
liis    judgment    upon    ])assi ng    events     or 

fieopic,  with  whom,  in  ail  lii<elihood  he  has 
ittle  snh.-;e(|iK'nt  connection?  But  enough 
of  tins — 1  have  said  sufTiciont  for  apology 
to  those  who  see  the  difficulty  of  the  case. 
To  those  who  do  not,  1  liavc  been  prolix 
without  being  profitable. 

Of  Africa,  tlien,  I  must  not  speak.  'IMiree 
years  of  its  burning  sun  and  parched  soil 
— the  life  of  bivouac  and  battle  had  done 
the  work  of  ten  upon  my  constitution  and 
appearance.  I  was  bronzed  almost  to  a 
Moorish  tint;  a  few  straggling  hairs  of 
grey  showed  themselves  in  my  dark  beard 
and  moustache,  while  emergencies  and 
hazards  of  different  kinds  iiad  imparted  a 
sterner  character  to  my  features,  that  little 
resembled  tiie  careless  gaie\v  of  my  earlier 
days.  \\\  addition  to  this,  I  was  wounded; 
asaber  cut  received  in  defending  the  Pi'ince 
from  an  attack  of  Arab  horsemen,  had 
severed  the  muscles  of  my  right  arm;  and 
although  encouraged  to  believe  that  I 
should  3'et  recov,  r  its  use,  I  was,  for  the 
time  at  least,  totally  disabled,  and  as  in- 
competent to  wield  a  sword  as  a  pen.  A 
very  flattering  mention  of  me  in  "general 
orders,"  my  name  recorded  in  a  dispatch, 
and  the  ribbon  of  the  "  Legion,"  well 
rewarded  me  for  these  misha[)s;  and  now, 
as  a  season  of  j)eace  intervened,  I  was  about 
to  return  to  France  with  the  rank  of  "  Chef 
d'Escadron,"  and  the  fame  of  a  distin- 
guished officer.  As  the  Prince,  my  master, 
was  to  make  a  tour  in  the  provinces  before 
his  return  to  Paris,  permission  was  given 
me  to  visit  Italy,  whither  the  physician  ad- 
vised me  to  repair  to  recuit  my  strength, 
before  adventuring  upon  the  trials  of  a 
more  northern  climate.  The  "  Due  "  over- 
whelmed me  with  kind  i)rotestations  at 
jiarting,  and  gave  me  a  letter  to  the  French 
Minister  at  Naples,  especially  commending 
me  to  his  friendship,  and  speaking  of  my 
services  in  terms  that  my  modesty  cannot 
permit  me  to  repeat.  Thus  was  Fortune 
once  more  my  friend;  and  could  I  have  but 
obliterated  all  memory  of  the  past,  and  of 
those  fatal  riches — the  brief  enjoyment  of 
which  had  given  an  impulse  to  all  my  de- 
sires— I  might  now  have  been  well  con- 
tented. Iligh  character  as  a  soldier,  a 
certain  rank  in  the  service,  and  the  friend- 
ship of  a  Royal  Prince,  were  not  trifling 
advantages  to  one  who  had  often  sued  des- 
tiny with  success,  even  in  '\formd  2)au- 
peris;^'  stiU,  the  '*great  game"   1  should 


j  have  played,  as  the  man  of  large  for- 
jtune,  was  never  out  of  my  thoughts,  uiid 
I  in  secret  I  resolved  to  return  to  .Me.vico, 
land,  as  the  ithrase  has  it,  "look  after  mv 
I  affairs." 

j  This  determination  grew  more  fixed  the 
!  longer  1  considered  it;  and  iiere  I  may  re- 
mark, tiiat  the  document  to  which  the 
i  King  had  appended  his  signature  and  ap- 
jiroval,  was  a  statement  of  my  claims  on 
S|>;iin,  flrawn  up  by  myself — one  of  those 
hundred  representations  which  I  made  in 
idle  hours,  to  while  away  time  and  amuse 
hope.  If  I  was  well  aware  that  the  signa- 
ture was  obtained  by  a  mere  accident,  and 
without  knowledge  of  its  contents,  I  was 
not  deterred  from  speculating  as  to  what 
useful  pui-pose  it  might  beem])loyed;  scru- 
ples of  conscietice  being,  of  all  tilings  in  the 
world,  those  I  best,  knew  how  to  dispose  of. 

On  reaching  Xa])le3,  I  discovered  that 
the  Envoy  to  whom  my  letter  was  address- 
ed, had  just  been  re-callid,  and  in  his  place 
a  young  Secretary  of  Fhnbassy  was  officia- 
ting; one  of  those  admirably-dressed  and 
inimitabl3'-gloved  young  gentlemen  whom 
France  despatches  to  foreign  countries  as 
representatives  of  her  skill  in  neckclotiis 
and  waistcoats,  and  her  ineomi)arable  su- 
periority in  lacquered  leather.  JMonsieur 
de  Busi?ena(;  was  a  veritable  type  of  Paris 
dandyism — vain,  empty,  and  conceited; 
with  considerable  smartness  in  conversa- 
tion, and  un([uestionable  personal  courage; 
his  life  was  )»assed  in  abusing  England,  and 
affecting  the  most  ludicrous  imitation  of 
all  that  was  English  — in  div>s,  equipage, 
and  lively. 

Although  my  name  was  not  unknown  to 
him,  he  received  me  with  the  condescend- 
ing courtesy  the  diiilomatist  usually  as- 
sumes in  his  intercourse  with  the  soldier — 
protested  his  regret  that  the  gay  season  was 
ovi-r — that  Naples  was  thinning  every  day 
;  — that  he  hardly  knew  where,  or  to  whom, 
i  to  [) resent  me. 

!  1  assured  him  that  ])leasure  was  not 
among  the  ambitions  of  an  invalid  like  my- 
self; but  next  to  the  care  of  my  health,  one 
;  of  my  objects  in  Najjles  Avas  to  jiress  a 
claim  upon  the  Spanish  Government,  to 
which  the  residence  of  a  Spanish  Minist<'r 
of  high  rank  at  that  court  gave  a  favorable 
oi)portunity;  and  with  this  iirefacc  I  gave 
a  brief  history  of  my  loss  and  imprison- 
ment. The  young  Charge  d'Aflaires  look- 
ed horribly  bored  by  my  story,  of  which  it 
was  clear  fie  only  heard  a  very  small  part; 
and  when  I  concluded,  he  mad.eafcw  notes 
of  my  statement,  and  promised  to  see  the 
Spanish  Ambassador  upon-  it  that  very  day, 

I  believe  that  my  experience  is  not  a  siu- 


558 


CHARLES  LEVER'S  WORKS. 


i,Milur  one;  but  from  the  niomeiil  tli;itl  an- 
nounced niyscir  !i3  u  i)crson  chiiniing  the 
aid  of  the  "  Mission,"  liie  doors  of  tlie Em- 
bassy were  hermetieally  sealed  against  me. 
If  I  called,  "iiis  Excellency"  (everything 
is  Excellency  to  an  embassy  porter)  was 
cither  in  conference  with  a  colleague,  or 
rci)lying  to  a  dispatch,  or  with  the  court. 
Jf  I  wrote,  my  answer  was  always  a  polite 
;icknowl('(]ginent  of  my  note,  and  no  more. 
Even  when  we  met  passingly  in  the  street, 
liis  salute  was  cold,  and  markedly  distant; 
so  th.'it  I  began  to  suspect  that  either  he 
Iiad  heard  something  to  my  disadvantage 
among  his  colleagues,  or  that  he  liad  re- 
ceived some  hint  respecting  me. 

J  knew  if  I  were  to  address  the  Due  de 
St.  Cloud  on  the  subject,  that  my  essenced 
friend  would  at  once  receive  a  check,  and 
j)ossibly  a  heavy  reprimand;  but  I  was  too 
proud  to  descend  to  this,  and  resolved  to 
i-ight  myself  without  calling  in  the  aid  of 
others.  With  this  intention  I  repaired  one 
day  to  the  Mission,  and  having  waited  for 
some  time,  till  I  saw  a  person  leave  the 
cabinet,  from  whom  I  learned  that  the  En- 
voy was  at  home,  I  advanced  to  the  door. 
"  Out,  sir,"  said  the  porter,  barring  the 
U-ay.  I  pushed  him  aside,  with  the  air  of 
one  who  was  not  to  be  trifled  with,  and 
opening  the  door,  Avalked  in. 

Whetlier  it  was  that  the  suddenness  of 
my  appearance  unmanned  him,  or  that 
something  in  my  manner  showed  that  there 
was  no  time  for  further  deception,  he  arose 
to  receive  me,  and  handed  me  a  chair. 

"I  have  come,  sir,"  said  I,  calmly,  bnt 
resolutely,  "  to  ask,  if  in  the  matter  which 
I  entrusted  to  your  hands,  any  progress  has 
been  made,  or  if  I  am  still  to  be  the  patient 
recipient  of  notes  which  tidl  me  nothincr?'' 

"  What  if  there  be  nothing  to  tell,  sir?  " 
said  the  young  diplomatist,  now  recovering 
his  self-possession,  and  standing  with  his 
back  to  the  fire,  in  the  very  easiest  of  atti- 
tudes. 

**  I  will  beg  of  you  to  he  more  explicit," 
said  I. 

"  You  shall  not  have  to  complain  of  me 
on  that  score,  sir,"  said  he,  with  a  most 
affected  air  of  courtesy;  "and  as  brevity  is 
the  very  essence  of  clearness.  I  may  as  well 
state,  that  on  representing  the  case  of  El 
Conde  de  Cregano  to  the  Minister  of  Spain, 
he  very  gravely  assured  nic  that  I  was  in- 
venting a  personage,  for  that  no  such  name 
existed  among  tlie  nobility  of  his  land. 
The  dignity  may  be  recognized  in  Mexico," 
added  he,  *' but  the  Mexican  Minister  is 
ecpuilly  perverse,  and  disclaims  having  so 
much  as  heard  of  you.  I  spoke  of  your 
wealth,  and  great  treasures,  and  they  ac- 


tually were  riule  enough  to  laugh — not  at 
you,  sir — don't  be  angry — but  at  me.  The 
Spanish  Ambassador,  indeed,  said  that 
nothing  was  more  common  than  for  CarliBt 
agents  of  inferior  station  to  assume  styles 
and  titles  wnich  might  entitle  them  to 
greater  consideration  if  taken  prisoner; 
and  that  in  this  wise  you  might  have  suc- 
ceeded to  your  countship;  but  that  to  real 
rank,  he  persisted  in  asserting  you  had  no 
claim  whatever.  This  you  must  allow,  sir, 
is  awkward." 

'•For  you,  certainly,  it  will  prove  so," 
said  I,  haughtily.  ''You  may  rely  upon  it, 
sir,  that  your  career  as  a  diplomatist  will 
end  where  it  begun.  You  have  dared  to 
insult  one  whose  slightest  word  would  crush 
you,  did  he  not  feel  that  such  an  exei'cise 
of  influence  would  be  ludicrously  dispro- 
portioned  to  the  object  it  was  directed 
against.  There,  sir, — there  is  a  written 
statement  of  my  claim, — there  a  full  and 
explicit  demand  for  reparation;  and  there, 
the  signature  of  your  master  tlie  King,  at 
the  foot  of  it.  You  cannot  be  ignoj-ant  of 
the  hand,  nor  can  you  dare  to  pretend  it  is 
a  forgery." 

If  my  insulting  language  had  brought 
the  flush  of  anger  to  his  cheek,  this  "  damn- 
ing proof"  completely  overcame  all  his 
presence  of  mind,  and  left  him  in  a  state  of 
confusion  and  perplexity  that  any  one,  save 
myself,  must  have  pitied. 

"  The  Avriting  is  certainly  in  the  King's 
hand,"  said  he,  "and  therefore  I  am 
obliged  to  concede  the  fact  that  your  claim 
possesses  features  I  Avas  not  previously 
aware  of;  with  your  leave,  then,  I  will  lay 
this  document  before  the  Spanish  Minis- 
ter—-" 

"  You  shall  do  no  such  thing,  sir,"  said 
I,  haughtily;  "my  asserted  right  is  just 
what  it  was  before  I  showed  you  that 
paper;  nor  shall  I  stoop  to  any  corrobora- 
tive testimony  of  my  claim,  even  from  the 
hand  of  royalty;"  and  with  this  imperti- 
nent speech,  I  advanced  towards  the  grate, 
and  thrust  the  ])aper  into  the  fire,  pressing 
it  down  into  the  blaze  with  my  foot,  and 
watching  till  I  saw  it  consumed. 

The  diplomatist  watched  me  narrowly 
throughout  this  brief  proceeding,  and  I 
half  feared  that  he  had  seen  through  my 
stratagem,  as  he  said,  "Wl-H,  Count,  as  not 
a  shadow  of  doubt  can  exist  now  as  to  the 
authentic  character  of  your  demand. the  best 
course  will  be  to  have  a  personal  interview 
with  the  Spanish  Ambassador.  He  're- 
ceives '  this  evening  athis  palace,  and,  with 
your  leave,  we  will  wait  upon  him  together. 
Of  course  the  time  and  place  will  not  admit 
of  any  discussion  of  this  claim;  but  you  can 
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be  presented, — a  necessary  i)ix'liniiiKuy  to 
the  intercourse  that  will  follow." 

Tliis  all  looked  inarveiously  like  a  trap; 
but  as  any  doubt  or  indecision  would  be 
ruin,  1  atrected  {o  be  much  ])lcased  with 
the  proposal,  and  we  parted. 


CHAPTER  xxxiir. 

A  SOlTlEi;  IN  THK  "aUKAT  WOULD." 

It  was  not  without  considerable  trepida- 
tion and  great  misgiving,  that  I  awaited 
the  evening.  What  subtlety  might  bo  in 
store  for  nic,  I  could  not  guess;  but  it 
seemed  clear  that  the  young  secretary  med- 
itated a  heavy  vengeance  upon  me,  and 
Avould  not  lightly  pardon  the  insult  I  had 
passed  upon  him. 

'*I  have  it,"'  thought  I,  after  long  and 
deep  pondering;   ''his  i)laii  is  to  introduce 
me  into  a  great  and    crowded    assembly,  i 
with  ministers,  ambassadors,  and  geiK'rals,  i 
and  then,  in  the  face  of   a  distinguished 
oomi)any.  to  proclaim  me  a  cheat  and  im- 
postor.    IIo    has,    doubtless,    the  train  all 
laid,  only  waiting  for  the   match;  and  as 
the  outrage  will  be  inflicted  conjointly  and  ! 
diplomatically,  any  demand   for   personal 
satisfaction  will  be  vain;  while  a  very  slight 
hint   at    the   Prefecture  Avould   suffice   to 
have  mo  expelled  from  the  country.''  i 

•Should  1  confront  this  danger,  or  hazard 
the  risk  of  such  an  exposure;  or  should  I 
sufFor  judgment  to  bo  given  against  me  by 
<lefault!'  \Vhat  a  trying  alternative!  In  the 
one  case,  a  peril  the  greater  for  its  shadowy  ; 
ill-defined  consequences;  in  the  other,  cer- 
tain and  irretrievable  disgrace!  How  often 
did  I  curse  my  ambitious  yearning   after 
wealth,   that    had    not  left   me    contented 
with  my  own  fortune;  the   hard-won,  but  j 
incontestable  rewards  of  personal  distinc- 
tion.    As    the    gallant    ofiHcer    who    had  | 
gained  each  step  upon   the  held  of  battle,  \ 
and    whose  services    had  claimed  the  es- 
pecial notice  of  his  j)rince,  I  ought  to  have 
rested  satislied. 

My  promotion  would  have  been  certain 
and    rapid,    and    what    higher    condition 
should  1  dare  to  aspire  to  than    the  com-, 
niand  of  a    l-'rench    regiment,  or  ])ossibly 
some  brilliant  stalf  apiiointinent!  Why  will 
not  men  look  downward  as  they  climb  the 
mountain  of  life,  and  see  the  humble  abyss  , 
from  which  they  have  issued?    Were  they  1 
but  to  do  so,   how  many  would    be    con- 
vinced  that  they  had    done  enough,    and 
not  risk  all  by  striving  to   mount  higher! 
The  son  of  the  poor  peasant  a  General  of 


])ivision:— one  among  that  decorated  group 
surrounding  the  sovereign  of  a  great  mj- 
tionl  was  not  this  suflicient,  and  so  much 
jissuredly  was  within  my  leach,  merely  by 
length  of  life,  and  the  ordinary  routine  of 
events!  and  yet  all  tiiis  must  I  jeopai-dize 
for  the  sake  of  gold.  And  now  what 
course  should  I  adopt?  My  whole  ])hi]oso- 
phy  tliiough  life  had  been  compiiscd  in 
that  one  word  which  summed  up  all  .Mar- 
shal liliudier's  "tactics," — 'M'"orw;i)(ls!" 
It.  had  sufficed  for  me  in  many  a  trying 
emergency, — it  had  cut  the  black  knot  of 
many  a  tangle: — should  I  not  si  ill  abide  by 
it?  Of  coui-.sc.  This  was  not  the  moment 
to  abandon  the  bold  policy. 

From  the  **host  of  mine  inn  "  I  Icarne«l 
that  the  Spanish  minister,  whose  recep- 
tions Averc  little  lesss]dendid  than  those  of 
the  court  itself,  occupied  a  position  which 
in  countries  of  moi'O  ligid  molality,  would 
have  left  his  salons  less  ciowded.  '  In  fact 
it  was  asserted  that  he  owed  his  omineiit 
station  to  his  having  consented  to  marry ,.a 
lady,  who  had  once  been  the  riv:il  (»f  roy- 
alty itself  in  Spain,  a)ul  whose  banishment 
had  been  thus  secured.  Being  still  in  the 
full  pride  of  her  beauty,  and  possessing 
great  wealth,  the  ** scandal'*  only  added  to 
her  claim,  in  a  society  whore  notoriety  of 
any  kind,  is  regarded  as  a  distinction. 

She  was  the  2-eigning  belle  of  the  cjipi- 
tal.  Her  word  was  law  on  every  theme  of 
fashion  and  taste;  her  opinions  exeited  a 
consideralde  influence  on  matters  of  high 
political  beai-ing;  and  despite  the  ambigu- 
ity of  her  ])ositioii,  she  was  thearbitress  of 
ever}'-  claim  to  admission  into  that  society 
which  arrogated  to  itself  the  name  of  being 
"the  best." 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  a  station  of  the 
kind  engenders  a  species  of  tyranny  to 
which  the  world  responds  by  inventing  all 
manner  of  stories  and  strange  histories; 
and  thus  the  Marchcsa  de  la  Xorada  was 
by  some  proclaimed  a  natural  daughter  of 
the  Emperor  Napoleon. — by  others,  of  an 
English  Koyal  Puke.  She  was  a  widow, 
and  the  wife  of  half-a-dozen  personages  to-, 
gether.  There  was  not  an  European  court 
into  which  she  had  not  brought  discord, — 
not  a  cabinet  where  she  had  not  sown  in- 
trigue. Her  beauty  hail  seduetd,  her  gold 
coriu|Ued,  and  her  wiles  enlrjipjied,  half 
the  great  statesmen  of  the  age:  while  there 
was  scarcely  a  crime  within  the  red  catn- 
logne  of  the  law,  that  was  not  laid  to  her 
charge;  and  yet,  with  all  these  alligations 
against  her,  she  was  more  sovi-reigu  in  that 
capital  than  the  rightful  (jueen  of  the  land. 
This  was  the  presence  into  which  I  was  to 
be  introduced  to-night,  and — I  frankly  owl» 
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it — I  would  have  rather  confronted  tlic 
searching  scrutiny  of  the  most  penetrating 
of  men,  tlian  meet  the  careless,  half-be- 
stowed glances  of  that  woman!  nor  was  it 
at  all  unlikely  that  to  such  a  test  they 
Avish<'d  now  to  subject  me  and  my  preten- 
sions. 

It  is  far  easier  for  many  men  to  confront 
a  jiersonal  danger,  the  peril  of  life  or 
limb,  than  to  meet  the  trying  difficulty  of 
a  slight  befoi'e  the  world.  To  myself  the 
former  would  be  as  nothing  in  comi)arison. 
I  could  face  any  amount  of  peril  in  pref- 
erence to  the  risk  of  a  public  mark  of  de- 
l^reciation,  and  from  a  woman  too  !  where 
redress  was  as  impossible,  as  reply  was 
useless. 

It  Avas  already  midnight  ere  I  conld 
muster  courage  to  set  out, — not  that  the 
liour  was  inappropriate,  for  the  Marchesa's 
receptions  only  began  when  the  opera  was 
over.  As  I  drove  along  the  Chiaia,  the 
crowd  of  carriages  told  that  this  was  anight 
of  more  than  ordinary  attraction,  and  more 
than  one  equipage  of  the  Court  passed  by, 
showing  that  some  members  of  tlie  royal 
family  would  be  present.  This  again  ter- 
rified mo.  Was  royalty  to  l)e  among  the 
witnesses  of  my  shame  ?  When  a  man's 
tho.ights  do  take  the  turn  of  self-torment- 
ing, what  ingenuity  will  they  not  exhibit, 
— what  astonishing  resources  of  annoyance! 
I  am  convinced  that  my  greatest  enemy  in 
life  coukl  never  have  iriflicted  a  tenth  part 
of  that  suffering  which  now  I  experienced 
from  my  own  fancies!  Amongthe  thoughts 
which  crossed  my  mind,  one  kept  conti- 
nually recurring,  and  made  an  impression 
that  my  memory  will  probaldy  never  lose, 
— it  was  my  doubt  whether  I  ought  not  to 
return  and  exchange  my  uniform  for  plain 
clotiics,  and  thus  avoid  exposing  the 
epaulet  of  a  French  officer,  and  the  proud 
"cordon  I  wore,  to  the  chances  of  open 
insult. 

This  cpiestion  was  yet  unsolved  in  my 
mind,  as  I  drove  into  tiie  court-yard  of  the 
])alace.  Tiie  turmoil  and  confusion  of  the 
scene— oari'iages  interlocked, poles  smashing 
panels,  and  liorses  I'earing — was  an  actual 
relief  to  me,  and  I  would  have  felt  a  heart- 
warm  gratitude  for  an}-^  accid(-nt  that  might 
liave  upset  half  the  company,  and  l)roken 
up  tlie  reception  in  disorder.  Such  "good- 
luck"' was,  however,  not  in  store  forme. 
My  caleche  at  length  drew  up  at  the  door, 
and  I  handed  my  card  witli  my  name  to 
the  major  domo,  who  stood  at  the  top  of 
the  stairs  with  an  army  of  liveried  lacqueys 
around  him.  ''  Le  Comte  de  Creganne  !  " 
resounded  now  through  the  spacious  anti- 
chamber,  and  the  voices  of  others  took  it 


up.  and  the  echo  without  repeated  it,  everv 
syllable  falling  upon  my  heart  like  the 
bang  of  a  death-bell  ! 

Although  our  progress  was  soon  arrested 
by  the  dense  crowd,  and  all  chance  of 
moving  farther,  for  a  time  at  least,  out  of 
the  question,  the  lacquey  continued  to  call 
my  name  aloud,  with  what  I  deemed  a 
most  needless  importunity  of  announce- 
ment. At  last  he  ceased,  leaving  me  to 
the  enjoyment  of  a  momentary  tranquillity 
in  mixing  with  the  crowd.  It  was  indeed 
but  momentary;  for  the  young  attache  had 
made  his  way  through  the  throng,  and 
whispered  in  my  ear,  '"Let  us  retire  this 
way,  and  I'll  lead  you  by  another  passage, 
otherwise  you  will  run  a  great  risk  of  never 
being  presented  to  the  Marchesa."  I  could 
have  told  him  that  I  would  have  borne  even 
this  misfortune  like  a  man,  but  I  did  not, 
and  merely  followed  him  as  he  led  the  way 
through  a  suite  of  rooms,  of  which  only 
one  was  occu{)icd,  and  that  by  a  cai'd-party. 

The  buzz  aiul  hum  of  voices  apprised  me 
that/ve  were  again  approaching  the  com- 
pany, and  suddenly,  on  opening  a  door, 
we  found  ourselves  in  a  small  but  gorgeous- 
ly-furnished cliamber.  where  three  oi-  four 
ladies  and  about  a  .dozen  men  were  as- 
sembled, while  the  main  body  of  the  guests 
passed  through  in  defile,  each  stopping  to 
salute  and  say  a  few  Avords  to  a  lady,  Avho 
did  the  honors  of  the  reception.  As  her 
back  was  towards  me,  I  could  only  mark 
that  she  Avas  tall,  and  of  an  air  that  Avas 
queenly  in  state  and  dignity.  The  stars  and 
decorations  around  her  showed  that  some 
of  the  ]iarty  Avero  princes  of  the  blood,  and 
others,  ambassa<lor3  and  ministers  of  state. 

"  Wait  Avhere  you  are,"  Avhispei'ed  my 
companion  ;  and  he  moved  forward  and 
enteit'd  the  crowd.  1  stood  an  eager 
spectator  of  the  scene,  in  Avhich,  despite 
all  my  anxieties,  I  could  not  but  feel  in- 
terested. It  Avas  the  first  great  review  I 
had  ever  Avitnessed  of  that  fashionable 
world,  Avhose  recognition  and  acceptance  I 
so  ardently  coveted.  Its  slightest  gestures, 
its  least  and  most  insignificant  observances, 
were  all  matters  of  study  to  me.  Every 
deep  reverence,  each  motion  of  respectful 
courtesy,  were  things  to  mark  and  imitate, 
and  I  Avas  storing  uj)  many  a  hint  for  future 
guidance,  AvheT\  I  obsei'ved  that  a  gentle- 
man, Avhom  I  had  rightly  conjectured  to 
be  a  royal  prince,  appeared  to  press  some 
remark  upon  the  "Marchesa,"  to  which  at 
last  she  replied,  "I  believe  I  must  follow 
your  Koyal  Highness's  counsel,  and  take  a 
few  minutes'  rest;"  and  so  saying  she 
dropped  back  from  the  grouj),  and  retired 
within  a  few  paces  of  where  I  stood. 
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"  M:iyl  bei^  yon  to  liund  lliat  cliaii',  sir," 
said  the  Prince  to  ine,  and  in  a  tone  in 
vvliicii  I  own  a  certain  hanq;litiness  seemed 
to  rebuke  my  want  of  tlioiiu:htfnlness  in 
not  urescnting  it  unl)iddon.  1  hastened  to 
])erforiu  tiiis  service.  The  lady  turned 
to  aeknowli'dgo  it ;  our  eyes  met,  and  we 
stood  fixed  and  roofed  to  tlie  spot,  each 
speechless  and  pale  with  emotion.  In 
those  few  seconds  I  felt  as  if  I  had  lived 
years. 

'*  La  Sefiora  Dias,'' murmured  I  uncon- 
sciously to  myself. 

'*  Lui)o!  "  ejaculated  slie,  as  if  in  answer, 
and  she  trembled  from  head  to  fool. 

"  You  have  really  over-exerted  vour- 
self,"  said  the  ))rince,  as  taking  lici'  hand 
he  pressed  her  down  into  a  seat. 

Iler  eyes  never  quitted  rnc  for  an  instant, 
and  the  expression  of  her  features  became 
almost  that  of  agonizing  pain  as  she  mo- 
tioned me  to  appi'oach  hei".  "  Is  it  possible 
that  I  see  before  me  my  old  friend  the  Duke 

of ?"     She  stopped,  and  with    a  look 

of  entreaty  I  can   never  forget,  intimated 
that^I  should  fill  up  the  blank. 

"  Le  Comte  de  Creganne,  Madame,''  said 
I. 'coming  to  the  rescue,  "who  is  but 
too  happy  to  find  himself  remembered  by 
the  Marchesa  de  la  Norada." 

"  Very  true,  Comte  ;  I  was  confounding 
you  witli  your  constant  companion  the 
Duke  de  la  Breanza;  I  hope  he  is  well,  and 
the  dear  duchess — and  you — when  did  you 
arrive  from  the  Brazils?  I  trust  very  lately, 
or  you  have  treated  me  shamefully." 

iiapidly  as  these  words  were  uttei-ed,  they 
were  enough  to  give  me  the  "consigne"  of 
what  rank  my  intimate  friends  held,  in 
what  class  we  met,  and  from  whence  I  j 
came.  While  I  replied  to  her  rpiestions, 
she  motioned  me  to  a  seat  beside  her,  and 
with  a  smile  and  a  courteous  apology  to  the 
prince  for  devoting  herself  to  tiie  old  friend 
who  had  so  unexj)ectedly  iiresented  liim- 
self.  she  dropped  lier  voice  to  a  whisper,  and 
said,  "Not  now,  nor  here,  but  to-morrow 
we  will  speak  together." 

"  Enough,"  said  I,  rapidly;  "  I  am  your 
old  and  esteemed  friend  the  Comte  de  Cre- 
ganne; you  are  not  comjjromised  in  calling 
me  so." 

"Nor  can  your  menioi-y  fail  to  ri'call  me  as 
a  Lady  of  Honor  at  the  Brazilian  courti  " 

And  now  some  of  the  comj)any  had 
gathered  around  us,  to  most  of  whom  she 
presented  me,  always  adding  some  few 
courteous  expressions,  indicative  of  our  an- 
cient .friendship,  and  of  the  pleasni'e  she 
felt  at  our  unexpected  meeting.  If  I  have 
occasionally  given  way  to  those  erratic 
flights  of  fancy  which  led  me  to  believe  my- 
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self  a  scion  of  a  nobl"  house,  well  born  and 
nurtui-ed,  with  wealth  at  my  command  and 
a  high  station  in  store,  all  these  delusions 
wen,"  m)thing  to  the  creative^  elTorts  of  her 
imagination,  whocommer)ced  by  reminding 
me  of  a  hundred  |)eople  who  never  existed, 
and  ))laces  and  incidenrs  which  wei"e  all  as 
unreal.  How  we  did  bewail  the  death  of 
some,  rejoice  over  the  good  fortune  of  oi  her 
"  dear,  dear  friends,"  who  had  never 
breathed!  and  with  what  pleasant  laughter 
we  i-emend)ered  eccenti-icities  and  oddities 
that  once  used  to  amuse  us  so  much! 

Never  can  I  forget  the  look  of  astonisli- 
ment  of  the  young  attache  as  he  came  up 
and  found  me  seated  on  the  ottoman  beside 
the  Marchesa,  with  her  i)et  spaniel  \\\)on 
my  lai>,  while  my  whole  air  was  redolent  of 
that  triumphant  expression  so  unmistak- 
ably denoting  security. 

"I  perceive,"  said  he,  with  difficulty  re- 
pressing his  i!l-humor,  "that  Madame  la 
Marchesa  is  acquainted  with  the  Comte  de 
Creganne." 

"  J^'or  many  years,  sir,  the  Comte  and  I 
have  known  each  othei",  and  I  liave  only  to 
own  my  surprise  that  none  of  my  friends 
at  Naples  ever  mentioned  to  me  the  arrival 
of  one  in  every  way  so  distinguished — l)ut 
here  is  the  Marquese;  I  must  present  you, 
Comte  ;  "  so  saying,  she  introduced  me  to  a 
tall,  pompous-looking,  elderly  gentleman, 
who,  it  is  but  fair  to  add,  did  not  evince 
half  so  much  satisfaction  at  sight  ©f  me  as 
his  wile  showed.  And  now  was  I  the  lion 
of  the  evening.  I,  who  had  walked  the 
Chiaia  every  day  for  weeks  back  witiiout 
notice  or  recognition,  and  who  might,  had 
the  idea  occurred  to  me — have  fallen  down 
and  died  without  one  to  pity  me — I  V)ecame 
all  of  a  sudden  a  most  "  interesting  person- 
age!" ^ly  African  campaign  was  exalted 
into  a  perfect  career  of  glory,  and  even  ;w;/ 
modesty  was  j)ushed  hard  to  accept  the 
l>raises  most  lavishly  bestowed  njion  acts  of 
hei'oism  of  which  I  had  not  even  heard. 

'J'he  Duke  of  Vallabretta,  the  younger 
brotlier  of  the  king,  was  certain  he  had 
often  heardof  me  from  his  "friend  Do  8t. 
Cloud."  lit-  was  quite  positive  tiiat  I  was 
the  officer  of  dragoons  who,  with  one 
squadron  of  horse,  captured  "a  Smala " 
defiMuled  liy  twelve  hundred  Arabs,  while 
fuUv  one  half  of  the  illustrious  cruelties  of 
the  Gran  war  was  generously  laid  to  my 
charge.  A  dash  of  atrocity  wOiK]!^  immensely 
to  the  charm  of  heroism  in  Italian  estima- 
tion; and  so  I  discovered  that  various  acts 
of  roasting  prisoners,  sendinsr  a  cargo  of 
noses  to  Toulon,  and  such  like,  were  ex- 
ceedingly popular  with  the  ladies,  who  re- 
garded me  as  a  modern  "Bayard." 
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Xot  all  these  sensations  of  triinn))!), 
however,  jr^ve  me  one  half  the  pleasure 
that  I  felt  in  train})lin£^  upon  the  little 
French  attache,  whom  I  persecuted  with  a 
proud  disdain  that  nearly  drove  him  mad. 
All  my  ii^norance  of  Neapolitan  society, 
the  ohscurity  in  which  I  had  lived  liither- 
to,  I  laid  at  his  door.  I  deplored  most 
feelino-ly  to  the  i)rince  the  inefficient  mode 
in  which  we  were  represented  at  his  court, 
and  promised  to  use  my  influence  in  elfect- 
incf  a  chang-e.  I  fear  my  disposition  is  not 
so  angelic  as  I  usually  conceive  it,  for  T ac- 
tually taxed  my  inirciuiit'y  for  little  subjects 
of  attack  against  the  unlucky  di])lomatist, 
and  saw  him  at  length  retire  from  the  sa- 
lons, crushed,  crest-fallen,  and  miserable. 

Another  consideration,  perhaps,  added 
venom  to  my  malignity;  I  knew  not  how 
short-lived  might  be  my  power,  and  deter- 
mined to  "make  my  running  while  the 
course  was  free."  The  vicissitudes  of  for- 
tune had  often  reversed  in  one  short  day 
all  the  prospect  I  trusted  to  be  the  most 
stable  and  certain;  and  for  the  future  I 
was  fully  resolved  never  to  forego  the 
stroke  to-day,  for  Avhich  my  arm  might  be 
too  weak  to-morrow.  As  I  saw  him  depart, 
1  felt  like  a  naval  hero  when  his  enemy  has 
struck,  and  in  the  pride  of  victory  aban- 
doned myself  to  pleasure. 

If  the  ■\Iarchesa  watched  me  at  first  with 
an  uneasy  and  anxious  eye,  doubtful,  per- 
liaps,  how  I  should  accpiit  myself  in  that 
liigh  and  polished  Avorld,  I  soon  saw  that 
her  fears  were  allayed  as  she  saw  the  easy 
quietude  of  my  manner,  and  that  tranquil 
self-possession  which  is  supposed  to  be  only 
acquired  by  long  admixture  with  the  Avorld 
of  fashion.  It  was  evident,  too,  that  if  any 
failure  on  my  part  Would  entail  disgrace, 
success  was  just  as  certain  to  do  her  honor 
and  credit,  since  I  was  a  strong  rebutting 
evidence  against  all  those  who  denied  that 
the  Marchesa  was  ever  known  or  recognized 
before  in  the  high  circles  of  a  court. 

"  To-morrow,  at  noon,"  said  she,  as  I 
made  my  bow  at  parting;  and  it  was  not 
likely  I  should  forget  the  appointment. 

Ic  was  with  very  different  feelings  I  drove 
up  to  the  palace  of  the  Marchesa  on  the 
day  following,  from  those  I  had  experienced 
on  approaching  it  on  the  evening  of  the  re- 
ception; nor  was  I  long  without  perceiving 
that  my  confidence  Avas  well  founded.  The 
Groom  of  the  Chambers  received  me  with 
his  most  bland  courtesy,  and  by  his  manner 
showed  that  he  expected  my  arrival. 

Preceding  me  through  a  suite  of  rooms 
whose  magnilicence  I  had  not  time  to  ob- 
serve on  the  ]irevious  evening,  he  ushered 
me   into  a  small  chamber   leading  into  a 


conservatory,  from  which  the  view  extend- 
ed over  the  wide  Bay  of  Naples,  and  pre- 
sented Vesuvius  from  base  to  summit.  As 
I  was  left;  bymyself  here  for  some  minutes, 
I  had  leisure  to  notice  the  varied  elegance 
by  which  I  was  surrounded.  Rare  plants 
and  flowers,  in  jars  of  costly  porcelain;  ala- 
baster statues  and  rich  bronzes  ap]ieared 
amid  the  clustering  foliage;  and  in  the 
midst  of  all,  two  tiny  swans,  of  the  rare 
breed  of  Morocco,  lay  tranquilly  in  a  little 
basin,  whose  water  spouted  from  a  silver 
fountain  of  most  elaborate  workmanship. 

While  yet  gazing  on  the  tasteful  objects 
around,  the  Marchesa  had  entered,  and  so 
noiselessly,  tliat  she  was  at  my  side  ere  I 
knew  it.  Paler  than  on  the  previous  even- 
ing, she  looked  even  handsomer;  but  in  the 
sunken  eye  and  the  wearied  exjn-ession  of 
the  mouth,  I  could  see  that  she  had  passed 
a  sleeidess  night. 

Having  taken  a  seat  upon  the  sofa,  and 
motioned  me  to  seat  myself  beside  her,  she 
looked  fixedly  at  me  for  several  minutes 
without  a  word;  at  last,  in  a  voice  of  deep 
feeling,  she  said,  "Do  you  remembe;'  the 
pledge  with  which  we  parted  ?  do  you  recol- 
lect the  oath  by  which  you  bound  yourself?  " 

^'Perfectly,  Senora!"  said  I;  "nor  was 
I  aware  yesterday,  till  the  very  moment  of 
our  meeting,  in  whose  presence  I  was 
standing." 

"  But  you  had  heard  of  ine  here?  " 

"Only  as  the  ^larchesa  de  la  Norada — 
not  as  the  Seiiora.'" 

•Mlush!  let  that  name  never  escape  your 

lips;  I  believe  you  and    trust  you.     The 

commission  I  gave  you  was  well  and  faith- 

I  fully  executed:  Avere  it  otherwise,  and  did 

il  deem  you  false,  it  Avould  not  be  difficult 

I  for  me  to  rid  myself  of  theembari-assment. 

i  We   live  in  a  city  where  such   things  are 

j  Avell  understood."     My   blood   ran  cold  at 

this  tiirciit,  for  I  remember  the  accusation 

Avhicli  hung  over  her  in   ^lexico.     She  saw 

Avhat  Avas  passing  in  my  mind,  and  added, 

j" You  have  nothii.-g  to  feai-;  Ave  shall  be 

good  friends  while  you   remain  here;  but 

I  that  time  must  be  brief.     I  cannot,  I  will 

!  not,  live  a  life  of  terror;  a  moment  of  im- 

!  patience,  an   unguarded  Avord,  a  hasty  ex 

pression  of  yours  might  compromise  me, 

and  then — "When  can  you  leave  Na]iles?" 

"  To-morroAv — to-day,  if  you  desire  it." 

"  That  would  be  too  hurried,"  she  said, 
thoughtfully.  '"'We  must  not  encourage 
suspicion.  Why  are  you  here?" 
j  I  gave  the  restoration  of  my  health  as  the 
I  reason,  and  then  alluded  to  the  cii'cum- 
stances  of  my  .Spanish  claim.  Avhich  I  had 
hoped  Nai)les  would  have  proved  a  suitable 
place  for  pressing. 
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"Who  knows  of  this  triinsucition  ?  what 
evitk'iice  iiuve  you  of  its  truth?"  f^iiid  she, 
hurriedly. 

"The  minister  l)y  whoso  order  I  was 
imprisoned,  tlie  (Governor  of  Mahiga,  liis 
official  underliuL's,  all  know  of  it." 

'•Knout;h.  2Si)w,  l)y  whom  was  the  in- 
formation iriven  on  which  you  were  arrest- 
ed?" 

"A  man  calliiii;"  himself  the  Consul  at 
("ampecho,  and  to  whose  eai'ly  history  1  am 
disposed  to  siisj)ect  I  have  the  clue;  hut  (o 
wiiom,  unfoilunately,  in  a  hasty  moment, 
I  betrayed  that  secret  knowledge." 

"And  thus  he  dreads  and  hates  you, "said 
she,  fixing  her  dark  eyes  sternly  on  me. 

*' He  rather  fears  me  without  reason," 
said  I. 

'*But  still  you  would  have  traded  on 
that  fear  had  it  served  your  ])urj)ose?" 
reiterated  she,  with  a  ])ointedness  that 
showed  how  the  application  of  her  own 
case  was  upi)ermost  in  her  thoughts. 

"  You  are  less  than  just  to  me,  Seuoral" 
said  I,  proud h'.  ''A  variety  of  circum- 
stances led  me  to  connect  this  man  with  a 
very  unhappy  incideut  Avhich  took  place 
years  ago  in  England,  and  wherein  his  con- 
duct— supposing  him  to  be  the  same — was 
base  to  the  last  degree.  This  suspicion  I 
was  weak  enough  to  let  escape  me.  His 
enmity  was  the  conse(iuence,  and  from  it 
followed  all  the  misfortunes  1  have  suffer- 
ed." 

*■'  Was  he  a  murderer?  " 

"No — not  that. 

''Nor  a  forger?  for  methinks  in  English 
esteem  such  is  the  ]iarallel  offence." 

"  In  the  case  I  speak  of,  forgery  was  the 
least  of  his  crimes — lie  seduced  the  wife  of 
his  friend  and  benefactor." 

"Oh,  the  wretch! "  exclaimed  she,  with 
a  derisive  smile,  that  gave  her  features — 
beautiful  as  they  were — an  almost  demoniac 
expression.  "  I  trust  he  never  prospered 
after  such  iniquity." 

Not  heeding  the  tojie  of  sneer  in  which 
she  uttered  this.  I  replied,  "  You  ai'e right, 
Senora;  he  lived  a  life  of  terror  ami  misery, 
lie  was  a  coward;  and  the  man  he  had  in- 
jured never  ceased  to  track  him  from  coun- 
try to  country.  Over  sea  and  land  he  fol- 
lowed him;  the  thirst  for  vengeance  stimu- 
lating a  heart  dead  to  every  other  emotion. 
Accident,  when  I  was  a  mere  bo}',  brought 
me  into  close  relation  with  poor  Brough- 
ton." 

"With  wli<un?"said  she,  grasping  my 
wrist,  while  her  eyes  strained  till  the  very 
blood  started  in  them. 

"Sir  Dudley  Broughton,"  said  I;  but 
the  words  were  not  out  ere  she  fell  sense- 


less on  the  Uoor.  I  laised  her  and  placed 
her  on  a  sofa;  and  then  dipping  her  hand- 
kerchief in  the  fountain,  bathed  her  tem- 
ples and  her  lips.  But  she  gave  no  sign  of 
returning  animation;  her  arms  dropped 
powerless  at  either  side.  She  did  not  even 
seem  to  breathe.  What  was  1  lo  dn?  I 
knew  not  where  to  lind  a  bell  to  summon 
the  servants,  even  should  I  dare  to  leave 
her.  In  my  excitement  I  liclieved  that  siic 
was  dead,  and  that  1  had  killed  her:  and 
then  thei-e  darted  through  my  bi'ain  the 
terrible  conviction  that  this  could  be  no 
other  than  Lady  Brougiiton  heiself — the 
unhappy  Lydia  Delmar.  With  a  long- 
drawn  sigh  she  at  length  awoke,  and,  open- 
ing her  eyes,  looked  up  at  me.  A  convul- 
sive shudder  speedily  followed,  and  she 
closed  them  again,  and  remained  still,  with 
her  hands  clasped  tightly  over  her  heart. 

'•Have  I  been  dreaming  a  terrible 
dream,"  said  she  at  last,  in  a  weak  and 
broken  voice,  "  oi-are  my  dreadful  thoughts 
realities?  Tell  me  of  what  were  wc  speak- 
ing." 

I  did  not  answer.  I  could  not  tell  her 
of  the  sad  theme,  nor  did  I  dare  to  deceive 
her.  In  this  dilemma  I  became  silent;  but 
my  confusion  did  not  escajie  hei".  and  with 
a  voice,  every  syllabic  of  which  struck  deep 
into  my  heart,  she  said,  ''Is  this  secret 
your  own,  or  have  you  ever  revealed  it  to 
another?" 

"I  have  never  told  it,  nor  indeed,  till 
now,  was  tiie  full  mvstery  known  to  mv- 
self." 

These  few  words,  which  served  to  con- 
firm her  own  wavering  terrors,  at  the  same 
time  that  they  showed  how  she  herself  had 
betrayed  her  dreadful  secret,  increased  her 
sulTering,  and  for  a  space  she  seemed  over- 
whelmed by  allliction.  • 

"Let  ns  speak  of  this  no  more,"  said 
she  at  last,  in  the  same  hurried  voice  which 
once  before  had  made  me  suspect  the 
soundness  of  her  intellect.  "  I  cannot,  I 
dare  not,  trust  myself  to  dwell  njion  this 
theme;  nor  will  1  suffer  any  one  to  usurp 
an  ascendency  over  me  from  terror.  No, 
sir;  you  shall  iiot  ileceive  yourself  by  such 
a  delusion.  I  have  friends — great  and 
powerful  friends — who  will  ]uoteet  me.  I 
liave  money,  and  can  buy  the  aid  that  out- 
strijis  patronage.  Beware,  tlu'U,  how  you 
threaten  me! " 

"  You  are  unjust  to  me.  lady,"  said  I, 
calmly,  but  resolutely.  '*  I  never  meant 
to  threaten.  A  mere  accident  has  put  me 
in  possession  of  a  secret  whicli,  while  you 
live,  none  shall  ever  hear  from  my  lips  ; 
nor  need  you  fear  any  allusion  to  it  will 
ever  escape  me,  to  yourself." 
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"Then  let  us  part,  Lef,  us  sco  each 
otlier  uo  more,"  said  she,  rising,  and  ap- 
proaching a  small  ivory  cabinet,  which  she 
unlocked.  "  See,  here  is  enongli  to  satisfy 
the  desire  for  mere  money,  if  your  heart  be 
so  set  upon  wealth-  that  it  has  no  otber 
idol.  Take  these,  and  these,  and  these. 
They  are  gems  of  ])rice,  and  taken  from  a 
royal  crown.  That  necklace  of  ruhies  once 
graced  the  shoulders  of  an  empress  ;  and 
here  are  rings,  whose  valne  will  buy  long 
years  of  dissipation  and  excess." 

"I  must  interrnpt  yon,  Senora,"  said  T, 
offended  at  the  tone  she  assumed  towards 
me.  "  There  is  no  need  to  'buy  me  off;' 
I  am  ready  to  take  my  leave — to  quit  Na- 
ples \yithin  an  hour — and  I  pledge  myself 
that  we  shall  never  meet  again,  or  if  we 
do,  as  utter  strangers  to  each  other." 

"  These  were  the  terms  of  our  contract 
once  before,"  said  she,  fixing  her  gaze 
steadfastly  on  me. 

''And  by  Avhom  broken,  and  how?" 
said  I. 

''True — too  true! "  exclaimed  she,  in  a 
voice  of  deep  emotion.  "Fate,  that  did 
this,  has  doubtless  other  punishments  in 
store  for  me!  It  is  plain,  then,  that  I  must 
trust  you — I,  who  can  feel  confidence  in 
none!"  I 

'•  I  do  not  seek  for  it,  Senora,"  replied  | 
I;  "  my  offer  is  to  leave  this  city,  where  | 
already  I  see  but  little  prospect  of  urging  i 
my  suit  with  success.  Why  should  we  i 
meet  again  in  life,  when  both  of  us  are 
traveling  opposite  roads?" 

"  This  suit  of  yours  is,  then,  a  real  de- 
mand, founded  upon  an  actual  loss, — mat- 
ter of  fact  throughout?"  This,  although 
said  in  these  few  words,  had  nothing  offen- 
sive in  its  tone,  and  I  replied  by  an  assur- 
ahce  of  my  good  faith  and  veracity.  j 

"Send  me  the  memorial  tliis  evening; 
to-morrow,  or  the  day  after  at  fai'thest,  yon 
shall  have  an  answer.  As  for  your  demand 
upon  the  Havannah,  the  banker  is  my  own, 
and  I  can  answer  for  your  being  honorably 
dealt  with;  all  your  propei'ty  in  his  keep- 
ing, I  will  guarantee.'* 

'•If  that  be  so,  Senora,  lam  indifferent 
about  the  Spanish  Minister's  reply;  I  shall 
have  wealth  more  than  enough  for  all  my 
desires  without  him.'' 

'•How  do  you  call  yourself  in  these  pa- 
pers?" asked  she,  hurriedly. 

"  El  Conde  de  Cregano. " 

"And  vou  were  known  bv  that  title  in 
Mexico?"' 

"Certainly;  I  have  no  other." 

She  stared  at  me  fixedly  for  a  minute  or  \ 
two,   and  then   muttered  to  herself,   "  By 
what   pretension   should    /   question    his 


,  rank!"   then  turning  to   me,  said,  "  Senor 

j  el  Conde  de  Cregano,  I  receive  the  world 

I  at  large  every  evening  save  Saturday;  that 

!  night  I  reserve  for  my  friend?.     Come  as 

often  as    you    can   dui-iiig    the  week,  but 

i  never  omit   a   Saturday;    visit  me  at  the 

opera  fi-equently;  speak  to  me  always  when 

we  meet  u\  public  places;  be  my  intimate 

friend,   in  fact,   but   not  more — you  have 

too  much  tact  to   be  my  admirer."     With 

this  she  gave  me  her  hand,  which  I  pressed 

res]iectfully  to  my  lips,  and  bowing  deeply, 

moved  towards  the  door. 

"AYe  understand  each  other,"  said  she, 
calmly. 

"  Perfectly,  madame,"  replied  I. 

"Then  never  say,  sir,"  resumed  she,  in 
a  stern,  determined  voice,  "never  say  that 
you  are  not  an  adventurer;  never  dare  to 
tell  me  that  one  who  so  quickly  assumes  a 
part  is  not  a  professed  actor  on  the  great 
boards  of  life — ready  to  take  the  character 
assigned  him,  be  it  broad  farce  or  comedy 
— ay,  or  even  traged}',  if  needs  Avere.  Do 
not  deny  or  seek  to  contradict  me;  I  did 
not  care  that  your  countship  had  fourteen 
quarterings  behind  it, — nay,  I  like  you 
even  better  as  you  are.  There,  now  you 
look  natural  and  at  your  ease.  Adieu, 
Monsieur  le  Comte." 

"Adieu,  Madame  la  Marquise,"  said  I, 
putting  as  much  irony  into  my  accent  as 
might  repay  her,  and  theii  we  parted. 
Whatever  her  feelings,  I  know  not;  mine, 
I  own,  were  scarcely  of  the  pleasantest; 
promjiting  me  to  make  my  residence  at 
Naples  as  brief  as  might  be,  and  to  see  no 
more  of  my  "  dear  friend  of  former  years" 
than  was  absolutely  indispensable. 

Were  I  to  dwell  upon  those  portions  of 
my  history  which  afforded  me  the  highest 
amount  of  enjoyment,  while  passing  I 
might  linger  upon  the  Aveeks  I  spent  in 
Naples,  as  perhaps  the  very  pleasantest  of 
my  life.  The  world  of  fashion  Avas  new  to 
me.  All  those  fascinations  to  which  habit 
renders  men  either  apathetic  or  indiffer- 
ent, came  fresh  upon  me.  Tlse  ontAvai-d 
show  of  splendor  in  dress  and  jewels,  gor- 
geous saloons,  rare  floAvers,  exquisite  iiic- 
tui-es  and  statues,  soon  cease  to  astonish 
and  amaze;  but  it  takes  a  long  wliile  ere 
the  charm  of  intercourse  Avith  really  bril- 
liant society  begins  to  Avear  off';  and  ere  a 
man  recognizes  a  degree  of  sameness  in  the 
jileasures  and  amusements  of  his  fashiona- 
ble friends. 

I  am  not  sure  that  the  society  Avhich  I 
frequented  had  not  more  power  of  captiva- 
tion  than  a  more  rigidly  scrupulous  circle; 
since,  while  exacting  all  the  observances  of 
polished  life,   it  yet  admitted  a  degree  of 
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libei'U\  almost  of  familiarity,  aniono'  its 
members,  that  I  have  since  remarked  is 
Jiot  common  iri  the  wi<ler  iiUcix-o iir.se  of 
the  world. 

Pretty  women  were  not  a.sliamed  to  look 
their  bt'sr,  and  dres.s  the  most  becomiii<4;Iy; 
Avitty  men  were  not  chary  of  t  iicir  smart- 
ness; conrtiers  were  conlidentiai ;  states- 
men were  candid  ;  men  of  the  world  nn- 
bent,  as  if  in  a  (drele  wiierc  their  freedom 
would  not  l)e  misinteri)reted,  and  said  a 
hundred  things  that  in  other  societies 
would  have  been,  to  say  the  least,  indis- 
creet. It  is  true  that  individuals  were 
more  discussed  than  events,  and  that  char- 
acters, not  facts,  formed  the  staple  of  the 
talk;  but  liow  atnusingwas  it — what  stores 
of  anecdote  were  opened;  what  strange 
liistories,  and  curious  illustrations  of  life 
unfolded.  Pretension  was  ridiculed,  vul- 
garity exposed,  stupidity  laughed  at,  awk- 
wardness criticized,  and  want  of  tact  con- 
demned with  most  unsparing  ridicule;  but, 
I  am  bound  to  own,  that  there  were  few 
commendations  reserved  for  virtuous  con- 
duct or  honorable  action.  The  debtor  side 
of  the  account  was  full,  but  the  credit  had 
not  an  item  on  it ! 

No  rank,  however  exalted,  could  escape 
the  judgments  of  a  "set,"  who,  with  all  the 
exclusiveness  of  fashion,  affectdl  a  most 
democratic  s|)irit  of  eqmdity.  It  was,  how- 
ever, a  ''Communism"''  that  assumed  to 
start  on  the  basis  of  evei'y  one  having  at 
least  ten  thousand  a  year — not  so  bad  a 
theory,  were  it  only  [)r;icticable. 

I  must  not  linger  longer  on  this  subject, 
on  w'hi(di  I  have  only  touched  to  remark, 
that  here  it  was  where  I  acquired  that 
knowledge  of  forms  and  conventionalities 
which  constitute  the  tactique  of  life:  those 
"gambits"  and  "  openings,"  to  use  a  chess- 
l)hrase,  by  which  you  at  once  obtain  an  ad- 
vantage over  an  equal  adversary,  and  secure 
yourself  against  injury  with  even  a  superior 
player.  I  leai'ued  when  to  use  an  illustra- 
tion or  a  story;  when  to  become  a  mere 
listener;  how  to  assist  a  slow  man  without 
his  detecting  the  aid;  and  how  to  disclose 
a  discussion  with  an  e|)igraui;  and  all  tiiis 
without  the  faintest  show  of  i)remeditation 
or  the  very  slightest  sign  of  forethought. 
AV'hile  my  education  as  a  man  of  the  world 
was  progressing,  my  material  fortune  was 
also  advancing.  The  8[)anish  Ambassador, 
who  iiad  referred  my  case  to  his  court,  as- 
certained that  I  had  been  most  infamously 
treated;  that  not  alone  my  rank  and  for- 
tune were  indisputable,  but  that  the  indi- 
vidiuil  on  whose  affirmation  I  was  arrested 
was  himself  a  (-arlist  spy,  and  the  noted 
agent  of  a  great  Northern  power.    In  fact. 


so  manifold  were  his  infractions  agaim-t 
law  in  every  country  in  Kurope,  that  !lie 
only  ditlieulty  was  to  what  |»articuhir  powei' 
to  hand  him  over,  so  many  laying  ( laim  to 
the  honor  of  i)iinishing  him.  In  the  end. 
Na|>les  obtained  this  distiiu.-tioni  and  at 
the  very  period  I  was  enjoying  the  luxu- 
rious pleasures  of  that  capital,  "my  friend, 
the  Consul,"  was  expanding  his  chest  and 
faculties  in  the  less  captivating  career  of  a 
galley-slave.  "  Fortune  is  just,"  said  I,  as 
I  arranged  my  cravat  at  the  window  which 
overlooked  the  Bay,  on  whose  glassy  gnrfaco 
some  half-dozen  boats  moved  sluggishly,  as 
the  red  and  yellow  rowers  kept  time  to  the 
"stroke  "  by  the  clanking  of  their  fetfer.s. 
Governments  move  slowly — particularly 
when  the  case  is  one  of  refunding  a  pre- 
!  vious  spoliation;  meanwhile  they  admitted 
j  my  claim;  and  by  Avay  of  kee|>ing  me  in 
good  humor,  they  sent  me  a  cross  of  the 
I  Order  of  Isabella,  of  the  first  class — a  very 
I  gratifying  recognition  of  my  noble  birfli 
|and  merits.  ]\ly  intimacy  witii  the  Duke 
of  Medina — tjie  brother  of  the  king — ob- 
tained for  me  the  Jsea])olitan  Order;  and 
thus  was  I  decorated  with  three  very  dis- 
tinguished cordons,  which  1  wore  in  my 
button-hole  as  a  "'tricolor," — a  fact  insig- 
nificant in  itself;  but  I  mention  it  here,  as 
many  of  my  imitators  have  since  that  af- 
fected to  be  the  inventors  of  the  method. 

Periods  of  expectancy  are  generally 
deemed  great  ti-ials,  making  inroads  upon 
the  health,  and  sapj)ing  the  energies  of  the 
mind.  Such  w;is  not  mv  case  here;  I 
wailed  like  one  who  loiters  in  some  deli- 
cious garden,  surrounded  with  bhjoming 
flowers  and  sweet  odors.  The  delays  and 
])rocrastinations  of  cabinets — forwdiich  the 
most  profuse  apologies  were  nuulc — I  bore 
with  a  degree  of  calm  equanimity  that  won 
for  me  the  api'ellaiion  of  a  most  linished 
gentleman;  and  thus  was  I  almost  uncon- 
sciously ]ierfecting  myself  in  that  grand 
element  of  breeding  whose  tiiiinii)h  is 
''  impassiveness." 

There  were  moments  when  I  actually 
dreaded  the  termination  of  my  caui-e,  so 
agreeable  had  Na])les  beconu'  to  me  ;  but 
as  the  rich  gamester  is  certain  to  win,  while 
tiie  ])oor  ])layer  is  luckless  ever,  successes 
crowded  on  me,  because  I  was  half  indiffer- 
ent to  them. 

Six  months  had  now  nearly  elapsed  since 
my  arrival  ;it  Naples,  and  I  was  paying  a 
nKU-ning  visit  to  the  Marchesa,  whom  I 
was  engaged  to  accompany  to  a  grand 
dcjei'inpr,  to  be  given  on  boai'd  of  a  British 
ship  of  war  in  the  Hay.  If  was  one  of 
those  gorgeons  days  of  brilliant  coloring, 
which,  in  Italy,  seem  to  exaggerate  the  ef- 
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feet  of  landscape,  and  defy  all  elforts  of  art 
to  imitate;  the  scene  was  heightened,  too, 
by  the  objects  moving  across  the  bay.  The 
various  boats,  with  ensigns  floating  and 
music  playing — the  swift  ''Lateeners" 
skimming  along  tlie  glassy  surface,  almost 
witliout  a  breath  of  wind — and  then  the 
great  three-decker  herself,  in  all  the  pride 
of  her  majestic  size,  with  flags  of  every  na- 
tion fluttering  from  her  halyards,  were 
splended  adjuncts  to  the  ])icture. 

"  Here  are  three  letters  for  yon,  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte,"  said  the  Marchesa  ;  "  they 
came  in  tiic  Sjianish  Minister's  bag  this 
morning  ;  but  I  suppose  there  is  nothing 
sufficiently  interesting  in  them  to  Avithdraw 
your  thoughts  from  that  magnificent 
2ianorama." 

Of  course  I  affected  concnrrence  in  the 
sentiment,  and  thrust  them  into  my  pocket 
with  assumed  indifference.  The  room  soon 
after  filled  witli  arriving  visitors,  and 
among  the  rest  the  Spanish  Ambassador. 

'*  Ila,  Senor  Conde,"  said  he,  approach- 
ing me  ;  "let  me  offer  my  warmest  felici- 
tations. IIow  iiappy  am  I  to  be  the  means 
through  which  your  good  tidings  have 
reached  you  !  " 

I  bowed,  smiled,  and  seemed  charmed, 
without  the  slightest  notion  wherein  lay 
my  good  fortune.  His  practiced  eye^  liow- 
ever,  soon  detected  my  game,  and  he  said, 
'*  You  have  received  your  letters,  I  hope?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  I,  carelessly ;  "  the  Mar- 
chesa has  been  kind  enough  to  give  them 
to  me." 

*'  And  you  have  read  tliem  ?  ''asked  he 
again. 

'•'Not  yet,"  said  I;  "I  make  it  a  rule 
never  to  risk  the  pleasure  of  a  happy  day 
by  opening  a  letter  at  hazard." 

'•  What  if  its  contents  were  but  to  in-, 
crease  the  enjoyment  ;  what  if  the  tidings 
were  to  fill  up  the  very  measure  of  your 
wishes,  Senor  ?  " 

"  In  that  case."  rejoined  I,  as  coldly  as 
before,  "they  will  be  very  jicceptable  to- 
morrow morning  ;  and  thus  I  shall  have 
gained  two  days  of  happiness,  vice  one."       j 

*■  Admirable    philosophy,    indeed,"  said  ■ 
he.     "  Still  I  must  I  must  be  pardoned  for  ! 
interfering  with  its  exercise.     I  shall  there- ' 
fore  take  upon  me  to  inform  the  honorable 
company  that  her  Majesty,  my  royal   mis- ; 
tress,  has  named  the  Count  de  Cregano  a 
Grand  Cordon  of  the  Fleece,  in  considera- 
tion    of    his     distinguished     services     in 
arranging  the  ^lexican  debt  ;    that  all   his 
property  taken  from  him  under  a  false  and 
tniitorous   imputation,    shall    be    at    once 
restored  ;    that  any  additional  recompense 
he  may  demand  for  his    im])risonment  and  i 


I  other  inconveniences  'incurred,  shall  be 
immediately  accorded  ;  and  that  all  Envoys 
land  Ministers  of  the  Court  of  Spain  are 
I  instructed  to  receive  the  Count  de  Cregano 
with  every  honor  and  distinction,  affording 
liim  every  protection,  and  facilitating  him 
in  the  prosecution  of  any  project  in  which 
he  may  be  interested." 

This  speech,  delivered  in  a  very  imposing 
manner,  was  followed  by  a  round  of  felici- 
tation from  the  assembled  company,  tiie 
Marchesa  offering  me  her  hand  in  congra- 
tulation, and  whispering  the  words,  "How 
soon  ?  " 

"  To-morrow,  if  I  mnst,"  replied  I, 
sorrowfully. 

"  To-morrow  be  it,"  said  she,  and  turned 
away  hastily. 

The  information  conveyed  to  me  by  the 
Ambassador  was  what  formed  the  substance 
of  two  of  the  letters  :  the  third  I  contrived 
to  peep  into  unobserved,  was  a  formal  no- 
tification from  the  Havannah  that  my  bills 
for  the  amount  in  the  bankers'  hands 
would  be  accepted  and  negotiated  at  a 
well-known  house  in  Paris.  Thus,  then, 
and  in  one  moment,  was  I  once  more  rich 
— the  possessor  of  immense  wealth,  and  not 
alone  of  mere  fortune,  but  of  all  the  honors 
and  dignities  which  can  grace  and  adorn 
it.  Of  course  I  became  the  hero  of  the 
day.  To  me  was  entrusted  the  arm  of  the 
Marchesa  as  we  descended  to  the  pier  ;  to 
me  was  accorded  the  seat  of  honor  beside 
her  in  the  boat.  All  the  pleasant  flatteries 
that  are  reserved  for  rich  men  were  heaped 
upon  me,  and  I  felt  that  life  had  but  one 
prize  more  with  which  "to  fill  np  the  most 
ambitious  of  my  cravings.  'J'hat,  alas  ! 
could  never  be — Donna  Maria  was  the  wife 
of  another  ;  and  thus  should  I  learn  that 
complete  happiness  is  never  to  be  the  lot 
of  any  mere  mortal ! 

The  fete  on  board  the  Tariffa  was  very 
splendid  ;  but  it  had  another  charm  still 
more  rarely  met  with, — I  mean  that  hearty 
cordiality  wliich  graces  every  entertainment 
wli.ere  British  sailors  are  the  hosts,  their 
courtesy  being  blended  with  an  actual 
warmth  of  hospitality  that  wins  even  upon 
the  coldest  guest,  and  gives  a  tone  of 
friendliness  to  the  most  promiscuous 
gathering. 

Every  one  appeared  to  expei'ience  the 
influence  of  this  peculiar  magic,  and  all 
gave  way  to  the  impulse  that  suggested  the 
fullest  enjoyment  of  the  hour. 

T^'o  waltzes  had  succeeiled  the  manolo  and 
the  bolero  :  dances  of  the  wild  regions  of 
Calabria  and  Sicily  were  performed  by  men 
of  noble  birth,  the  petty  princes  of  those 
countries  :  and  all  were  vying  who  should 
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introduce  sometliiMg  lu'W  uiul  unkinnvn  to 
the  rest,  wiien,  siuldcnly,  tlie  disltint  .soiiiid 
of  the  church  Ix-lls  ui'  ike  cily  was  bonic 
along  the  water,  unnouncintr  the  "'  Viiili 
quiitro,"  us  it  is  culled  — liie  hour  of  even- 
ing i)ruyer.  In  a,  moment  <a  sudden  uir  of 
devotionul  seriousness  sjjreud  ifself  over 
the  compuii y,  und  most  bent  their  heads  in 
pious  reverence  while  they  recited  to  them- 
selves the  words  of  the  '•Angelas.''  If 
there  seemed,  to  Liie  sense  of  English  Pro- 
testantism, something  strunge  and  un- 
natural in  tliisgi'eat  revulsion,  there  was  a 
degree  of  earnestness  and  sincerity  in  the 
features  of  the  worshipei-s  that  showed 
their  ])iety  to  be  unfeigned  ;  and  here  I 
might  leave  tlie  tlieme,  were  it  not  for  an 
incident  which,  taking  ])lacc  at  the  same 
moment,  will  remain  for  ever  associated  in 
my  mind  with  that  brief  interval  of  ]n'ayer. 

The  iioui-  of  sunset,  or,  as  the  Neapoli- 
tans term  it,  the  '"Vinti  quatro,''  is  that 
in  which  the  galley-slaves,  emi)loyed  from 
dawn  of  day  at  convict  labor,  return  to 
their  prisons;  and  while  the  streets  at  that 
period  exhibit  long  lines  of  men  whose  ter- 
rible ai)))earance  needs  not  the  heightening 
accessories  of  a  shocking  dress  and  a  heavy 
lumbering  chain  to  pronounce  them  crim- 
inals, over  the  bay  are  seen  boats  moving 
in  sad  procession,  the  clanking  of  the  fet- 
ters creaking  mournfuliy  u])on  the  ear, 
and  sounding  like  tlie  wail  of  hopeless  cap- 
tivity. 

No  scene  of  i)leasurable  enjoyment  can 
stand  the  contrast  of  such  a  sight;  the  re- 
vulsion is  too  sudden  and  too  jjuinful  from 
the  light  frivolity  of  mirth  to  the  terrible 
reality  of  suffering  and  sorrow.  Toescajie, 
therefore,  from  the  gloomy  ])icture,  the 
officers  of  the  vessel  endeavored  to  with- 
draw their  guests  from  the  deck  to  the  shel- 
ter of  the  cabin.  The  change  was  accom- 
plished well  and  naturally,  and  we  were  all 
gathered  between  the  decks  in  that  turmoil 
and  confusion  which  fcn-ni  no  insignificant 
part  of  the  success  of  every  entertainnjcnt; 
the  buzz  of  talking  and  the  sounds  of 
])leasant  laughter  were  heard  on  every  side 
— when  suddenly  a  ciT  was  hearil  above, 
and  then  tlie  loud  voice  of  the  oflicer  of  the 
watch,  commanding  a  boat  to  be  instantly 
manned  and  lowered. 

A  hundred  conjectures  at  once  ran  round 
as  to  the  meaning  of  the  order;  but  one  of 
the  officers  hastily  entering,  a  few  minutes 
later,  put  an  enil  to  all  guessing,  by  in- 
forming us  that  a  very  dreadful  incident 
liad  just  occurred  within  a  shoi't  distance 
from  where  we  lay.  '"'  You  may  have  re- 
marked a  handsome  yacht,  Avhich  anchored 
last  night  in  the  bay,  coming  up  from  the 


eastward:  she  bel(jnge(l  to  an  English  gcii- 
tieman,  witii  whose  name  we  wei'e  not  ae- 
(puiinted,  but  whose  ((mduet  is  calculated 
to  contirm  all  that  Frenchmen  are  accus- 
tomed to  say  of  our  national  taste  for  ec- 
centricity even  in  crime.  It  would  eeem 
that  at  an  early  hour  this  morning  he 
landed  at  the  ^lole,  and  by  means  of  letters 
with  which  he  was  ])rovided  to  the  minis- 
ter of  i)olice,  obtained  leave  to  inspect  the 
different  iirisons  of  the  city,  and  to  pass 
under  the  most  minute  examination  all 
those  condemned  to  the  galleys  for  life.  As 
already  nil  those  who  work  at  C'astelumare 
had  been  sent  away,  he  obtained  an  order 
to  visit  the  galleys  there,  being  determined, 
as  it  would  seem,  to  leave  nothing  unseen. 
On  reaching  Castelamare  it  is  said  that  he 
again  commenced  his  tour  of  inspection, 
going  over  the  roll  of  the  prisoners,  with 
the  muster-book  in  his  hand,  as  if  to  com- 
pare their  features  with  the  crimes  alleged 
against  them,  and  scrutinizing  each  with  a 
most  searching  look.  The  visit  lasted  till 
nigh  evening:  and  although  the  governor 
Avas  not  a  little  astonished  at  the  i)roceed- 
ing  of  the  stranger,  still  less  was  he  pre- 
pared for  the  singular  rcfjuest  which  suc- 
ceeded: it  was,  that  he  might  be  permitted 
to  return  io  Naples  in  one  of  the  convict 
boats  instead  of  in  his  own  gig.  The  de- 
mand might  have  been  treated  lightly,  or 
altogether  refused,  but  that  the  English- 
man's aiijiearance  and  manner  indicated 
rank,  while  the  letter  he  carried  from  the 
minister  showed  him  to  be  one  with  claims 
for  consideration.  The  governor,  there- 
fore, gave  the  ])ermission,  smiling  :it  the 
same  time  at  a  caprice  which  could  not 
have  proceeded  from  the  native  of  uny 
other  country. 

"The  Englishman   took  his  seat  in  the 

stern  of  the  boat,  and,  as  I  am  told  by  the 

steersman,  never  spoke  nor  moved  for  nigli 

an  hour's  time,  muffiing  himself  nj)  in  iiis 

cloak  so  that  his  very  face  wus  concealed; 

he  neither  cast  his  eyes  over  the   bay  nor 

j  looked  towards  the  shore,  but  sat  like  one 

in    deep    reflection.     As   we    neared    tlie 

'  Tarilf'a,''  said  my  informant,  "our  passen- 

jger  affected  to  feel    cold   and   chilly, — he 

!  might    have   been   so,   since    the  evening 

j  breeze  was   just  s]ivingiirg  up, — and  said 

that  he  would  like  to  row  for  a  sjiell,  just 

;  to    warm    himself.     The   ])etty   oflicer   in 

jchaige  explained   that   the   re«|ucst   could 

not  be  comjilied  with,  since,  amongst  other 

reasons,  the  men  were  chained  two  and  two 

on  every  bench,  and  then  obliged  to  tug  at 

the  same  oar. 

'•  The  Englishman,  who,  throughout  the 
day,  had  invariably  overruled  every  objec- 
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tion  opposed  to  liirn,  grew  only  move  ]iosi- '  which  occiisioiKilly  displays  amongst  ita 
live  in  his  demand,  and  at  last  i)rod\ieed  j  wonderful  phenomena  all  the  jn-emedita- 
the  minister's  order  to  strengthen  his  pro-!  tion  and  circumspection  of  accomplished 
posal;  and  finally  said,  that  as  lie  had  ob-i  guilt 
tained  the  ])ermission  to  learn  all  he  could 
of  the  condition   of  the  convicts,  he  was 


determined  not  to  depart  without  experi- 
encing in  his  own  person  the  amount  of 
labor  exacted  from  them.  '  You  shall 
chain  me  to  that  fellow  in  the  bow  of  the 
boat,'  said  he,  'for  I  liave  my  doubts  that 
this  same  punishment  is  not  equal  to  what 
our  own  sailors  perform  every  day,  as  a 
mere  duty.' 

"  I  need  not  dwell  upon  the  arguments 
he  used,  and  the  reasons  he  pressed  ;  and 
although  I  have  not  heard  it,  I  have  little 
doubt  that  bribery  was  among  the  rest. 
Ilis  demand  was  granted,  and  he  was  ac- 
tually placed  beside  the  convict,  and  his  left 
wrist  enclosed  in  the  same  fetter  with  the 
other's  riaht. 


There  is  that  of  solemnity  al>out  an  event 
of  tliis  nature  that  even  frivolity  itself 
stands  rebuked  by,  and  so,  now,  instead  of 
resuming  the  occupations  of  pl(>asure,  many 
took  their  leave  suddenly;  and  of  those 
who  still  remained,  but  one  topic  engrossed 
the  conversation — that  of  madness  as  an 
element  in  all  great  cases  of  guilt. 

Of  conrse,  as  in  all  similar  discussions, 
the  supei'iority  lay  with  those  who,  with 
more  readiness  of  expression,  also  possessed 
greater  resources  in  anecdote  and  illustra- 
tion, and  of  these  the  greater  number  were 
disposed  to  believe  that  all  great  criminali- 
ty is  allied  with  denmged  intellect.  The 
Marchesa,  however,  took  the  o])posite  side, 
and  insisted  that  the  passion  which  prompt- 
ed to  the  most  terrible  and  appalling  acts 


be  insane  ;  and  a  shocking  fear  of  evil  con- 
sequences sliot  through  me  for  having 
vielded  to  him.' 


''His  face  became  almost  purple  as  he  i  Avas  perfectly  consistent  with  right  reason 
grasped  the  oar,  and  his  eyes  glared  fierce-  \  and  sound  judgment. 

ly  round  upon  his  fellow-laborer,  like  the,  "'It  is  too  rash  in  ns,  said  she,  "to  as- 
red  and  staring  orbs  of  a  wild  beast.  '  So  |  snme  a  mere  blind  impulse  in  cases  even 
dreadful  was  the  expression  of  his  face,' I  where  recognized  insanity  exists.  Were  we 
said  the  steersman,  'that  I  believed  him  to  j  to  know   the  secrets  of  the  hnman  heart, 

we  might,  perhaps,  see  a  long-cherished 
purpose  in  acts  wliich  appear  to  be  dictated 
by   momentary   passion.     These    impulses 

•'  I  at  once  called  out  to  the  crew  to  ship  |  may  be  excessive,  ill-directed,  and  ill-judg- 
their  oars,  determining  to  make  him  ro-'ing;  but  still  they  may  have  their  origin 
sume  his  place  beside  me.  The  order  was  i  in  some  train  of  thought  where  generous 
obeyed  by  the  bow-oar  as  by  the  rest.  I 'feelings  and  noble  aspirations  mingle. 
Avas  then  about  to  issue  a  command  for!  Witness  those  heroic — for  they  are,  after 
him  to  be  released,  when,  with  a  yell  that  i  all,  heroic — assassinations  of  the  student 
I  shall  never  forget,  he  sprang  up  in  the  i  Sandt  and  Charlotte  Corday.  Whataper- 
boat,  and  then  calling  out  something  in  '  feet  abrogation  of  self  did  these  acts  evince; 
English,  which  I  could  not  understand,  he  I  what  consummate  devotion  to  a  cause! 
seized  his  comrade  by  tlie  throat  and  shook  ;  Deeply  as  Ave  may  condemn  the  liorrid  na- 
him  violently.  :  ture  of  the  crime,  it  Avould  he  a  great  error 

"The  convict — himself  a  strong  man,  I  to  class  these  men  Avith  vulgar  criminals,  or 
yet  in  the  prime  of  life — seemed  nothing -deny  to  them — the  motives  at  least — of 
in  the  grasp  of  the  other,  Avho  held  him  at  |  something  great." 

arm's  length,  as  though  he  Avere  a  child  ;  |  I  am  not  able — were  I  even  disposed — to, 
and  then  letting  go  his  hold,  clasping  him  |  repeat  all  the  ingenious  arguments  by 
round  the  Avaist  vvith  both  arms,  he  jump-  |  Avhich  the  ]\Iarchesa  supported  her  opinion, 
cd  into  the  sea."  nor  the  instances  she  so  readily  adduced! 

"  They  were  seen  in  mortal  conflict  for   support  of  it.     She  became  highly  excite 
a  second  or  tAvo  as  they  sank  in  the  clear!  by  the  theme,  and  soon,  by  the  eloqnen 
Avater,  but  they  never  rose  to  the  surface, —  |  of  her  words,  and   the  fascinations  of   he 


the  weight  of  the  massive  fetters  iind  their 
own  struggles  soon  finished  their  suffer- 
ings!" 

Such  Avas  the  terrible  story  Avhich  now 
broke  in  upon  the  gay  current  of  our  fes- 
tivitv.  and  threw  a  gloom  over  a  scene  of 


manner,  enchained  the  Avhole  company  n 
a  mute  attention  around  her. 

It  was  just  as  she  concluded  a  very  ani-^ 
mated  and  glowing  description  of  that  con- 
dition of  the  human  mind,  Avhen  by  a  vol- 
canic  effort,  as    it    were,  the   long-buried 


brilliant  pleasure.  Of  course  various  sur-  flames  burst  forth,  to  scatter  ruin  and  des- 
mises  as  to  the  motive  of  this  fearful  act  truction  on  CA-ery  side,  that  a  young  officer 
Avcre  uttered,  Ijut  they  all  tended  to  the  entered  the  cabin,  and  stood  fascinated  by 
conclusion  that  it  proceeded  from  insanity,  ■  the  poAvers  of  her  ferA'id  eloquence. 
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**  Well,  Mr.  Hardy,"  said  the  Captain, 
recalliii-^  the  youth's  attention  to  duty, 
"have  yon  been  on  board  of  her?'' 

"  Yes,  sir,  she  is  an  English  yaclit,  the 
Firefly,  and  her  late  owner  was  an  En;^lisii 
baronet,  whose  name  1  have  written  down 
in  my  i)ocket-booi<.'"' 

The  Captain  look  tiie  nole-book  from 
the  young  olfieer's  hand,  and,  after  read- 
inj;  the  name,  said,  '"It'l  mistake  not,  this 
is  the  same  person  tliat  once  was  so  well 
known  in  London  life.  Most  of  thejiresent 
company  must  have  heard  of  the  rich  and 
eccentric  Sir  Dudley  Broughton." 

A  low  groan  broke  from  me,  and  1  turn- 
ed my  eyes  slowly  and  stealthily  towards 
the  end  of  the  table  where  the  Marchesa 
sat.  Not  a  word,  not  the  faintest  sound 
had  issued  from  her  lips,  but  she  sat  still 
and  motionless,  her  lips  slightly  parted, 
and  her  eyes  staring  straight  before  her. 
The  pallor  of  her  features  was  that  of  death 
itself;  and,  indeed,  the  rigid  contoui' of  the 
cheeks,  and  the  firm  tension  of  the  muscles, 
gave  no  evidence  of  life. 

*' You  are  ill,  Madame  la  Marchesa," 
said  a  gentleman  who  sat  beside  her  ;  but, 
us  she  made  no  reply,  several  now  turned 
towards  her,  to  press  their  attentions,  and 
suggest  advice.  She  never  spoke  ;  indeed, 
she  seemed  not  to  hear  them,  but  sat  with 
her  head  erect,  and  her  arms  rigidly 
stretched  out  on  either  side,  motionless  as 
a  statue. 

The  shocking  incident  that  had  occurred, 
and  the  discussion  whicii  foilowi'd  it,  were 
sufficient  to  account  for  this  sudden  attack 
in  one  whose  nei'vous  temi)erament  was  so 
finely  strung  ;  but  as  she  showed  no  signs 
of  recovering  consciousness,  in^r  gave  the 
slightest  indication  of  rallying,  it  was 
decided  at  once  that  she  should  be  con- 
veyed to  shore,  wdiere  in  her  own  house 
medical  aid  might  be  had  recourse  to. 

I  was  one  of  those  who  assisted  to  carry 
her  to  the  boat,  and  sat  beside  her  after- 
wards, and  held  her  hand  in  mine,  but  s!ie 
never  r(>cognized  mo  ;  her  hand,  too,  was 
cold  and  clammy,  and  the  lingers  felt  rigid 
and  cramped.  The  stern  impressive  look 
of  her  features,  the  cold  stare  of  her  fixed 
eyes,  were  terrible  to  behold  ;  far  more  so 
than  even  the  workings  of  mere  bodily 
sufferings. 

l.)uring  the  passage  to  the  shore,  at  the 
landing  itself,  and  on  our  way  to  the  Pa- 
lazzo, she  remained  in  the  same  state,  nor 
did  she  ever  evince  any  trait  of  conscious- 
ness till  she  reached  the  foot  of  the  great 
staircase,  wheiv^  a  crowd  of  servants,  in 
the  richest  liveries,  awaited  to  offer  their 
services.     Then    suddenly  she  moved    her 


head  from  side  to  side,  regai-ding  the  crowd 
with  a  glance  of  wild  and  terriOc  meaning; 
she  raised  her  hand  to  her  brow,  and 
passed  it  slowly  across  her  forehead.  For 
an  instant  it  seemed  as  if  the  lethargic 
l^aroxysni  was  al)ont  to  i)ass  away,  for  her 
features  softened  into  a  h^ok  of  calm  but 
melancholy  beauty.  This,  too,  glided 
away,  and  her  month  settled  into  a  hard 
and  rigid  smile.  It  was  the  last  change  of 
all — for  she  had  become  an  IDIOT  ! 

From  that  hour  forth  she  never  spoke 
again!  she  never  knew  those  about  her, 
neither  missing  them  while  absent  nor  rec- 
ognizing them  when  they  reappeared 
She  had  none  of  the  childish  wilfulness  of 
others  in  her  sad  condition,  nor  did  she 
shew  the  likings  and  dislikings  they  usually 
manifest  ;  and  thus  she  lingered  on  to  her 
death. 

Of  her  secret  I  was  the  sole  dejiositary — 
and  from  that  hour  to  this  in  whicii  I 
write,  it  has  never  escaped  my  lips. 


CIIAPTEIi  XXXIV 


CONCIX'SION. 


I  HAD  few  inducements  to  prolong  my 
stay  at  Naples.  The  society  in  which  I 
moved  had  received  a  shock  so  terrible 
that  for  some  time,  at  least,  it  could  not 
hope  to  recover,  and  an  air  of  gloom  and 
despondency  jirevailed,  where  so  lately  all 
had  worn  the  livery  of  i)leasnre. 

I  made  my  farewell  visit,  therefore,  at 
the  court,  and  the  various  emljassies,  and 
set  out  for  Paris.  This  time,  grown  wiser 
by  experience,  I  did  not  seek  to  astonish 
the  world  by  any  gorgeous  (.>is|»lay  of  my 
riches.  I  traveled  with  but  two  carriages 
— one  of  which  contained  my  IngL'age: 
the  other  a  light  ''coupe,"  1  occupied 
alone.  My  route  lay  through  Itome  aiid 
Florence,  across  the  Ajiennines  to  Milan, 
and  thence,  by  the  gloi-ious  scenery  of  the 
Spleiigen,  into  Switzerland  ;  but  I  saw 
little  of  the  varied  scenes  through  which  I 
journeyed.  My  whole  thoughts  were  en- 
gaged upon  the  futuie. 

1  had  once  moi"e  won  the  great  piize  in 
[the  world's  lottery,  ami  I  never  ceased  cate- 
ichizing  myself  in  what  way  I  should  exer- 
I  cise  my  power. 

j  From  what  I  had  already  observed  of 
I  life  the  great  mistake  of  rich  men  seemed 
to  me,  their  addiction  to  some  one  pursuit 
of  pleasure,  which  gradually  gained  an 
undue  ascendency  over  their  minds,  and 
exeicised,  at  last,  an  unwonted  degree  of 
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tyriwuiy.  The  passion  for  play — the  love 
of  jiictures — the  taste  for  company-seeing 
— the  sports  of  the  field,  and  so  on,  ought 
never  to  be  allowed  any  paramount  place, 
or  used  us  pursuits;  all  these  things  should 
be  simply  etnployed  as  means  of  obtaining 
an  ascendency  over  other  men,  and  of 
exercising  that  sway  which  is  never  denied 
to  success. 

Some  men  are  your  slaves  because  your 
cook  is  unrivalled,  or  your  cellar  incom- 
parable :  others  look  up  to  you  because 
your  equipages  exhibit  an  elegance  with 
Avhichnone  can  vie;  because  your  thorough- 
breds are  larger,  show  more  bone,  and  carry 
the  highest  condition.  Others,  again, 
revere  you  for  your  Vandykes  and  your 
Titians — your  Rembrandts  and  Murillos— 
your  illuminated  missals — your  antique 
marbles.  To  every  section  of  society  you 
can  exhibit  some  peculiar  and  special 
temptation,  which,  in  their  blind  admira- 
tion, they  refer  to  as  an  attribute  of  your- 
self. Your  own  fault  is  it,  if  they  ever 
discover  their  error  !  The  triumphs  of 
Raphael  and  Velasquez  shed  a  reflected 
light  upon  him  who  possesses  them  ;  and 
so  of  each  excellence  that  wealth  can  pur- 
chase. You  stand  embodied  in  the  exer- 
cise of  your  taste,  and  in  your  own  person 
receive  the  adulation  which  greatness  and 
genius  have  achieved. 

To  accomplish  this,  however,  requires  in- 
finite tact  and  a  great  abrogation  of  self. 
All  individuality  must  be  merged,  and  a 
new  character  created,  from  the  "disjecta 
membra"  of  many  crafts  and  callings. 

To  have  any  one  inordinate  passion  is  to 
betray  a  weak  spot  in  one's  armor,  of  which 
the  cunning  will  soon  take  advantage. 
Such  were  among  my  meditations  as  I  roll- 
ed along  toward  Paris;  and  so  long  as  I 
journeyed  alone,  with  no  other  companion- 
ship than  my  own  thoughts,  these  opinions 
appeared  s.ige  and  well  seasoned  ;  but  how 
soon  were  they  routed  as  I  drove  into  that 
gorgeous  capital,  and  saw  the  full  tide  of 
its  pleasure-loving  inhabitants,  as  it  rolled 
proudly  past!  How  vain  to  reason  farther 
upon  the  regulation  of  a  life  to  which 
wealth  set  no  limitsl  how  impossible  to  re- 
strain one's  self  within  the  barriers  of  cold 
prudential  tliought,  where  all  was  to  be 
had  for  asking. 

Ah,  Con,  your  philosophy  was  excellent 
while,  sitting  in  the  corner  of  your  coupe, 
you  rolled  along  unnoticed,  save  by  the 
vacant  stare  of  some  vigneron  in  a  blue 
cotton  nightcap,  or  some  short-legged 
wench  in  wooden  "sabots;  "  but,  now  that 
you  stand  in  the  window  of  your  great  ho- 
tel in  the   Place   Veiidome,   and   see   the ' 


gathering  crowd,  which  inquires — who  is 
the  illustrious  arrival?  your  heart  l)egins  to 
beat  quicker  and  fuller;  yon  feel  like  a  great 
actor,  for  whom  the  bouse  is  ali'eady  im- 
patient; nor  is  the  curtain  to  rcnuiin  longer 
down.  You  are  scarcely  an  hour  in  Paris 
when  your  visitors  begin  to  call.  Here  are 
cards  without  ]uimber — officers  in  high 
command,  courtiers,  ministers,  and  aides- 
de-camp  of  those  whose  rank  precludes  the 
first  visit.  "The  "place"  is  like  a  fair, 
with  its  crush  of  equipages, — the  hotel  is 
actually  besieged.  Every  language  of  Eu- 
rope is  heard  within  its  *'port-cochere," 
and  3'onr  own  chasseur  is  overwhelmed 
with  questionings,  enough  to  drive  him 
distracted. 

Is  it  any  wonder  how  the  poor  man  adu- 
lates wealth,  when  those  in  high  station — 
the  great  and  titled  of  the  earth — are  so 
ready  to  worship  and  revere  it! 

My  first  care  was,  of  course,  to  present 
myself  before  the  Prince,  my  gracious  mas- 
ter, and  I  drove  at  once  to  the  Tuileries. 
There  was  a  reception  that  morning  by  the 
King,  and  the  Due  de  St.  Cloud  led  me 
forward,  and  presented  me  to  his  ^lajesty, 
with  a  very  eulogistic  account  of  my  ser- 
vices in  Africa. 

The  King  listened  most  graciously  to 
the  narrative,  and  then,  with  a  cordial  cur- 
tesy that  at  once  put  me  at  my  ease,  asked 
me  several  questions  about  my  campaigns, 
all  ingeniously  contrived  to  be  complimen- 
tary to  me. 

"  Yours  is  not  originally  a  Spanish  fam- 
ily. Count;  I  fancy  the  name  is  Celtic." 

"Yes,  sire,  we  came  from  Ireland,"  said 
I,  blushing  in  spite  of  myself. 

"  Ah,  very  true.  There  was  always  a 
great  interchange  of  races  between  the  two 
nations.  And  have  you  never  tried  to 
trace  back,  among  your  Irish  ancestors,  so 
as  to  learn  who  are  the  lineal  descendants 
of  your  house?" 

"  I  have  been  hitherto,  sire,  rather  a  man 
of  action  than  of  thought  or  reflection. 
To  obtain  possession  of  a  property  belong- 
ing to  my  family,  I  undertook  a  journey 
to.  and  a  long  residence  in,  Mexico  ;  and 
although  successful  in  this,  a  subsequent 
misfortune  deprived  me  of  all  I  owned,  and 
left  me  actually  in  want.  The  good  for- 
tune which  led  me  to  take  service  under 
your  Majesty  has,  however,  never  deserted 
me,  and  I  am  enabled  once  again  to  assume 
the  station  that  belonged  to  me." 

The  King  heard  me  with  a])parent 
pleasure,  and  after  a  few  generalities  about 
Paris  and  my  acquaintances,  said. — "His 
Royal  Highness  the  Due  de  St.  Cloud  has 
asked  me  to  appoint  you  on  my  personal 
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staff.  There  is  not  Jit  present  u  vacancy, 
but  you  shall  be  named  u.s  an  extra  aide-de- 
camp in  tlie  meanwhile." 

Overwhelmed  by  this  distinction.  I  could 
only  bow  my  gratitude  in  silence,  and,  with 
an  air  and  show  of  great  devoi  ion,  1  i"etired 
from  the  royal  presence.  Thus  did  proper 
feeling  suggest  the  truest  iK)liteness;  for 
had  1  been  moi-c  assured,  the  chances  were, 
I  should  have  endeavored  to  say  something, 
and  consef|uenlly  committed  a  veiy  gi-iev- 
ous  breach  of  etiquette. 

The  following  day  I  received  an  invita- 
tion to  dine  at  Court.  The  company  was 
numerous,  and  among  them  I  discovered 
the  young  English  attache  who  liad  so  in- 
solently treated  my  demands  on  my  first 
visit  to  Paris.  "With  what  sovereign  con- 
tempt did  I  now  look  down  upon  him!  lie 
was  there,  exactly  as  I  left  him,  muddling 
away  in  the  i)etty  details  of  his  little  rou- 
tine life, — signing  a  ])assport  or  co|)ying  a 
dcsi)atch, — })laying  off  the  aii'S  of  grand 
seigneur  to  couriers  and  lacquais  do  ])lacc, 
while  in  the  same  time  I  had  won  honors 
and  rewards  upon  the  field  of  battle,  and 
now  stood  while  the  Prince  leaned  ujion 
my  arm,  and  chatted  l\imiliarly  over  the 
assembled  company.  Kothing  gave  me 
a  more  confident  sense  of  my  own  standing 
in  the  world,  than  the  feeling  with  which  I 
now  regarded  those  whom  once  I  looked 
up  to  with  a  kind  of  awe.  It  is  precisely 
as  we  discover  that  the  hills  which,  in 
childiiood  we  believed  to  bo  gigantic  moun- 
tains, are  mere  hillocks,  that  in  after  life 
we  find  out  how  indescribably  small  are 
many  of  those  we  used  to  think  as  "high 
and  mighty." 

I  therefore  sneered  down  my  poor  at- 
tache, and  as  I  passed  him,  I  believe  I  even 
suffered  my  saber  to  jar  against  his  leg, 
not  without  hoping  that  he  might  notice 
the  slight,  and  seek  satisfaction  for  it.  In 
this  I  was  disappointed,  and  I  left  him, 
never  to  trouble  my  head  more  about  him. 

Among  the  pleasures  which  awaited  me 
in  Paris,  none  gave  me  more  sincere  satis- 
faction than  the  renewal  of  my  acquaint- 
ance with  De  ]\Iinerale,  who,  however, 
could  never  believe  that  my  good  foiiune 
was  other  than  some  lucky  accident  of  my 
African  campaign. 

"Come — out  with  it,"  he  would  say. 
"You  robbed  a'Smala,' — you  })illaged  a 
*Deira,'  or  something  of  the  sort.  Tell 
me  frankly  how  it  was,  and  on  my  honor 
I'll  never  ])rint  it  till  you're  dead  and  gone. 
In  fact,  if  you  persist  in  refusing.  Til  give 
you  to  the  w'orld  with  mime  in  full.  I'll 
describe  you  as  a  fellow  that  ])i(ked  up  a 
treasure  in  some  small  island  oi'  the  Medit- 


erranean, and  turned   millionaire  after  be- 
ing a  ])irate. " 

"  Put  me  down  for  fifty  copies  of  the 
book."  said  I,  laughing;  "I'm  rich  enough 
now  to  encourage  the  small-fry  of  litera- 
ture." 

Thus  did  we  often  jest  with  each  other, 
and  we  met  continually;  for  when  not  in- 
vited out  myself,  I  gave  entertainn«ents  at 
home,  at  which  I  assembled  various  m<'m- 
bers  of  that  artistic  set  in  which.  I  had 
once  moved — a  very  different  order  of  so- 
ciety from  that  in  which  I  mixed  in  Naples 
— and  I  am  free  to  own.  with  far  less  claim 
to  real  agrecability.  The  "  wits  by  ])ro- 
fession"were  not  only  less  natural  than 
the  smart  people  of  society,  but  they  wea- 
ried you  by  the  exactions  of  their  drollei-y. 
Not  to  laugh  at  thesorriesfc  jest  was  to  dis- 
credit the  jester,  and  the  omission  became 
a  serious  thing  Avhen  it  touched  a  man's 
livelihood.  In  fact,  from  first  to  last,  in 
whatever  country  I  have  lived,  I  have  ever 
found  that  the  best — that  is,  the  highest 
society — was  always  the  most  agreeal)le, 
as  Avell  as  the  most  ])rofitable.  Its  forms 
Avere  not  alone  regulated  ujjon  the  surest 
basis  of  comfoi't,  but  its  tone  ever  tended 
to  promote  wluitever  Avas  pleasui-ablc,  ami 
exclude  everything  that  could  hurt  or  of- 
fend. So  is  it, — your  great  aristocrats  are 
very  democi-atic  in  a  drawing-room — jn-o- 
fessing  and  ])ractising  the  most  perfect 
equality;  while  your  '*  rights  of  man"  and 
"  p()l)ular  sovereignty  advocate,"  insists 
u])on  always  being  the  king  of  his  com- 
jKiny.  Forgive  this  digression,  dear  rea- 
der, if  for  nothing  else  than  because  it 
shall  be  the  last  time  of  my  offending. 

I  had  now  enjoyed  myself  at  Paris  about 
two  months,  or  thereabouts,  in  which,  hav- 
ing most  satisfactorily  ari-anged  all  mv 
monetary  matters,  and — besides  having  \\ 
considerable  sum  in  the  English  funds — 
founil  myself  down  in  the  "(uand  Livrc  " 
for  a  couple  of  million  of  francs — a  feature 
which  made  me  a  much-caressed  individnal 
in  that  new  social  order  just  tlun  spring- 
ing u}),  called  the  "'fiuaneierc  "  class,  one, 
which,  if  with  few  claims  to  the  stale  y 
manners  of  the  *'  Faubourg,"  numbeivd  as 
many  ])retty  women,  and  as  agreeable  ones, 
as  could  be  found  anywhere.  Had  I  been 
matrimonially  disjiosed,  tliis  set  would  cer- 
tainly have  bee/i  dangerous  ground  for  me 
— the  attentions  which  beset  me  being  al- 
most like  adulation.  The  truth  was.  iiow- 
ever,  Donna  ^laria  l»ad  left  an  impiession 
which  comparison  with  otheis  did  not  ef- 
face. I  felt,  if  I  were  to  marry,  it  might 
as  well  be  for  high  rank  and  family  infin- 
ence,  since  I  never  could  do  so  for  love. 
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My  nobility  required  ji  little  sfrengtliening. 
Tior  was  there  any  easier,  or  more  etticient 
mode  of  supporting  it,  than  by  an  alliance 
with  some  of  those  antiquated  houses,  who, 
with  small  fortunes,  but  undiminished 
pride,  inhabited  the  solitudes  of  the  *•'  Fau- 
bourg St.  Germain."  I  cannot  afford  sjiace 
here  to  recount  my  adventures  in  that 
peaceful  and  deserted  quarter,  whose 
amusements  ranged  between  masses  and 
tric-trac, — where  Piety  and  Pope  Joan  di- 
vided the  hours.  The  antiquity  of  my 
family,  and  the  pureness  of  my  Castilian 
blood  had  been  the  pretensions  v/hich  ob- 
tained admission  for  mo  into  these  sacred 
precincts,  and  there,  I  must  say,  every- 
thing seemed  old  and  worn  out:  the 
houses,  the  salons,  the  furniture,  the  mas- 
ters, servants,  horses,  carriages — all  were 
as  old  as  the  formalities  and  the  opinions 
they  professed. 

Even  the  young  ladies  had  got  a  prema- 
ture cast  of  seriousness  that  took  away  ev- 
ery semblance  of  juvenility.  AVhether 
from  associating  with  them,  or  that  I  had 
voluntarily  conformed  to  the  staid  Puritan- 
ism of  their  manners,  I  cannot  say.  but 
my  other  acquaintanees  began  to  quiz  and 
rally  me  about  my  '*  legitimist  "  air,  and 
even  said  that  the  change  had  been  re- 
mai'ked  at  court. 

This  was  an  observation  that  gave  me 
some  uneasiness,  and  I  hastened  off  to  the 
Due  de  St.  Cloud,  Avhose  kindness  had 
always  admitted  me  to  the  most  open  in- 
tercourse. 

"It  is  quite  true,  Creganne,"  said  he, 
"  we  all  remarked  that  you  were  coquetting 
with  the  '  vieux ' — the  old  ones  of  the 
Faubourg — and  although  /  had  never  any 
misgivings  about  you,  others  were  less 
charitable." 

'•'  What  is  to  be  done  then  ?"  said  I,  in 
my  distress  at  the  bare  thought  of  seeming 
ungrateful. 

'•I'll  tell  you,"  said  he;  'there's  the 
post  of  secretary  of  embassy  just  vacant  at 
Madrid  ;  your  knowledge  of  the  language, 
and  your' Spanish  blood,  admirably  fit  you 
for  the  mission.  Shall  I  ask  for  it  in  vour 
behalf  ?  " 

I  could  scarcely  speak  for  gratitude.  I 
was  longing  for  some  "charge," — some 
])ablic  station  that  would  give  me  a  rec- 
ognized position  as  well  as  wealth. 

The  "Due"  hurried  from  the  room,  and 
after  an  absence  of  half-an-hour  came  back, 
laughing,  to  say — "This  was  quite  a  bril- 
liant idea  of  mine,  for  the  Minister  of 
Foreign  Affairs  was  just  in  conversation 
with  the  king,  and  seeing  that  they  were 
both  in  good   humor,  and   discussing  the 


Mad  lid  mission,  I  even  asked  for  the  post 
cf  ambassador  for  you — ay,  and  what's 
better,  obtained  it  too." 

I  could  not  believe  my  cars  as  I  heard 
these  words,  and  the  Prince  was  obliged  to 
repeat  his  tidings  ere  I  could  bring  myself 
to  credit  them.  "And  now  for  a  little 
plan  of  my  own,"  resumed  he  ;  I  am  about 
to  make  a  short  visit  to  England,  and, 
better  still,  to  Ireland.  You  must  accom- 
pany me.  Of  course  I  travel  '  incog.,' 
which  means  that  my  real  rank  vvill  be 
known  to  all  persons  in  authority,  but, 
avoiding  all  state  and  parade,  I  shall  be 
able  to  see  something  of  that  remarkable 
country  of  which  I  have  heard  so  much." 

I  acknowledged  a  degree  of  cui'iosity  to 
the  full  as  great  but  bewailed  my  ignorance 
of  the  language,  as  a  great  drawback  to  the 
pleasures  of  the  journey. 

"But  you  do  know  a  little  English," 
said  the  Prince. 

"Not  a  word."  said  I,  coolly.  "When 
a  child,  I  believe  I  could  speak  it  fluently, 
— so  I  have  heard  ;  but  since  that  period  I 
have  utterly  forgotten  all  about  it."  This 
may  seem  to  have  been  a  gratuitous  fiction 
on  my  part,  but  it  was  not  so  ;  and,  to 
prove  it,  I  must  tell  the  reader  a  little  in- 
cident which  was  running  in  my  mind  at 
that  moment.  A  certain  Tipperarygeii tie- 
man,  whose  name  is  too  familiar  for  me  to 
print,  once  called  upon  a  countryman  in 
Paris,  and  after  ringing  stoutly  at  the  bell, 
the  door  was  opened  by  a  very  smartly- 
dressed  "maid,"  whose  grisette  cap  and 
apron  immediately  seemed  to  pronounce 
her  to  be  French.  "Est  Capitaine — est 
Monsieur  O'Shea  ici?"  asked  he,  in  con- 
siderable hesitation. 

"Oh,  sir  !  you're  English,"  exclaimed 
the  maid  in  a  very  London  accent. 

"Yes,  my  little  darlin',  I  was  asking 
for  Captain  O'Shea." 

"Ah,  sir,  you're  Irish  !  "  said  she,  with 
a  very  significant  fall  of  the  voice.  "  So," 
as  he  afterwards  remarked,  •'myFiench 
showed  that  I  was  English,  and  my  English 
that  I  was  Irish." 

Xow,  although  my  French  would  have 
passed  muster  from  Cannes  to  Caen,  my 
English  had  something  of  the  idiomatic 
peculiarity  of  the  gentleman  just  alluded 
to;  and  were  I  only  to  speak  once  in 
Ireland,  I  must  bo  inevitably  detected. 
There  was  then  no  choice  for  it  :  I  must 
even  consent  to  talk  through  an  inter- 
preter,— a  rather  dull  situation  for  a  man 
about  to  "  tour  it"  in  Ireland  ! 

As  the  Prince's  journey  was  a  secret  in 
Paris,  our  arrangements  were  made  with 
great  caution  and  despatch.     We  traveled 
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down  to  Boiilop'iie  with  nicrely  one  other 
companion,  an  old  Colonel  IJeniannais,  who 
Inid  l)een  for  some  years  a  prisoner  in 
En<i^land,  and  spoUc  English  fluently,  and 
with  only  three  servanis  ;  there  was  notliing 
in  oiir  '-cortege  "  betraying  the  rank  of  his 
lioyal  Highness. 

Apartments  had  been  prepared  for  us  at 
!Mivart's,  and  we  dined  each  day  at  the 
French  Embassy, — going  to  the  Opera  in 
the  evening,  and  sight-seeing  all  the  foi"e- 
noon,  like  genuine  "country  cousins." 
The  Court  w;is  in  Scotland  ;  but  even  had 
it  been  in  London,  I  conclude  that  the 
Prince  would  have  been  received  in  some 
mode  which  should  not  have  attracted 
publicity. 

Ten  days  sufficed  for  "town,"  and  we 
set  out  for  Ireland,  to  visit  which  his 
Eoyal  Highness  avus  all  impatience  and 
e.igerness. 

Never  can  I  forget  the  sensations  with 
which  I  landed  on  that  shore,  Avhich, 
about  a  dozen  years  before,  I  had  quitted 
barefooted  and  hungry  !  Was  the  change 
alone  in  me  ;  or  what  had  come  over  ilie 
objects,  to  make  them  so  very  diffpront 
from  what  they  once  were  ?  The  hotel 
that  I  I'emembered  to  have  regarded  as  a 
kind  of  pahice,  wdiero  splendor  and  pro- 
fusion prevailed,  seemed  now  dirty  and 
uncarcd  for  ;  the  Avaiters  slovenly,  the  land- 
lord rude,  the  apartments  mean,  and  the 
food  detestable  !  The  public  itself,  as  it 
paraded  on  the  piei",  was  not  that  gorgeous 
panorama  I  once  saw  there  ;  the  mingled 
elegance  and  fashion  I  used  to  regard  with 
such  eyes  of  wonderment  and  env}-.  What 
had  become  of  them  ?  Good  looks  there 
were,  and  in  abundance, — for  Irish  women 
will  be  ]n'etty,  no  matter  what  changes 
come  over  the  land  ;  but  the  men  !  good 
lack,  what  a  strange  aspect  did  they  pre- 
sent !  Without  the  air  of  fashion  you  see 
in  Paris,  or  that  more  strongly  marked 
characteristic  of  style  and  manliness  the 
parks  of  London  exhibit,  here  were  dis- 
played a  kind  of  swaggering  self-sufficiency, 
Avhose  jiretension  was  awfully  at  variance 
with  the  mediocrity  of  their  dress,  and  the 
easy  jocularity  that  leered  from  tlieir  eyes. 
Some  were  aquatics,  and  woj-e  Jersey  shirts 
and  frocks,  loose  trousers,  and  low  shoes  ; 
but  they  overdid  their  parts,  and  lounged 
like  Tom  Cooke  in  a  sea-]>ieee. 

Others  appeared  as  tUgans,  and  were 
even  greater  burlesques  on  the  part.  It 
Avas  quite  clear,  however,  that  these  form- 
ed no  portion  of  the  better  classes  of  the 
capital,  and  so  I  hastened  to  assure  the 
Prince,  Avhose  looks  bespoke  very  palpable 
disappointment. 


In  Dublin,  however,  the  changes  were 
greater  than  I  expected.  It  was  not  alone 
that  I  had  seen  other  and  greater  capitals, 
I  where alliuence and  tasteabound.and  where, 
while  the  full  tide  of  fa.shion  sets  •'  in  "'  in 
one  quarter,  the  still  more  exciting  course 
of  activity  and  industry  flows  idong  in 
another;  but  here  an  actual  decline  had 
taken  i)lace  in  the  appeai*ance  of  everything. 
The  shops,  the  streets,  the  inhabitants,  all 
looked  in  disrepair.  Thei'e  Avcre  few  car- 
riages, nothing  deserving  the  name  of 
equipage — none  of  that  stir  and  movement 
Avhich  characterize  a  capital,  it  all  looked 
like  a  place  Avhere  i)eople  dwelt  to  wear  out 
their  old  houses  and  old  garments,  and  to 
leave  both  behind  them  when  no  longer 
wearable;  Avindows  mended  Aviih  paper, 
pantaloons  patched  Avith  parti-colored 
cloth,  "shocking  bad  hats,'*  mangy  car- 
drivers,  and  great  troops  of  beggars  of  every 
age  ami  walk  of  mendacity,  Avere  met  with, 
even  in  the  best  quarters;  and  Aviih  all  these 
signs  of  poverty  and  decay,  thei'C  was  an 
air  of  swaggering  recklessness  in  every 
one  that  Avas  particularly  striking.  All 
Avere  out  of  temper  with  England  ;uid  En- 
glish rule;  and  '*'  Irehmd  for  the  Irish  "' 
Avas  becoming  a  popular  cant  phrase,  pretty 
much  on  the  same  princij)le  that  blacklegs 
extinguish  the  lights,  Avhen  luck  goes 
against  them,  and  have  a  scramble  for  •"  the 
bank"  in  the  dark.  The  stmngcst  of  all 
was,  however,  that  nobody  seemed  to  have 
died  or  left  the  place  since  1  remcndiered 
it  as  a  boy.  There  Avcnt  the  burly  barris- 
ter down  P)achelor's-walk,  Avith  the  same 
sturdy  stride  I  used  to  admire  of  yore — his 
check  a  little  redder,  his  presence  sonie- 
what  more  portly,  jierhaps,  but  Avith  tiic 
selfsame  smile  Avith  which  he  then  cajoled 
the  jury;  and  that  imposing  fiown  Avitli 
which  ho  repelled  the  freedom  of  a  witness. 
There  were  the  same  civic  magistrates,  the 
same  attorneys,  dancing-masters,  ay,  even 
the  dandies  had  not  been  rei)laced,  but 
Avcrc  the  old  crop,  sadly  running  to  seed, 
and  marvelously  ill  cared  for. 

Even  the  Castle  oOicials  Avere  beautifully 
consistent,  and  true  to  their  olil  traditions; 
they  were  as  empty  and  insolent  as  ever. 
It  Avas  the  Enizlish  jiale  ])ei  formed  over 
again  at  the  Upper  Castle  yard,  and  all 
Avithoutits  limits  were  the  kerns  and'"  wild 
Irish  "  of  centuries  ago. 

How  is  a  craft  like  this  ever  to  take  the 
sea,  thought  I.  with  misery  and  mutiny 
everywhere!  Avith  six  feet  of  AV.itcr  in  the 
hold,  the  crew  are  turning  out  for  higher 
wages,  and  ready  to  throw  overboard  the 
first  man  who  counsels  them  to  put  a  hand 
to  the  puni])I 
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But  wliiit  liiid  I  to  do  with  nil  this?  nor 
would  I  ullude  to  it  here,  save  to  mention 
the  straits  and  difficulties  which  beset  me, 
to  account  for  changes  that  I  had  never 
anticipated. 

We  dined  everywhere,  from  that  vice- 
reo-;il  palace  in  a  swamp,  to  the  musty  halls 
of  the  chief-secretary  in  the  Castle.  We 
partook  of  a  civic  feast,  a  pic-nic  at  the 
waterfall;  we  had  one  day  witli  the  mili- 
tary! and  here,  by  the  way.  I  recognized  an 
old  acquaintance  of  other  days,  the  Hon. 
Captain  De  Courcy.  He  was  still  on  the 
staff,  and  still  constant  to  his  ancient  flame, 
who,  with  a  little  higher  complexion,  and 
more  profuse  ringlets — it  is  strange  how 
color  and  hair  go  on  increasing  with  years, 
— looked  pretty  much  what  I  remembered 
her  of  yore. 

"You  had  better  wait  for  your  groom, 
Mons.  Le  Comte,"  said  De  Courcy  to  me 
at  the  review,  as  I  was  dismonnting  to 
speak  to  some  people  in  a  crowd  of  car- 
riages. "  Don't  trust  those  fellow^s.  I 
once  had  a  valuable  mare  stolen  by  one  of 
those  vagrants,  and,  what  was  worse,  the 
rascal  rode  her  at  a  steeple-chase  the  same 
da.y." 

*'  Pas  possible!  "  exclaimed  I  at  the  bare 
thought  of  such  an  indignity.  "  Wiiat  be- 
came of  the  young  villain?" 

"  I  forget  now,  whether  I  let  him  off,  or 
whether  he  was  publicly  whipped;  but  I 
am  certain  he  never  came  to  good." 

I  felt  a  flush  of  anger  rise  to  my  cheek 
at  this  speech,  but  I  checked  my  passion; 
and  well  I  might,  as  I  thought  npon  my 
own  condition  and  npon  his.  To  have  ex- 
pended any  interest  or  sympathy  as  to  the 
boy,  besides,  would  have  been  absurd,  and 
I  was  silent.  Among  our  invitations,  was 
one  to  the  house  of  a  baronet,  who  resided 
in  a  midhmd  county,  only  a  few  miles  from 
my  native  place.  We  arrived  at  night  at 
Knockdangan  Castle,  an  edifice  of  modern 
gothic  style,  which  means  a  inarvelously 
expensive  residence,  rendered  almost  unin- 
habitable, by  the  necessity  of  having  wind- 
ing stairs,  narrow  corridors,  low  ceilings, 
and  pointed  windows.  The  house  was  full 
of  company,  the  greater  part  of  whom  had 
arrived  unexpectedly:  still,  our  reception 
was  everything  that  genial  hospitality  could 
dictate.  One  of  the  drawing-rooms  had 
been  already  converted  into  a  kind  of  bar- 
rack-room, with  half  a  dozen  beds  in  it; 
and  now  the  libra;'y  was  to  be  devoted  to 
the  ])rince,  while  a  small  octagon  tower 
leading  off  it,  about  the  size  and  shape  of 
a  tea-tray,  was  reserved  for  me.  If  these 
arrangements  were  attended  with  incon- 
venience, certainly  nothing  in  the  manner 


of  either,  host  or  hostess  showed  it.  They, 
and  their  numerous  family  of  sons  and 
daughters,  seemed  to  take  it  as  the  most 
natural  thing  in  life  to  be  thrown  into  dis- 
ordei",  to  accommodate  their  friends;  not 
alone  their  friends,  but  their  friends' 
friends;  for  so  proved  more  than  half  of 
the  present  company.  Several  of  *' the 
boys,"  meaning  the  sons  of  the  host,  slept 
at  houses  in  the  neighborhood;  one  act- 
ually bivonacked  in  a  little  temple  in  the 
garden.  There  seenn^d  710  limit  to  the  con- 
trivances of  our  kind  entertainers,  either  in 
the  variety  of  the  plans  for  plcfisuie,  or  the 
hearty  good-nature  with  'which  they  con- 
curred in  any  suggestion  of  the  gnests. 
All  that  Spanish  politeness  expi-esses,  as  a 
phrase,  Avas  here  reduced  I0  actnal  prac- 
tice. Everything  was  at  the  dispo.^al  of 
the  stranger.  Not  alone  Avas  he  at  liberty 
to  ride,  drive,  fish,  shoot,  hnnt,  boat,  or 
course  at  Avill — but  all  his  honrs  were  at 
his  own  disposal;  and  his  liberty  unfet- 
tered, even  as  to  whether  he  dined  in  his 
own  apartment,  or  joined  the  general  com- 
pany. Nothing  that  the  most  courteous 
attention  could  provide  Avas  omitted,  at  the 
same  time  that  the  most  ample  freedom 
was  secured  to  all.  Here,  too,  Avas  Ibund  a 
tone  of  cultivation  that  would  have  graced 
the  most  polished  society  of  any  European 
capital.  Foreign  languages  were  Avell  un- 
derstood and  spoken;  music  pi'actised  tn 
its  higher  Avalks;  drawing  cultivated  Avith 
a  skill  rarely  seen  out  of  the  hands  of  pro- 
fessed masters;  subjects  of  politics  and 
general  literature  Avere  discussed  Avith  a 
knowledge  and  a  liberality  tluit  bespoke  the 
highest  degree  of  enlightenment;  while  to 
all  these  gifts  the  general  Avarmth  of  native 
character  lent  an  indcscri liable  charm  of 
kindliness  and  cordiality,  that  left  none  a 
stranger  Avho  spent  even  twelve  hours  be- 
neath their  roof. 

The  prince  Avas  in  ecstasies  with  every- 
thing and  every  one,  and  he  himself  no 
less  a  favorite  A\ith  all.  Evei-y  fall  he  got 
in  hunting  made  him  moi'e  popular;  every 
misadventure  that  occurred  to  him,  in  try- 
ing to  t'onform  to  native  tastes,  gave  a  new 
grace  and  charm  to  his  character.  The 
ladies  pronounced  him  "a  love;"  and  the 
men,  in  less  polished,  but  not  less  hearty 
encomium,  called  him  '"a  devilish  good 
fellow  for  a  Frenchman." 

The  habits  I  have  ali'eady  alluded  to,  of 
each  guest  living  exactly  how  he  pleased, 
gave  a  continual  novelty  to  the  company; 
sometimes  two  or  three  new  faces  Avould 
appear  at  the  dinner-table,  or  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  conjecture  was  ever  at  work 
whether  the  last  arrivals  had  been  yet  seen, 
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and  wlio  were  tlicy  wlio  presented  tlicin- 
selvcs  ;it  tuljK'? 

"  You  will  meet  two  new  quests  to-day, 
Count,"  said  the  host  one  day,  as  we  en- 
tere(l  the  drawing-room  before  dinner:  "a 
Spanish  bisliop  and  liis  niece — a  very 
chartning  ))erson,  and  a  widow  of  nineteen! 
They  came  over  to  Ireland  about  some  dis- 
l)uted  (juestion  of  jiroperty — being  origin- 
ally Irish  by  family — and  are  now%  I  regret 
to  say,  about  to  return  to  Spain  in  a  few 
days,  Ilitherto  a  severe  cold  lias  confined 
the  bishop  to  his  chamber;  and  his  niece, 
not  being,  I  fancy,  a  proficient  in  any  but 
her  native  language,  had  not  coui-age  to 
face  a  miscellaneous  party.  They  will  both, 
however,  favor  us  to-day;  and,  as  you  are 
the  only  one  here  who  can  command  the 
'true  Castilian  tongue,'  you  will  take  the 
countess  in  to  dinner." 

I  bowed  my  acknowledgments,  not  sorry 
to  have  the  occasion  of  displaying  my 
Spanish,  and  playing  the  agreeable  to  my 
fair  countrywoman. 

The  drawing-room  each  day  before  din- 
ner had  no  other  light  than  that  afforded 
by  a  great  lire  of  bog  deal,  which,  although 
diffusing  a  rich  and  ruddy  glow  over  all 
who  sat  within  the  circle  around  it,  left  the 
remainder  of  the  apartment  in  compara- 
tive darkness;  and  few,  except  those  very 
intimate,  were  able  to  recognize  each  other 
in  the  obscurity.  Whether  this  Avas  a 
whim  of  the  host,  or  a  pardonable  artifice 
to  make  the  si)li'ndor  of  the  "well-lighted 
dinner-table  more  effective,  on  the  princi- 
ple of  orators,  who  begin  at  a  whisper  to 
create  silence,  I  know  not,  but  we  used  to 
jest  over  the  broken  shins  and  upset  spider 
tables,  that  c^acli  day  announced  the  en- 
trance of  some  guest,  less  familiarized  to 
the  geogra[)liy  of  the  apartment. 

On  this  particular  occasion  the  jiarty  was 
unusually  large;  jiossibly  a  certain  curiosity 
to  see   the  new  guests    had  added    to  tlie 
number,  while    some    of    the   neighboring 
families  were  also  present.      Various  were 
the  new  nanies  announced;  and  at  last  came 
the  Bishop,  with  the  lady  of  the  house  u])on 
his  arm,  the  young  widow  following  with  one 
of  the  daughters  of  the  house.     I  could  only  j 
distinguish  a  very  white  head,  with  a  small  | 
black  skull-cap,  astooping  figuro,and  a  great  I 
gold  cross,  which,  I  concluiled,  represi-nted 
the  holy  man;  something  in  black,  with  a 
very  long  veil  descending  from  the  back  of 
her  head,  boing  evidently  the  niece.  j 

A  few  formal    introductions   were  gone! 
through  in  clever  pantomime,  dinner  was  I 
announced,  and  the  com[)any  })aired  off  in  ■■ 
all   stateliness,  while   the  host,  seizing  my 
arm,  Ld  me  across  the  room,  and   in  a  few  ; 


words  ]n-esented  me  to  the  fair  widow,  who 
curtseyed  and  accepted  my  arm,  and  away 
we  marched  in  that  solemn  ]))-oce.«sion  bV 
which  peo])le  endeavor  to  thaw  tlie  ice  of 
first  acquaintance. 

"Your   first  visit  to  Ireland,  I  believe, 

iSenora?"  said  I,  in  Spanish,  wishingtosay 

I  something  as  we  walked  along. 

j      "  Yes,  Senor,  and  yours  also,    I  under- 

t  stand?  "  rej)lied  she. 

I      "Not  exactly,"  muttered   I,   taken  too 

'•  suddenly,  to  recover  myself,  "  when  I  was  a 

j  boy,  a  mere  child," — I  Jierc  by  accident 
emjdoyed  a  Mexican  Avord   almost  synony- 

j  mons  with  the  French  ** gamin." — she 
started,  and  said  eagerly,  "  IIowI  you  have 
been  in  Mexico?" 

I  "  Yes,  Senora.  I  have  passed  some  years 
in  that  country." 

I      ''I  am  a  Mexican,"  cried  she,  delighted- 

I  ly.  "  Tell  me,  where  have  ycni  traveled, 
and  whom  did  you  know  there?" 

"  I  have  traveled  a  good  deal,  but  scarce- 
ly knew  any  one,"  replied  I.  "'  At  Guajua- 
qualla." 

"  Oh,  were  you  there? — my  own  neigh- 
borhood— mv  home,"  exclaimed  she,  fer- 
vidly. 

"Then,  probably,  you   know  Don  Este- 
ban  Olares."  said  L 
''My  own  father!" 

I  turned  round;  our  eyes  met;  itwas  just 
at  the  very  entrance  of  the  dinner-room, 
where  a  blaze  of  light  was  shed  on  everv- 
thing,  and  there  upon  my  arm — her  hand 
trembling,  her  cheek  colorless,  and  her  eyes 
swimming  in  tears — was  Donna  Alalia! 
Neither  of  us  s])oke — neither  of  us  could 
speak! — and  while  her  eyes  wandered  from 
my  face  to  the  several  decorations  I  wore 
ui>on  my  breast,  and  I  watched  with  agon- 
izing intensity  the  look  of  terror  she  threw 
down  the  table  towards  the  place  where  her 
uncle  was  seak'd,  I  saw  jjlamly  that  some 
l)ainful  mystery  was  struggling  within  her 
mind. 

"  Do  not  let  my  uncle  recognize  you."' 
said  she,  in  a  low  whisper;  "  he  is  not  liki-ly 
to  do  so,  for  both  his  sight  and  hearing  are 
much  impaired." 

"  But  why  should  I  not  claim  him  as  an 
old  acquaintance,  if  not  a  friend,  Senora,- 
if  he  be  the  same  Fra  Miguel?" 

"  Hush,  be  cautious,"  cried  she,  "  I  will 
tell  you  Jill  to-morrow — to-night,  if  there  be 
a  fitting  ojiportunity.  Let  us  talk  of  some- 
thing else,  or  we  shall  be  remarked." 

I  tried  my  best  to  obey  her,  but  I  fear 
my  attempt  was  a  jioor  one;  I  was  al)le. 
however,    to    listen   to    her  with  a  certain 

amount  of  composure,  and  while  doing  so, 

to  remark  how  much  she  had   improved  in 
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grace  and  ])ouuty  since  wo  met.  Years  liad 
developed  the  charms  which  girlhood  then 
but  siiadowed  forth,  and  in  the  full  and 
liquid  softness  of  iier  dark  and  long-lasiied 
eyes,  and  the  playful  delicacy  of  her  motith, 
I  saw  how  a  consciousness  of  lasciiiation 
had  served  to  lend  new  powers  of  pleasing. 

81\e  spoke  to  mo  of  her  widowhood  vvitli- 
out  any  affectation  of  feeling  grieved  or 
sorry.  So  long  as  Don  Geloso  had  lived, 
lier  existence  luid  been  like  that  of  a  nun 
in  a  cloister;  he  was  too  jealous  to  suffer 
lier  to  go  into  the  world,  and  save  at  the 
Court  Chapel  each  morning  and  evening, 
she  never  saw  anything  of  that  bi'illiant  so- 
ciety iu  which  her  equals  were  monng. 
When  her  uncle  was  created  Bishop  of 
Seville,  she  removed  to  that  city  to  visit 
him,  and  had  never  seen  her  husband  after. 
Sucli,  in  few  words,  was  the  story  of  a  life, 
whose  monotony  would  have  broken  the 
spirit  of  any  nature  less  buoyant  and  elas- 
tic than  her  own.  Don  Esteban  was  dead; 
and  of  him  she  spoke  with  deep  and  affec- 
tionate feeling,  betraying  besides  that  her 
own  lot  was  rendered  almost  a  friendless 
one  by  the  bereavement. 

That  same  evening,  as  we  walked  through 
the  rooms,  examining  pictures  and  ancient 
armor,  of  which  our  host  was  somewhat 
vain,  I  learned  the  secret  to  which  the 
Senora  had  alluded  at  table,  and  divesting 
which  of  all  the  embarrassment  the  revela- 
tion occasioned  herself,  was  briefly  this: 
The  Fra,  who  had  never,  for  some  reasons 
of  his  own,  either  liked  or  trusted  me,  hap- 
pened to  discover  some  circumstances  of 
my  earlii'r  adventures  in  Texas,  and  even 
traced  me  in  my  raiul)les  to  the  night  of 
my  duel  with  the  Ranchero.  Hence  he 
drew  the  somewhat  rash  and  ungenerous 
conclusion  that  my  character  was  not  so 
unimpeachable  as  I  affected,  and  that  my 
veracity  was  actually  open  to  question!  An 
active  correspondence  had  taken  place  be- 
tween Don  Geloso  and  himself  about  me,  in 
which  the  former,  after  great  researches, 
had  pronounced  that  no  noble  family  of  my 
name  had  existed  in  old  Spain,  and  that, 
in  plain  fact,  I  was  nothing  better  than  an 
impostor!  In  this  terrible  delusion  the  old 
gentleman  died,  but  so  fearful  was  he  of 
the  bare  possibility  of  injuring  one  in  whose 
veins  flowed  the  ]uire  blood  of  Castile,  that 
on  his  death-bed  he  besought  the  Bishop  to 
ascertain  the  fact  to  a  certainty,  and  not  to 
desist  in  the  investigation  till  he  had  traced 
me  to  my  birth,  parentage,  and  country. 
Upon  this  condition  he  had  bequeathed  all 
his  fortune  to  the  Church,  and  not  alone 
all  his  own  weaith,  but  all  Donna  Maria's 
also! 


U'he  Bishop's  visit  to  Ireland,  therefore, 
had  no  otiier  object  than  to  look  for  my 
baptismal  certificate, — an  investigation, 
I  need  scarcely  say,  somewhat  difficult  and 
intricate! 

Of  course,  in  this  confession,  the  fair 
Conntessa  never  hesitixted  to  regard  me  as 
an  injui-ed  and  calumniated  individual;  but 
so  assured  was  she  of  the  Ei.'-hop's  desire  to 
endow  the  church  with  her  wealth,  that  he 
would  have  less  brooked  to  discover  me  a 
noble  of  title  and  rank  indisputable,  ^'han 
to  find  me  a  poor  and  ignoble  adventurer. 
"Were  he  but  to  recognize  you,"  said  she, 
•'/should  be  condemned  to  a  nunnery  for 
life!"  and  this  terror,  however  little  start- 
ling to  my  ears,  had  too  much  significance 
to  Aer  mind  to  be  undervalued. 

Of  course  my  present  position,—  the 
companionship  of  the  Prince, — the  foreign 
orders  I  wore,  were  more  than  sufficient  to 
accredit  myself  to  her  as  anything  I  pleas- 
ed to  represent  myself;  but  somehow  I  felt 
little  inclination  for  that  vein  of  fiction  in 
which  so  often  and  so  largely  I  had  in- 
dulged! For  the  first  time  in  my  .life  I  re- 
garded this  flow  of  invention  as  a  ti-eachery! 
and,  when  })ressed  by  her  to  relate  the  full 
story  of  my  life,  I  limited  myself  to  that 
period  which,  beginning  with  my  African 
campaign,  brought  me  down  to  the  mo- 
ment of  telling  I  was  in  love.  Such  is  the 
simple  solution  of  the  mystery;  nor  can  I 
cite  a  more  convincing  evidence  of  the  en- 
nobling nature  of  the  passion,  than  that  it 
made  me,  such  as  I  Avas,  teiuicious  of  the 
truth. 

Every  succeeding  day  brought  me  into 
closerintimacy  with  the  Sefiora,  and  taught 
me  more  and  more  to  value  her  for  other 
graces  than  those  of  personal  beauty.  The 
seclusion  in  which  she  had  passed  her  last 
few  years  had  led  her  to  cultivate  her  mind 
by  a  course  of  study  such  as  fcAv  Spanish 
women  ever  think  of,  and  which  gave  an 
almost  serious  character  to  a  nature  of  more 
than  childlike  buoyancy.  We  talked  of 
her  own  joyous  land,  to  which  she  seemed 
longing  to  return,  and  of  our  first  meeting 
beside  the  "  Rio  CoUoredo,"  and  then  of 
our  next  meeting  on  her  own  marriage-day, 
and  slio  wondered  where,  if  ever,  we  should 
see  each  other  again!  The  opportunity 
was  not  to  be  lost.  I  pressed  her  hand  to 
my  lips,  and  asked  her  nover  to  leave  me! 
I  told  her  that,  for  me,  country  had  no 
ties, — that  I  had  neither  home  nor  kindred. 
I  would,  at  that  moment,  have  confessed 
everything,  even  to  my  humble  birth!  I 
])ledged  myself  to  live  with  her  amidst 
the  sierras  of  the  far  west,  or,  if  she 
liked  better,  in  some  city  of  the  old  world.    I 
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told  lior  that  I  wjis  rich,  and  tliat  I  needed 
not  that  wealtli  of  which  her  uncle's  cov- 
ctonsness  would  rob  her.  Jn  fact  I  said  a 
trreat  deal  that  was  true,  and  when  1  added 
anything  that  was  not  so,  it  was  simply  as 
painters  introduce  a  figure  with  a  "'  bit  of 
red,"  to  heighten  the  landscape.  I  will  not 
weary  my  fair  reader  witji  all  the  little 
doubts,  and  hesitations,  and  fears,  so  natu- 
ral for  her  to  experience  and  express;  nor 
will  I  tire  my  male  companion  by  saying 
how  I  c6mbated  eacli  in  turn.  Love,  like 
a  lawsuit,  has  but  one  ritual.  First  comes 
the  declaration — usually  a  pretty  nnintel- 
ligil)le  piece  of  business  in  cithercase;  then 
come  the  *'  affiilavits,"  the  sworn  deposi- 
tions ;  then  follow  the  cross-examina- 
tions ;  after  which,  the  charge  and  the 
verdict.  In  my  case  it  was  a  favorable 
one,  and  I  was  almost  out  of  my  senses 
witli  delight. 

The  Bishop,  with  whom  my  acquaint- 
anceship had  never  betrayed  my  secret,  was 
to  leave  Ireland  in  a  few  days,  and  the 
Prince,  to  whom  I  told  everything,  with 
the  kindness  of  a  true  friend,  promised  that 
he  would  take  the  very  same  day  for  his 
own  departure.  The  remainder  we  were  to 
leave  to  fortune.  Love-making  left  me 
little  time  for  any  other  thoughts;  but  still 
as,  for  appearance'  sake,  I  was  obliged  to 
pass  some  hours  of  every  day  apart  from 
Donna  Mariaj  I  took  the  occasion  of  one  of 
these  forced  absences  to  visit  a  scene  which 
had  never  quitted  my  mind  tiirongh  all  the 
changeful  fortunes  of  my  life — the  little 
spot  where  I  was  born.  liising  one  morn- 
ing at  break  of  day,  1  set  out  for  Horse- 
leap,  to  see  once  more,  and  for  the  last 
time,  the  humble  home  of  my  childhood. 
The  distance  was  about  sixteen  miles;  but 
as  I  rode  slowly,  my  mind  full  of  old 
memories  and  reflections,  I  did  not  reach 
the  place  till  nigh  noon.  Alas!  I  should 
never  have  known  the  spot!  There  had 
been  a  season  of  famine  and  pestilence,  and 
now  the  little  village  was  almost  tenantless. 
Many  of  the  cabfns  were  unroofed:  in  some, 
the  blackened  rafters  bore  tokens  of  fire. 
'JMie  one  shop,  that  used  to  supply  the 
humble  luxuries  of  the  poor  was  closed, 
and  I  passed  on  with  a  heavy  heart  to- 
wards the  cross-roads  where  "Con's  Acre" 
lay. 

1  had  not  gone  far  when  my  eye,  strain- 
ing to  catch  it,  detected  the  roof  of  the 
cabin  rising  above  the  little  thorn  hedge 
that  flanked  the  road.  Ay,  there  was  the 
old  stone-quarry  I  used  to  play  in,  as  a 
child,  fancying  that  its  granite  sides 
were  mountain  precipices,  and  its  little 
pools  were  lakes.  There  was  the  gate 
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I  on  which  for  hours  long  I  have  sat.  gaz- 
j  ing   at   the   bleak    expanse    of    mooiland, 
and  wondering  if   all  the   wide  world  be- 
yond had  nothing  fairer  or  more  beautiful 
than  this. 

"Who  lives  in  that  cabin  yonder?" 
asked  I,  of  a  peasant  on  the  road. 

The  man  replied  that  it  was  *'  the  minis- 
ter; "adding  his  name,  which,  however,  I 
could  not  catch.  Long  as  I  had  been  away 
from  Ireland,  I  could  not  forget  that  this 
was  the  especial  title  given  to  the  Protest- 
ant clergyman  of  the  i)arish,  and  I  rode  up 
to  the  door  wondering  how  it  chanced  that 
he  was  reduced  to  a  dwelling  of  such  hum- 
ble pretensions.  An  old  woman  came  out 
as  I  drew  up.  and  told  me  that  the  curate 
was  from  home,  but  would  be  back  in  less 
than  an  hour;  requesting  me  to  "put  in 
my  beast,"  and  sit  down  in  the  i>arlor  till 
he  came. 

I  accepted  the  invitation,  followed  her 
into  the  cabin,  which,  although  in  a  con- 
dition of  neatness  very  different  from  what 
I  remembered  it  of  old,  brought  back  all 
my  boyish  days  in  an  instant.  There  was 
the  fireside,  where  with  naked  feet  roasting 
before  the  blazing  turf,  I  had  sat  and  slept 
full  many  an  hour,  dreaming  of  adventures 
which  were  as  nothing  to  those  my  real 
life  had  met  with.  There  the  corner  where 
I  used  to  sit,  throughout  the  night,  copy- 
ing those  law  papers  my  father  would  bring 
back  with  him  from  Kilbeggau.  There 
stood  the  little  bed,  where  often  I  liave 
sobbed  myself  to  sleep,  when,  wearied  and 
worn  out,  I  was  punished  for  some  trifling 
omission,  some  slight  and  accidental  mis- 
take. I  sat  down,  and  covered  my  face 
with'  my  hands,  for  a  sense  of  my  utter 
loneliness  in  the  world  came  suddenly  over 
me;  I  felt  as  if  this  poor  hovel  was  my 
only  real  home,  and  that  all  my  success  in 
life  was  a  mere  passing  dream. 

Meanwhile  the  old  woman,  with  true 
native  volubility,  was  explaining  how  the 
bishop — "bad  scran  to  him!  wouldn't  let 
his  riv'rence  have  pace  and  ease  till  he  kem 
and  lived  in  the  parish,  though  there 
wasn't  a  spot  fit  for  a  gentleman  in  ihc 
whole  length  and  breadth  of  it!  and  signs 
on  it,"  added  she,  *'  we  had  to  put  up 
with  this  little  place  here,  they  call  Con's 
Acre,  and  it  was  all  a  ruin  when  we  got 
it." 

"And  who  owned  this  cabin  before?" 
asked  I. 

"A  villain  they  call  Con  Cregan,  your 
honor;  the  biggest  thief  ye  ever  heard  of  ; 
he  was  paid  for  informin'  agin  the  people, 
and  whin  the  OcTsmment  had  done  wid 
him,  they  transported  him  too!" 
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"Hiid  lie  any  children,  this  same 
Con?" 

''He  hud  a  brat  of  a  bo}''  that  was 
drowned  at  'say,'  they  tell  me;  but  I'd 
never  believe  it  was  that  way  that  Con  Cre- 
gan's  son  was  to  die!" 

I  need  scarcely  remark  that  I  saw  no  in- 
ducement for  prolonging  this  conversation, 
wherein  all  the  facts  quoted  were  already 
familiar,  and  all  the  speculations  the  re- 
verse of  flattery;  and  I  was  far  more  agree- 
ably occupied  in  discussing  the  eggs  and 
milk  the  old  lady  had  placed  before  me, 
when  the  door  opened,  and  the  curate  en- 
tered. A  deep  cavernous  cough,  and  a 
stooped  figure,  announcing  the  signs  of 
some  serious  chest  disease,  were  all  I  had 
time  to  observe;  Avhen,  with  the  polite- 
ness of  a  gentleman,  he  advanced  towards 
me.  The  first  sound  of  his  voice  was 
enough,  and  I  cried  out,  "Lyndsay!  my 
oldest  and  best  friend — don't  you  know 
me?" 

"lam  ashamed  to  say  that  I  do  not," 
said  he,  faltering,  while  he  still  held  my 
hand,  and  gazed  into  my  face. 

"Not  yet?"  asked  I  again,  smiling  at 
the  embarrassment  of  his  countenance. 

"Not  even  yet,"  said  he.  "Tell  me,  I 
beseech  you,  where  did  Ave  meet?" 

"  Come  here,"  said  I,  leading  him  to  the 
door,  and  pointing  to  the  wide-stretching 
moor  that  lay  before  us;  "  it  was  there — 
yonder,  where  you  see  that  heavy  cloud- 
shadow  stealing  along, — yonder  we  first 
met.     Do  you  know  me  now?" 

He  started;  his  pale  cheek  grew  paier, 
and  he  fell  upon  my  neck  in  a  burst  of 
tears.  Who  shall  ever  know  the  source,  or 
what  the  meaning  ?  They  were  not  of  "joy, 
still  less  of  sorrow, — they  were  the  out- 
break of  a  hundred  emotions.  Old  mem- 
ories of  happy  days,  never  to  come  back — 
boyish  triumphs,  successes,  failures — mo- 
ments of  ecstasy — of  bitter  anguish;  his 
own  bleak  joyless  existence  perhaps  con- 
trasting with  mine,  and  then  at  last  the 
fell  consciousness  of  the  malady  in  which 
he  was  but  lingering  out  life. 

"  And  here  are  you,  and  here  II  "  cried 
he,  in  a  voice  which  his  faltering  accents 
made  scarcely  intelligible;  "who  should 
say  that  we  were  to  meet  tlius?  "  Then,  as 
if  his  words  had  conveyed  a  meaning  of 
Avhich  he  was  ashamed,  he  blushe<,l  deeply, 
and  said,  "And  oh,  my  friend!  how  truly 
you  told  me  that  life  had  its  path  for  each, 
if  we  but  knew  how  to  choose  it." 

I  must  not  say  how  the  hours  were 
passed,  nor  how  it  Avas  nightfall  ere  either 
of  us  guessed  it.  Lyndsay  insisted  upon 
hearing  every  adventure  that  had  befallen 


me,  questioning  me  eagerly  as  I  went,  how 
each  new  feature  of  prosperity  had  "work- 
ed with  me,"  and  Avhether  gold  had  yet 
hardened  my  heart,  and  taught  mo  indif- 
ference to  the  poor. 

I  told  him  of  my  love,  and  with  such 
rapturous  delight,  that  he  even  offered  to 
aid  me  in  my  object,  by  marrying  me  to 
Donna  Maria;  a  piece  of  generous  zeal,  I 
am  certain,  that  originated  less  in  friend- 
ship than  in  the  prospect  of  a  proselyte — 
the  niece  of  a  bishop,  too!  Poor  fellow,  he 
might  make  many  converts  if  he  were  thus 
easily  satisfied. 

The  next  day  I  drove  Donna  Maria  out 
for  an  airing,  and,  while  occupying  her 
mind  with  various  matters,  contrived  to 
prolong  our  excursion  to  Horseleap.  "What 
a  dreary  spot  you  have  chosen  for  our 
drive!"  said  she,  looking  around  her. 

"  Do  you  see  yonder  little  hut,"  said  T, 
"where  the  smoke  is  rising?" 

"Yes,  that  poor  cabin  yonder!  You 
haA'C  not  come  to  show  me  that?'''  said  she, 
laughing. 

"  Even  so,  Maria,"  said  I;  "  to  show  you 
that  poor  and  humble  hut,  and  to  tell  you 
that  it  was  there  I  was  born — a  peasant's 
son;  that  from  that  same  lowly  roof  I  wan- 
dered out  upon  the  world  friendless  and 
hungry;  that  partly  by  energy,  partly  by  a 
resolution  to  succeed,  partly  by  the  daring 
determination  that  woul-d  not  admit  a  fail- 
ure, I  have  become  what  I  am — titled, 
honored,  wealthy,  but  still  the  son  of  a 
poor  man.  •  I  could  not  have  gone  on  de- 
ceiving you,  even  though  this  confession 
should  separate  us  for  ever.  "  I  could  not 
speak  more,  nor  needed  I.  Her  hand  had 
already  clasped  mine,  as  she  murmured — 
"  Yours  more  than  ever." 

"  Now  is  the  moment,  then,  to  become 
so,"  said  I,  as  I  lifted  her  from  the  carriage 
and  led  her  within  the  cabin. 

The  company  Avere  already  waiting  din- 
ner ere  we  returned  to  the  Castle.  "I 
have  to  make  our  excuses,"  said  I,  to  the 
hostess;  "  but  we  prolonged  our  drive  to  a 
considerable  distance." 

"Ah,  Ave  feared  you  might  have  taken 
the  road  by  the  lake,  where  there  is  no 
turning  back,"  said  she. 

"Exactly,  madam,  that  is  what  Ave  did 
precisely,  for  we  are  married!" 

iSJeed  I  dwell  upon  the  surprise  and  as- 
tonishment of  this  announcement?  The 
Bishop — fortunately  it  Avas  in  Spanish — 
uttered  something  very  like  an  oath.  The 
bride  blushed — some  of  the  ladies  looked 
shocked — the  men  shook  hands  Avith  me, 
and  the  Prince,  saluting  Donna  Maria  Avitli 
a   most   hearty  embrace,    begged  to  say. 
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''that  the  huly  would  be  very  welcunicly 
received  in  Paris,  since  it  was  tlie  only 
drawback  to  my  appointment  as  an  ambas- 
sador— that  I  was  unmarried.'' 

Here  I  have  done, — not  that  my  Confes- 


add,  that  this  was  nut  the  only  "Spjinish 
marriage'' in  wiiich  I  hud  a  share, — that 
my  career  in  greatness  was  not  less  event- 
ful tlian  my  life  in  obscurity,  and  that  I 
draw  up  at  this  stage,   leaving   it  for  the 


sions  are    exiiausted,  but   that  I  fear   my   traveler  to  say  if  lie  should  ever  care  he  re- 
reader's  patience  may  be;  I  may,  liowcvo',  i  after  U)  journey  further  with  me. 
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